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 The Complete “TALES OF THE CONCUBINE”Catapulted from our world, Veronica Doe finds herself trapped in a strange dimension beyond space and time. A place of dark desires and rough perversions. There, she sheds her past and learns to embrace her new sexual adventures across realms of mythical fantasy. Betrayed, and cast adrift in the currents of dimensional time, she searches constantly, seeking to return to her master, the Ogre Magi. In her heart she remains…THE CONCUBINE

 The Jessica James title: “SAVING DADDY’S LITTLE BRAT FROM THE WHOLE GANG” Jessica James is romantic Eros at its most sizzling and explicit! Jessica is a globe trotting, international espionage contractor and private investigator. Struggling to control a little predilection she has for voyeurism, she’s got an Air Force Special Operations Pararescueman, named Hank Maximum, as a partner, bodyguard, and sometime lover; she also has a knack for getting into trouble of the most salacious kind.

Contacted by a US Senator with a delicate problem, Jessica skydives into a Caribbean paradise to rescue the man’s daughter. It seems daddy’s little brat has gotten herself mixed up with an infamous copulation cult, and the Senator wants her back by any means necessary, and he’s backing up his request with too much money to turn down.

Jessica’s role is simple; waltz into the highly guarded compound by pretending to be a sweet young thing, looking for a real down and dirty, good time. But once inside the compound walls she discovers a horrifying secret. The cult leaders maintain control of their subjects through the use of a hypnotic incense that reduces anyone who inhales it into a quivering pile of raunchy desire.

Now she in a place where her secret voyeuristic yearnings are being fed beyond belief, and her will is not her own. She’s got swinging cult members eagerly participating in every kink act under the sun, from group participation, to four on one, and some off the roughest escapades she’s ever witnessed.

Thanks to the incense freeing her deepest passions, she’s going to be coming every which way but loose until the sun comes up. The tropics are going to get very hot indeed!

But in the bright light of morning she’s still going to have finish her job and save the girl, even if she has to fight every inch of the way out. Still, no matter how many bullets she has to dodge, the hard part's going to be having to explain everything she’s done to Hank…

Join Jessica James on her first exciting, sizzling adventure—you’re going to want to keep one hand free at all times!

 The Complete “ALICE DOES WONDERLAND”x The farther in you go...the weirder it gets.

Collected here are the first 3 titles in the Alice Does Wonderland series.

Swept through a dimensional portal known as the Looking Glass in pursuit of her sister, theoretical physicist Alice finds herself in a twisted, surrealistic fairy tale kingdom. Here impossible creatures from myth and legend wander freely, and the only form of barter seems to be performing sexual services.

Right from the beginning her consent is dubious, the interactions rough, and the kink level high. But Alice is a strong woman, ready to do what it takes to master her environment and rescue her sister. At every turn, in every position, with every sort of partner, she proves herself again and again.

And, the farther in you go, the weirder it gets...

 Jane Delacroix #1 “HELL IN HIGH HEELS”Bel Air, 1968. Caught up in the sexual revolution, flower children and Hollywood elite throw themselves into LSD and free love. In Vietnam, soldiers fight an increasingly vicious counter-insurgency. Into a cesspool of kinky sex, drugs, media glamour, and brutal violence, enters a private escort and mercenary both coolly lethal, and stunningly sultry.

 On the nation's West Coast an unlikely triumvirate of the LAPD's newly formed Special Investigations Section, rouge operatives of the Defense Intelligence Agency, and a perverted Opium Warlord in command of strategically vital Cambodia terrain, are all about to clash with a call girl who could pass for a modern Mata Hari or a Sunset Strip burlesque dancer.

Jane Delacroix likes her job as a high end call girl to the Hollywood rich and famous. She’s not afraid to get her hands dirty, and she’s down for whatever the client wants. But now the LAPD and US Government want her to use her talents for her country. She thought celebrities engaged in some twisted swinging, but she’s about to get an education in debauchery.

Before the bullets start flying, she’s going to have to put out every way imaginable, and in the dungeon of a sadistic criminal kingpin, she’ll experience both her greatest challenge, and greatest release.

 Jane Delacroix #2 “ROUGH & RELUCTANT”Jane's Back for Another SIZZLING adventure.

It's the 1960s, and she's the creamy center of a rock star triple-decker sandwich. And that's just for starters! That rough, wild group swing with the boys in the band leads to Jane being tested and filled to the limits of her capability at the hands of two Scottish GIANTS.

Sent undercover as a willing groupie to a perpetually stoned and clueless rock band, filled with pretty boys and celebrity hunks, private escort and freelance espionage agent, Jane Delacroix, finds herself getting down and dirty in more ways than one.

Stumbling onto a secret conflict over a mystery dating back to World War Two, she's going to have put her body on the line to save the day. More than once. But, in the jet, or right in the middle of the road, whichever way the job demands it, she's the only woman for the down and dirty mission.

She's a long way from home, out of her element, and all alone -- but if anyone can bang her way right through, and out of danger, it's Jane Delacroix!

This is a sizzling story of optional consent

 The shifterer mystery “CARNAL LUST” Life's most intense moments happen at night.

Sex and murder. State Trooper Helene Tanner is about to find both. What beings as a simple welfare check at a remote cabin in the woods gets twisted when she's stuck with an ex-lover for back up and a burning urge to mate as soon as she shows up on scene.

Finding herself fighting for survival in the middle of a shifter clan blood feud, her life spins wildly when she is confronted by the brooding David, a wolverine shifter. In the beat of a heart she must choose and if she follows her needs and answers the Call of the Wild then everything she knows will be lost forever.

But she doesn't think she can stop herself...

Carnal Lust is a darkly paranormal romantic suspense story about the decisions we make in the heat of the moment.

 The erotic horror story “SHE” Dark Matters in Dark Places

Down in the delta black water rolls damp and hot as sweat between the thighs of a dangerous woman. In the historical shadow of exploitation and violence, a voodoo priestess empowered with dark, sexual magics sets out to extract a horrific equity and free her family from decades of abuse. But first she'll have to endure dark and kinky perversions.

Sometimes Vengeance Is Justice.

She is a sizzling, disturbing, journey for revenge. In order to make her dominator vulnerable, this priestess must submit her will, take the rough assault, and learn that sometimes, pain is pleasure. This Happily Ever After isn't for the faint of heart and nothing is left to your imagination.

 The erotic fantasy “THE EROS GAMBIT” Swords. Sorcery. Sex.

Enter a decadent world of perversion and rampant depravity where magic is powered by intimate domination, and monsters make human females their slaves. In her tower, a princess bargains for rescue and release with an incubus lord. In the castle below, a twisted aristocracy play dirty games with their slaves. Beyond the mists, an ambitious outlaw exploits the sex-magic of a witch to defeat them all.

Chained to that outlaw ship is a beautiful concubine, and she undergoes the strangest transformation of them all, from slavery to happily ever after.

 The adult fairy tale “LITTLE BO PEEP LOSES HER SHEEP” A sizzling adult fairy tale.

Sweet, innocent, Bo Peep has reached an age where she's grown very curios. One day in the Meadow she discovers Little Boy Blue doing something very naughty indeed. When she's caught peeking, she panics and loses her sheep. Determined to find the lamb she goes into the Woods.

But fairy tale woods are scary places, filled with all manner of aroused creatures, just waiting to sink their teeth (among other body parts) into such a Sweet Young Thing. It's a good thing that the first person she meets is a friendly lumberjack who, after a stern warning and spanking, helps initiate her into the ways of the Woods.

But when she's finished, she's still got to find that little lost lamb, and that means going deeper into the forest...

Little Bo Peep Loses More Than Her Sheep is a sizzling, one-handed, title about coming of age, rough, vigorous play, and learning that losing your innocence means gaining experience. And experience is the best teacher of all.
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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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 1.

 Veronica Doe was about to experience something new.

 Kevin Connor pushed her, laughing, up against the wall of the private jet. Tipsy herself on the $800 a bottle champagne she, as one of two flight attendants on the charter, wasn’t exactly supposed to be drinking. she knew the actor/singer/reality tv star was also high as hell on all the cocaine his band was doing.

 She went up against the bulkhead, face pressed against the cool mahogany of the interior cabin. Her heavy breasts flattened inside her bra, forming a cushion as Connor crowded in behind her. She could feel him through her uniform skirt, his erection pressing hard into the soft, Kardashian-curves of her ass.

 “You’re beautiful, baby,” the singer murmured. His voice came out softly slurred from the Cristal.

 His jaw, dark with trendy two-day stubble, softly prickled her neck as he whispered in her ear. His hands closed over hers, pinning them to the wall as he pushed up against her. Tall, rock star lean, and beautiful, her girlfriends back home in Miami were never going to believe she’d fucked the Kevin Connor.

 If the hard-on he was sporting was any indication, this was exactly what was going to happen.

 She’d spent six months travelling as a groupie with the Red Hot Chili Peppers, which was where she first got the idea of becoming a private airline stewardess. While settle for one band when she could fly with dozens? She couldn’t help it, and if she were honest, fame and power were turn-ons, it was just the truth.

 Breathing heavily, she pushed her ass back against Connor’s body, rubbing at him through his fashionably distressed, designer jeans. God, she thought, all I’m doing is dry humping, and I’m already wet as hell. His breath blew hot on her neck as he began kissing her, lips finding her earlobe and gently sucking on it.

 She moaned in response and began gently gyrating her ass cheeks up and down along the length of his erection. It was his turn to moan now, and his hands left hers to start running down the length of her body. She liked the way they felt: heavy and hot through the soft silk fabric of her top.

 “Come on,” she told him, breathless, “now. Let’s do it now.”

 While he groped her breasts, playing with her nipples through her uniform blouse, she reached down and yanked the uniform pencil skirt up over her rounded hips. She was a woman of full, soft curves, and she was utterly unashamed of them. Still kissing behind her ear, she felt his weight lean in more forcibly against her as he removed his hands from her body and jerked open his pants.

 He gripped the bend of her hips and now his cock, unfettered and burning warm, flopped against the soft skin of her butt cheeks. It felt ramrod hard, so engorged with blood it seemed hot enough to burn. Again, she thrust her ass back against him, hungry for it.

 She jerked her panties to the side with impatient fingers. Not that there was much to the panties to pull out of the way. The credit card receipt at Fredericks of Hollywood had been bigger than the lacy red G-string.

 “Do it, baby, put it in,” she growled, her throat tight with lust, with wanting to get piston-drilled right up against the wall like an Italian whore.

 The rough treatment, the sensation of being overpowered, was an aphrodisiac-switch inside her. The desire didn’t etend to any other area of her life, but it ruled her sexual desires. She thrilled in the power of seeing men so enflamed with passion that any protests of hers were swept aside.

 His hands slid down the front of her thighs and roamed across her clitoris. The move set off fireworks through her pussy and she slapped the wall hard with one hand, legs trembling. Reaching back, she encircled his cock as he rubbed it up and down between the pillows of her asscheeks.

 It was a thick number, veiny and substantial in her grip, so hard she suspected he must have been snorting Viagra along with all that Columbian flake. He pushed against her, rubbing the shaft across the puckered opening of her anus. In front of him, Veronica’s eyes went wide at the sensation, utterly startled.

 “I want you,” he said, voice rough.

 “You can have me, damnit!” she shot back, squeezing his dick. “Fucking take me!”

 Are you waiting for permission? What the hell?

 He continued rubbing her clit, sliding his fingers between the lips of her labia. Now drenched with excitement, her body made soft moist sounds, and she smelled herself, the aroma of arousal. She wondered if the scent of sex could compete with all the hash smoke filling the plane’s main cabin.

 “Please,” she asked. Do it now! She thought.

 “I want to,” he said, “but babe, there’s a problem.”

 His dick was a warm iron bar resting against the soft seam of her ass. She squeezed it again. “I don’t feel a problem,” she said.

 “There’s a rider in my contract with the cable channel.”

 “What? A ‘no getting laid’ clause?” she scoffed. What the hell, was he trying not to fuck her?

 “Sort of,” he admitted. “No sex that could lead to a disputed paternity test. I don’t have any rubbers.”

 Her legs were damp with her desire, her littly slip of panties soggy from it. He wasn’t getting out of the steward pantry without putting that fat dick in her. Period. Full stop. End of story.

 She new what he was getting at. What he wanted. He was Kevin Connor and she wasn’t going to miss out on this experience for anything.

 “Shut up and fuck me in the ass,” she told him.

 He chuckled in her ear. “That’s the spirit. Get ready to cum, baby.”

 He adjusted himself, hands leaving her pussy for a moment. Then she felt the soft knot of his penis tip pressing against the rosebud of her anus. The pressure intensified. She mentally willed herself to relax, to take the cock in.

 “Oh,” she murmured.

 Her own hand went to her clit and began working in slow circles. One of her girlfriends had laughingly referred to rubbing the clitoris as “rocking the little man in the boat.” She started rocking the hell out of that little man, hard enough to toss his ass out of the boat and right into the water.

 In her ass, her sphincter relaxed just enough and the tip of Kevin’s dick slid slowly in. He stopped, letting her adapt to his girth. He was panting and she could tell he was fighting the urge to just slam the thing home. Slowly, carefully, she eased herself back, impaling herself along the length of his erect penis

 She breathed in, gasping a little as he pushed deeper. The feeling of being filled swept through her in a storm of sensation. The soft inner lining of her rectum grasped his cock, squeezing it, milking it in a gentle massage.

 His breath was hot in her ear. “Goddamn, baby, you feel so good.”

 She closed her eyes, leaned her head back against him. He smelled like Aramis and champagne. Opening her eyes, she saw their reflection in the polished silver metal of the pantry refrigerator. Hair in a permanent, just-rolled-out-of-bed mess, Kevin Connor was even more good looking than on one of his press photos.

 And his dick is in your ass, she thought, feeling a warm impression of gratification radiate throughout her body.

 She was already a card carrying member of the Mile High Club, she’d been a flight attendant for a decade now, but her story just kept getting better and better. She hadn’t bought his line about “contract obligations” for a second. But if Kevin Connor, lead singer of Slam House, star of the reality show Real Ex-Stars of Hollywood, wanted to bang her up the ass, she was willing and able.

 Samantha was always her favorite character on Sex In The City.

 With one hand, she continued working her pussy, stopping to wet a finger with her tongue, before sliding it slowly inside to rub at the g-spot on her cervix. With the other arm she lifted her hand and reached back to encircle Connor’s head, her fingers running through the soft, over product-filled, tangles of his hair.

 Dick firmly in her ass, balls nestled up against her vagina, he slid his hands around in front of her and cupped her breasts. He squeezed gently and her already hard nipples stretched out into bullet tip points. She made a fist out of the hand holding his hair.

 “Do it,” she whispered. “Do it, fuck me hard. Fuck my ass hard.”

 “Jesus,” he panted, “I think I love you.”

 If love means making me walk bow legged, then I guess you do, she thought.

 His hands grasped her hips, squeezing firmly as he took control of her waist. Moaning softly at the commanding touch, she leaned forward and rested her head on the arm against the cabin wall. Down between her legs she continued fingering fucking herself. Her fingers knew there way around down there, and she could feel her heat building.

 Kevin pulled his cock half out of her ass, then pushed it in again.

 They moaned in a synchronized breath, and Veronica slid a second finger into her pussy. He pulled out faster this time, a little farther, then pushed it home with more force. She grunted, sliding her fingers in and out of her vagina at a faster pace. He pulled his hard-on out to the edge of his cockhead and then slammed it home, fast. She cried out, the pleasure tinged with just a touch of pain, just enough to excite her.

 “Do it,” she repeated. “Fuck my ass.”

 Connor began see-sawing his cock in and out of her, pulling out, then slamming home in quick, rough motions. Veronica felt like she’d been set on fire, and she pushed her ass back harder to meet his dick on every thrust. The palm of her hand rubbed rough across the tip of her clit as she slipped her two fingers in and out of her pussy.

 She wasn’t self conscious. She wasn’t thinking of student loans, or if she could get a better apartment, or if her mother was going to lecture her when she called on Sunday. All she was thinking about was the moment, living in the sensation. She didn’t truly know what finding Zen was, but she thought this was pretty damn close.

 Connor continued ass fucking her, picking up the speed on each stroke until he was smooth up in her, balls slapping the back of her legs. Pleasure radiating throughout her body, and her knees buckled a little. In three more strokes, it was only his grip on her hips that kept her from falling.

 “Baby, baby, baby,” he groaned. She smiled at the recognition of the pure need in his voice.

 “Ugh, ugh, ugh,” she grated out in reponse. It wasn’t the most articulate sentence she’d ever spoke, it communicated exactly how she felt.

 His dick moved up inside her, deep, each stroke blasting currents of delight up along her spine. Her jaw hung slack as she panted under the impacts, eyes rolling up in the back of her head each time he slammed his cock home.

 It was going to happen; she was going to cum, and she could tell it was going to be hard. Her hand flew in and out of her dripping pussy, juice splashing her Jimmy Choo pumps in fat, wet drops down where her panties hung bunched around her ankles.

 The building, burning pressure, began bottlenecking up inside her. The heavy weight of his balls beat out a staccato rhythm as he harpooned her ass. Finally, almost desperate for release, she felt herself plunge over the edge as her orgasm took her.

 She screamed out loud.

 She didn’t give a fuck who heard her, and, unabashed, she shouted at the intensity of the orgasm rocking her body. Hot liquid gushed out of her pussy and sprayed on the wall, like water from a faucet. A distant, disconnected part of her mind recalled it was named Amrita in the Tantric traditions. Thank you I Fucking Love Science for popping that on her Facebook feed.

 Her legs buckled and she pushed against the wall to keep from falling. Connor started cursing, voice raw, almost angry in the fervor of his own orgasm, and she felt his cum squirt out in blistering jets to splash up inside her ass. He pumped into her three more times before sagging forward, as weak as she was.

 “Oh my god,” he whispered into the long, loose curls of her deep, black hair.

 She couldn’t find the words to answer, and just leaned back against him. She made a soft sound of protest as he softened and slipped out of her. She felt a sense of emptiness as he slid clear and then the odd, dripping sensation as his semen began leaking out.

 “That was…amazing,” she breathed. “I’ve never squirted before. It made my whole body tingle.”

 “Yeah,” he said in that warm tenor that had made him a millionaire and made this whole wild trip possible. “I’ve never seen anything like that, except on the internet.”

 She opened her mouth to answer and suddenly the plane bucked. Hard. She went up against the wall and bounced backward. Connor, pants still around his knees, went over backwards, falling roughly on his ass. He grunted on impact and sprawled, wet dick bouncing comically.

 The plane lurched hard again and Veronica sprawled across him. Her stomach dropped away as the plane abruptly dropped into a dive.

 “This is bad,” she said.

 Peeking around the corner of the pantry, past the lavatory, she saw the rest of the band, and Aubrey, the other flight attendant, sprawled on the floor. People shouted, yelling in panic. From the windows brilliant lights, amethyst blue and lava red, flashed through the safety glass. She had no idea what the hell that could possibly be, but she knew enough to realize the plane was going to crash.

 Hit band goes missing in plane over the middle of the Bermuda Triangle, she though wildly. It’d be the story of the decade. Or at least the rest of the year. Green saturated the plane in a flash bright as a sun going nova.

 I’m going to be semi-famous.

 One of the windows exploded, sucked from its frame in flash of a thousand splintered shards. Instantly, the pressure inversion began its apocalyptic sequence of inevitable events and the breathable atmosphere was sucked from the cabin in tornado ribbons.

 The last thought Veronica Doe had, before blackness took her, was of how sorry she was she’d never tried anal sex before. That had been one hell of an experience.

 Her experiences were just beginning.

 2.

 Veronica woke to amazing impossibilities.

 Confused she was still alive, dazed and groggy, she blinked open her eyes. Her body ached as if she’d been pummeled and she lay askew across the seats in an awkward tangle of limbs. Carefully, she pushed herself up, looking around. Her breasts swung loose and heavy, she looked down, realizing her shirt and bra lay ripped open, leaving the double-D cups exposed.

 She was still in the rear of the plane, and looking out towards the cockpit to find the passengers, she gasped, realizing how incredible her situation was. She hung, caught up in the seats, strung out like rope in tree branches. Somehow, the plane was pointing straight up in the air.

 The front of the fuselage was ripped open in great jagged strips, metal fangs reaching toward a night sky that looked wrong. It was too close, too clear somehow, and the moon... She lifted a hand to her mouth in shock. The moon was incredibly bright and huge, looming above her like gleaming bone, closer than she ever remembered seeing it.

 And it was broken in half.

 Unable to process the information, she looked away, and immediately saw another celestial body filling the sky. A purple planet ringed like Saturn, also impossibly close., as if it hung in the stratosphere instead of across the galaxy.

 She closed her eyes, opened them again. The plane had gone down, she knew this. But it had gone down over open ocean. She should have woken up dead on the bottom of the Atlantic.

 Climbing through the tangle of seats, she spotted the rear cabin door, the one used for loading the cargo hold and pantry with sundries. The door was missing, ripped clean off its hinges, leaving a gaping whole. Unsteady, slipping into a kind of emotional shock, she clambered across the seat rows toward the exit. As she climbed, breasts swinging free, her ass throbbed with the sort of pleasurable bruising she generally associated with good, hard fucks, though usually in her vagina.

 “Hello? Hello?” she called out. “Is anyone there? Kevin? Anyone?”

 There was no answer.

 This is quite a day, she thought. I lose my ass cherry to a washed up rock star at 20,000 feet, survive a plane wreck and end up…

 Her thoughts trailed away to nothing as she came to the doorway. She crouched, hand on the frame, still trying to comprehend what she was seeing.

 She’d already understood, at least on some level, that the sky above her was alien, an impossible view to be had from Earth, but hadn’t yet been able to process it completely after the shock of the wreck, and finding herself alone. What she saw now simply hammered the strangeness into to her, making denial a useless exercise.

 From the lip of the door she looked out on a nightmarish landscape of surreal images. It was a cold, lifeless desert. Hard packed, reddish sand stretched to the curve of the horizon. The ground was broken here and there with great cracks, forming deep, shadow thick, canyons. Plumes of deep, black smoke roiled up into the sky from puckered wounds and she was struck with the certainty there was no desert like this on Earth, anyware. Not the Gobi, or the Kalahari, certainly not the Sahara.

 And everywhere, all around, for as far as she could see, the landscape lay strewn with the wrecks of planes and ships. The vessels were all kinds, from turn of the nineteenth century yachts, to 1950’s planes. Silver-metal Air Force bombers lay next to medium sized cargo ships. A Naval coastal patrol vessel lay stuck in the dirt next to a commercial fishing boat that had been broken in half by a Vietnam-era helicopter.

 In a flash of intuition, understanding came to her. Here was the detritus of a hundred years or more missing ships and planes claimed by the enigma of the Bermuda Triangle. She had been transported someplace else.

 “Where is everyone?” she murmured.

 As if in answer to her question, she heard Aubrey, the other flight attendant, cry out in a hoarse, strange shout. It was pain, but at least not fully, and it wasn’t fear, either. If anything, Veronica realized, it sounded a little like her own shriek when her orgasm hit her during the brutal anal pounding Kevin Connor had been giving her.

 But that’s ridiculous. We’ve just been in a goddamn plane wreck.

 She looked down and across, toward the source of the sound, and saw yet another impossibility. Another incongruous, fantastic and unbelievable scene, playing itself out in front of her eyes and something deep inside her mind turned over, changing her perspective forever. It was an emotional Rubicon that she had to cross, or lose her mind.

 She crossed it.

 She was some place impossible, sucked in by one of the most famous paranormal mysteries of her time, but it was possible, because she was, indeed, here. She could waste not one, single, further thought on “how” this all was. It was, that was enough.

 Instead she would focus on surviving as best she could, on trying to embrace the miraculous events she found herself swept up in.

 Which helped her accept the Orcs.

 She’d spent her first year of community college shacked up with a skater dude. Sort of a slacker, but with great weed, and a real talent for going down on her. Other than the fact his cock curved to the left, she remembered something else about him. He’d been infatuated with the Lord Of The Rings movies, watching them over and over again, taking huge hits from the bong as she tried studying for her English 101, Entry to Psych, and College Algebra classes.

 So she knew what the hell Orcs were.

 They were an evil, savage, demi-human race of murderous beasts with gray-green skins and fangs like wolves. They were also sort of hunky, in a weird way, she’d recalled thinking at the time. It was an idea she kept to herself.

 Orcs were a warrior breed with heavily muscled bodies, pointed ears and a total Alpha Male vibe. In fact, she’d never wanted to admit this to Randy, (the loser skater boy with the bent cock who was so good at eating pussy) but sometimes, if she’d smoked enough weed, she’d fantasize that it was those monsters fucking her while Randy was busy licking his way to her second or third orgasm.

 That had been a silly, nonsensical sexual fantasy. Escapism, nothing more. One in which powerful, dominant males, sticky with the blood of their enemies, took her as their prize, like a princess in some grown up Fairy Tale, and then fucked her silly with their big, green cocks.

 Much like they were doing to Aubrey this very minute.

 Aubrey had been hired by the employment service that provided flight attendants for private charters, specifically to compliment Veronica’s own dark eyes and dusky skin. She was a Texan, platinum blonde, with a fake rack as big as Veronica’s own tits. While Veronica had a classical beauty she could tart up when she chose, like a naughty librarian or disapproving school teacher with a slutty side, Aubrey was stripper beautiful, the total cliché of a Dallas Cowboy Cheerleader, mixed with Las Vegas call girl.

 Audrey had always like her boyfriends on the rough side, motorcycles, tattoos, the occasional prison record. But those outlaw bikers had a little ways to go before they could rival the Orc crew that were busy gangbanging her right now.

 They were all down in the dirt of this strange new place. One of the fanged beasts lay flat on his back, thrusting upwards as if trying to disembowel the blonde. Aubrey rode him in a traditional cow girl fashion, letting her pussy slide up and down a thick and gnarled, but impressively long, shaft the color of avocados.

 A second Orc crouched between the legs of the other, on his knees, his body adorned in swirling stripes of white and red war paint. His clawed hands circled the blonde woman’s waist and it fucked her ass in quick, hard thrusts timed to synch with those of his brother thrusting up from beneath the woman.

 Veronica could only imagine what it must be like to feel two thick cocks pounding both holes at once, sandwiching the taint between their firm shafts, two big sets of balls slapping into you like a drummer on meth banging the bongos.

 This wasn’t all there was to the carnal scene.

 A third one, golden hoop through a squashed, pig-like nose, red eyes under a heavy caveman brow, stood in front of Aubrey, his big clawed feet on either side of the supine Orc’s head. His thickly muscular arms reached out in front of him and held the blonde human woman by the back of her head, guiding her mouth up and down the length of his shaft.

 He was going deep, pushing far enough to make her gag and cough with each inward stroke, but that didn’t seem to be stopping her from rolling her hips hard against the two thrusting cocks working her over in tandem. Again, Veronica felt a sudden crazy surge of curiosity to know what that would feel like.

 She knew her thoughts were irrational. Knew she should be more amazed, or terrified, and less aroused by the events unfolding her. But there had been too much strangeness happening too quickly. She would either accept that what was, was, or go stark raving mad.

 Quietly, she dropped to the ground from the plane.

 The wet slapping, and bestial groans of the triple penetration orgy carried easily to her through the cool, dry air. She felt hypnotized as she began walking toward the sex scene. The Orcs were muscled like body builders; rounded shoulders, massive biceps, heavy pecs and bulging thighs. Their jaws were square, built like those of a lion or wolf, to support the tusk-like fangs that curled upward from them.

 They weren’t human, she realized, still in that strange daze. They would fuck her with an abandon like nothing she’d ever known. They’d take her and use her and she’d feel those fat green cocks sliding in and out of her, every part of her filled. She wondered what their cocks tasted like, what their cum tasted like.

 She thought it would be thick, and really warm. She imagined it splashing across her tits in pearly ropes, hanging off her chin, dripping like frosting. Hot, salty frosting.

 What’s wrong with me? She wondered. What the hell is happening? She felt the mellow, relaxed euphoria she associated with Randy’s “medical” marijuana, though she’d had no more than a glass of three of champange today. She felt…

 …bewitched…

 Drugged somehow. The urge to mate, and that was how she thought of it, as mating, enveloped her.

 Still confused, she heard a growl and turned.

 Two Orcs stood a little ways off from the gangbang. They watched their brothers fucking the human female, cocks out and erect, masturbating, as they waited for their turns with the big-tittied blonde. They looked over at Veronica in obvious surprise.

 The bigger one, covered in swirling tribal tattoos running across his face and neck, growled in a feral voice, showing yellow, tusked fangs capable of ripping a person’s throat out in a single swipe. Cocks out, meaty hands still working them, the two began walking toward Veronica. The smaller one snarled and pointed at her.

 She knew what they wanted and got down on her knees.

 Run! She told herself, screaming inside her own head. Sure, she was a party girl, sure she wanted her own sexulaity on her own terms, but this, this whole thing, was just too much. But she didn’t run and suddenly she understood why the mouse got lost in the eyes of the snake and froze in fascination before its strike.

 The big one came up and snatched her by the back of the head, fingers sliding into her hair like a derby rider grabbing the reins of a horse. Smirking, he bent her head back, forcing her to look up at him. He shook his cock. If possible, it seemed to grow thicker, the head taking on the bright purple color of a plum.

 With his other hand, he squeezed it at the base and flopped it across her lips, slapping her lightly. She smelled the unwashed musk of his crotch as the meaty weight struck her face. Obediently, terrified to refused, and strangely hunger for it, she gave him what he wanted and opened her mouth.

 His grunt was bestial, a ferocious sound, completely animalistic. He pushed his hard cock into her mouth, and instantly, she latched onto it with her lips. It filled her oral cavity, making her jaw ache as he immediately began see-sawing it in and out. In only a couple of thrusts, the massive mule dick drilled in far enough to start gagging her. She coughed, saliva filling up her mouth until drool leaked out around her lips, smearing his shaft and pooling in the wild thatch of his public hair.

 Behind her the other one reached down roughly between her legs with a great paw-like hand. Thick fingers found her at the crease and he lifted, forcing her ass into the air. Her body bounced back and forth with the motions of her sucking off the first Orc warrior, and her pussy started leaking body fluids as copiously as her mouth when a blunt fingertip parted her labial folds and pushed in.

 The one behind her was rough, obviously impatient to be in her. He shoved his finger in deep without waiting for her body to respond, the leathery digit sliding in and out, crudely smearing her own natural lubrications around the lips of her opening.

 Abruptly, the finger pulled clear.

 She knew what was coming and mentally braced herself for the invasion. The Orc behind her grasped her waist in both big hands. His finger felt wet and sticky against her soft flesh, and she felt her own vaginal juice smearing on her skin as he gripped her and pulled her ass back toward him.

 Instantly, she felt the oversized head of his cock on her vaginal lips. There was a moment of resistance, he was too big, she wasn’t ready. She felt the painful pressure building as the brute pushed harder. She tried to protest but her voice was muffled as the one fucking her face pushed his own green and purple erection deeper into her mouth.

 There was a wild moment of panicked discomfort. A huge dick hammered into her throat, fairly vibrating with the pleasure the thing felt as he used her mouth. She choked louder, coughed up more spit. Behind her the thing mounting her like a stallion dug its sticky fingers into the ready handles of her bent thighs and pushed himself all the way in. She cried out as the massive shaft rammed home, sliding balls deep in a single, violent thrust.

 Her mouth opened to cry a protest just as the one in front of her pushed forward with his own cock and it slid down her throat. The cocks inflamed her, it was an incredible experience, this feeling of being filled up so completely. Her sudden ability to deep throat relieved the feeling of suffocation and she let the fat shaft glide in, nose pressed cruelly against the warrior’s pubic hair.

 She put a hand up on his heavily muscled thigh in an attempt to support herself as the Orc grabbed up the back of her head in both his hands, pulling her toward him as he pounded her mouth. She squeezed the muscles of his leg, a part of her mind marveling at the coiled power there.

 Manners much? her almost hysterical inner voice thought.

 Her full, soft lips felt like tenderized meat, stretched tight around the animal dick and sliding hard into the Orc’s crotch. She given more than few blowjobs in her day. She enjoyed the playful feeling of power she felt watching men squirm under her tongue, hearing their groans. She liked feeling cum spurt into her mouth, and, more than once, across her face. It made her feel dirty and capable in a fun way.

 This face fucking was something altogether different.

 Her eyes watered as the Orc used her mouth like a cunt. The experience was rough, but she felt like she was taking on a challenge. Her feelings didn’t make sense, but they didn’t have to in order to be real. She could endure what he was dishing out.

 This feeling of power wasn’t playful at all, it was extremely fucking intense. She gagged, crying so her makeup, perfectly applied to impress Smash House and Kevin Connor, streaked her face, but she wasn’t upset. And she wasn’t afraid.

 At least not totally.

 Instead she felt adrenalized. Bring it, you green sonofabitch, she thought. Once, in fifth grade she’d gotten in a fight with a bullying mean girl on the school bus. She’d kicked her ass then, and this feeling now, as she heard the Orc lean back his head and howl like a wolf with pleasure, was something like that.

 She was getting throatfucked, but she was kicking his ass. It made her want to cum.

 Behind her, the other one slammed himself in and out of her. Her vagina, always a trooper in the face of adversity, made plenty of lubricant now, and the male slid in and out easily, despite the fact she was so completely filled up by his cock. She didn’t think she could have taken even a millimeter more of thickness. Inside her, she felt the heavy river of the warrior’s dorsal vein, pulsing in time with his pounding heart. The force of each contraction throbbed against the soft inner walls of her pussy,

 She was doing this, she realized. Fucking her was making this cold, aloof and violent super-alpha male crazy, making his heart race. A shudder rippled through her body as he continued fucking her. The heavy bag of his balls slapped her ass on each thrust. Her ears were so filled with the sounds of their grunts that she couldn’t hear her own moans.

 She felt the liquid burning of an orgasm building up inside her. She was so wet now there was a damp, organic sound to the slap of those massive testicles. She moved back and forth between the two males so forcefully her tits swung and jiggled. The pull as they bounced was a surprisingly pleasant sensation, and her nipples stiffed of their own accord.

 She felt her dampness seeping down her leg as, almost impossibly, the Orc warrior increased his pace. Her orgasm built, and she unconsciously bore down on his shaft with the slick muscles of her inner vagina. That was enough. He snorted like a bull and she felt his cock quiver then stutter as he ejaculated.

 Hot cum rushed out and splashed inside her, warmer even than her own feminine depths. The feeling of the gushing load soaking her was the finally push she needed and she quaked, coming hard. She pulled her face free of the Orc’s crotch and screamed as the one mounting her from behind rammed his dick home, sending vibrational shocks up through her body.

 “Uhngh, uhngh,” he snarled and collapsed against her, pushing her down with his weight.

 She felt inebriated with the force of her orgasm. Goosebumps rippled across her flesh and she felt her toes curling at the overwhelming physicality of the experience. The Orc slipped free, and she felt suddenly empty, her pussy throbbing, inflamed from the pounding she’d taken.

 The Orc at her head growled in frustration.

 She realized in a sudden panic that if he turned her around to finish, her already abused vagina would be subjected to another heavy cock-beating, she didn’t think she could compensate for another assault so quickly. She had to do something.

 Quickly, she bent her face and engulfed his penis in her mouth again, sucking firmly and running her tongue along the curved ridges of his prickhead. Reaching up, she wrapped her hand around the thick shaft. Her fingers were tiny next to the phallus, and she barely encircled it.

 She began jacking him off, head bobbing on his shaft. It was over quickly. The Orc lifted up on his toes, grunting and hooting in sudden spasms of noise. Incredibly, his cock swelled even more and cables of cum jettisoned out of the pee-hole.

 Warm, salty Orc cum filled her mouth, making her gag. She swallowed quickly but some still spilled out over her full lips and hung in threads from her chin. A heavy loop of the pearly jam broke free and dropped onto her bare tits.

 She lay there, panting.

 All around her, the derelict wrecks of a thousand boats and ships lay scattered like roadside trash. Sprinkled liberal among them were an almost equal number of airplanes. She idly wondered, if this was her fate, then what had happened to all the others? Not just Smash House, but everyone who had been aboard all those myriad vessels.

 The Orc sex had been wonderful, even liberating in its own way. But where are the men? She thought. Were they used in the same manner? Forced to work? Dear God, eaten? There are too many mysteries here.

 Her lips and face glazed with Orc sperm, she felt copious amounts of even more cum leaking from her pussy. These beast men came so much! She thought, suppressing a giggle. Then: what the hell is wrong with me? She breathed in, inhaling their animal musk.

 She felt great, laying there in the strange red dirt of an alien dimension. The lips of her vagina throbbed slightly, but it wasn’t unpleasant, rather like the feeling in her muscles after getting in a good, hard, workout at the gym.

 She wanted more green cock, she decided.

 Eventually, she would have to find her way home, she knew, but for now she was just going to lay here for a moment and enjoy the sensation of having been fucked seven ways from Sunday. It was selfish, she supposed, but what the hell, if you found yourself in a rip-tide it was always wiser to swim with the current rather than fight against.

 If swimming with the current here meant more group sex with these magnificent, animal intense, beast men, then so be it. A girl should always land on her feet, she told herself. Then: I have been drugged, but I don’t understand how, I’m not thinking clearly. But her feelings were very clear.

 One of the Orcs said something to her in a flat, deep voice. For the first time she noticed the coiled whip and sheathed sword hanging from the Orc’s combat harness. One of the others, the one who’d fucked her mouth so vigorously, drew a length of rope off his equipment belt and approached her.

 She understood something then, in a sudden insight. These creatures were raiders, most likely slavers. They hunted the forest of wrecks looking for survivors of the…she struggled for a moment trying to find a term. Survivors of the crossing, she finally guessed. The crossing through the Bermuda Triangle.

 Aubrey began shouting angrily. Veronica looked over and saw the blonde girl’s hands being lashed with a length of rope as well. She was struggling a little, but the Orc slavers had little problems overwhelming her with their superior size and strength.

 “Don’t be a douche-canoe, Aubrey,” Veronica said as her own wrists were tied. She starting to wonder why she’d ever liked the difficult bitch.

 She breathed in and, over the scent of her own sex, she smelled the Orc. He smelled like wild beast, primal and powerful. She felt her vagina stirring. Inside her mind, her memory dredged up an image long forgotten from her past. 9th grade biology, taught by the ever so dry and utterly humorless Mr. Jacobiac. The lesson on pheremones. Jesus, she thought, I can’t get enough, even after the fucking of a lifetime. Is this Orc pheremones? Is this what they do?

 Didn’t matter. She considered trying to suck the orc’s dick to get him horny again for one more go around before they headed out to wherever they were going to. She never got the chance.

 The air rattled and a crack loud as thunder split the calm. Wincing away from the sudden fury of sound, Veronica abruptly smelled the sulfuric reek of brimstone. A sudden brilliant light manifested out of thin air.

 She blinked, holding her hands up to deflect some of the intense brilliance. She saw what she could only describe as a tear ripping open out of seemingly nowhere in the middle of thin air. More of the blinding golden light spilled through.

 The Orcs began screaming at each other in their own language, all of them yanking weapons free. A huge, black figure, a massive silhouette against the light, burst forth like Athena from the head of Zeus: fully formed and ready to do battle.

 “Skavis!” One Orc screamed, though Veronica had no idea what that meant. Two others echoed one another’s shouts, bellowing, “Magi!”

 Magi? she had time to think, isn’t that a human word? Then the giant fell upon them.

 The newcomer was to the Orcs what the alpha Orc was to a human male. If the beast men were heavily muscled, then this thing the Orcs called ‘Magi’ was a lion among jackals. Under metal bracers, which glowed with a faint purple tinge, the blue skinned monster attacked using a massive, studded-metal club as a weapon.

 She gasped. The creature fought naked and the cock swinging low between its great legs was a terrifying vision.

 In a single swing, he took the head off the Orc standing nearest her, pulverizing the skull to jelly and spraying her with blood. The thing was magnificent; heavy tusked jaw protruding in a square shelf.

 Thanks to Randy, who’s skill at eating her out had kept him around longer than his slacker ways would have normally, and his constant loop of bong hits, pizza, and World of Warcraft, she recognized the thing, or thought she did.

 It was an ogre.

 Two of the slavers leapt to the attack, and the Ogre swung his iron club, mangling them with sudden, vicious blows and sending their broken bodies rolling sideways like an elephant swatting away a fly with its tail. The pair screamed pitifully as they flew, then landed hard, like loose sacks of meat, and lay still.

 Their blood formed muddy ponds in the reddish sand.

 Veronica felt her heart racing in her chest. Behind her the final two members of the slaver party turned and fled, leaving their spoils behind without a second glance. Aubrey began crying. Veronica looked up at the creature as it loomed over her, light still spilling out at its back from the rip in reality.

 She dropped to her knees in submission and bowed her head so as to avoid the giant thing’s terrifying gaze.

 “Master,” she said.

 The thing stepped closer, towering above her. She looked up, feeling almost as if she had entering a fugue state. The thing bent and lifted a wide hand still dripping from the blood of his enemies. A single finger reached out to touch her forehead.

 “Sleep, beautiful one,” he commanded.

 Before blackness smothered her in a comforting, warm blanket, she had time to realize she’d understood the monster clearly.

 He had spoken in perfect English. And he thought she was beautiful.

 Veronica woke to strange surroundings.

 She lay on a gigantic black divan in the middle of a massive chamber. Heavy felt curtains, the color of burgundy wine, hung around the periphery of the room. Onyx tiles swept out across the floor and strange candles and dark tapers burned, creating a subdued illumination.

 Remembering the ogre attack, she quickly sat up. Her neck felt sore and her fingers went to the spot just under and behind her ear. She felt the ridges of a small brand mark. Her fingers traced the outline, unable to tell what the mark was.

 “That is the mark of the Magi, so that all may know you are his concubine.”

 The voice was feminine, a husky alto with an edge of impatience or irritation in it. Veronica looked around, confused. Out from behind one of the tapestries, which Veronica now guessed hid other rooms, stepped a lithe form.

 The female stood tall for a woman in Veronica’s experience, perhaps six feet or even an inch or two taller. Her skin was a scarlet red unseen among any race of humans, her hair, both the long tresses on her head and the carefully coiffed and clearly exposed thatch between her long, sleek legs, were a startling platinum blonde. Her ears curved upward into elegant points Veronica had only used to associate with characters from fantasy novels, or certain science fiction television shows.

 The female stood, naked, one hand on a hard, angular hip, the other idly swishing a black leather riding crop back and forth as they waited on the coming of their lord. Her breasts were large, set high above a flat, rippled abdomen. In another place, in another context, Veronica would have felt envious of her smooth, muscular sensuality, of the knowledge how much men would want to fuck her as soon as they laid eyes on her.

 “What are you?” she asked. Unconsciously she scooted backward, away from the woman.

 “I am Octavia, First Concubine. If you mean what race am I, I am Sylvan, of the night tribe. The ignorant call my people the Dark Sylvan. But who I am matters little, human female. What matters in this place is who your new lord is.

 “He is Skavis, an Oni, called Ogre Magi by his people and he is worshipped as a warlord across the dimensions,” she whispered. “His power is vast, beyond your understanding, and he has chosen you to be his concubine. It is a great honor,” she said, voice a hiss.

 The sylph stepped in close to her, so close Veronica felt the press of the female’s conical breasts against her arm. The soft, taut flesh was warm and the red skinned woman was aroused, her nipples diamond hard and the scent of her sex a heavy perfume in the chamber.

 Veronica tried to pull away, “his slave, you mean,” she said, voice defiant.

 Cat-quick, Octavia snatched her by the hair and pulled her in close, their naked bodies pressed tightly against each other. The almost scarlet sheen of Octavia’s skin stood out in stark contrast to the soft golden hue of Veronica’s.

 “He will come,” Octavia said, breath hot in her ear. “You will see his cock, how magnificent it is, how those of mere men pale in comparison. When you feel it in you, when you feel his seed spilling into your cunt, down your throat, then you will begin to understand.” The concubine grasped her, pinching her face, forcing the woman to turn and meet her eyes. Their lips were within inches of each other, breath intermingling. “I promise you,” she breathed, eyes boring into Veronica’s. “When he comes to fuck you, you will tremble and you will understand how it is he is lord of time and space, you will begin to comprehend what it is like to fuck a god.”

 The mistress of the harem pushed Veronica rudely to the ground and stood over her. Veronica was angry, hurt and confused, her head spinning with all the implications of the alien woman’s words. The dark sylvan towered over her, dominating her with her stance, her voice, her mere presence. And Veronica couldn’t deny the courtesan was strikingly beautiful, vibrant, terrifying. She could imagine men, in a more barbaric time perhaps, killing to possess her. Starting wars to keep her in their beds.

 A wild thought, incongruous with her fears and revulsion and hate burst into her mind, fully formed and virile. The Ogre Magi chose me, bitch, she thought. The lord of time and space wanted me. If I wanted, I could take his affections, use his desire for this body, this mouth, this pussy, to take your power. I could be first concubine of a demi-god if I chose!

 She recoiled from the thought. She was shocked at herself. Stunned even that her mind had come to that train of thought, to that conclusion. She looked up at the witch looming over her, legs spread, sex exposed, unashamed, unselfconscious, powerful, alluring, courageous. Could she do this?

 If I ever want to get home, I’ll have to.

 Octavia reached down and lifted Veronica up by her hair, face twisted in a sneer. “I am to prepare you for the lord.” She turned the smaller woman’s head so Veronica could look upon the whips and implements of discipline. The cat-0-nine-tails, what the dominatrix would later refer to as the ‘nine cat,’

 “Those toys are mine,” she purred. “The lord doesn’t deign to beat a lazy or stupid slave. I take care of discipline in the harem and if you fail me, if you disobey, if you embarrass me in front of his magnificence, the Ogre Magi, I will flay the skin from your body.” She reached down and cruelly twisted one of Veronica’s nipples, laughing. “And that would be a shame, such a waste of such a nice little piece of ass.” The courtesan slapped her. The blow was sharp, stinging and Veronica felt her face flush hot from the impact. “Do you understand me, bitch?” she demanded.

 “Yes,” Veronica said voice low. For now.

 Octavia reached down and yanked her up by her hair, laying her head against the smooth muscled curve of her thigh. Veronica was close enough to smell the clean, pungent odor of the dominatrix’s sex. It was raw, powerful, and on some level, confusing.

 “I asked if you understood me!” she shouted, eyes blazing. Veronica felt the red skinned female’s spittle spray her upturned face with the ferocity of her words. “Answer, bitch.”

 “Yes, yes, I understand you,” Veronica sobbed. She felt like she was pretending some of her terror now, that, in some way, she’d managed to get in front of her fear somehow. She had a plan and it began with out-fucking this whore when the Oni came.

 “It’s ‘yes, mistress,’” Octavia smirked. Veronica remained silently and the witch snatched her head back and forth by her hair. “Say it!”

 “Yes…mistress.” Veronica said, voice meek, eyes cast down.

 “You will obey, little cunt, you will obey.”

 For now, she thought, for now. “Yes, mistress,” she lied. “I will obey.”

 “Good,” the sylph purred. “Now, let us bath and perfume you for the lord’s pleasure.”

 She was about to be fucked.

 Fucked hard, perhaps even brutally.

 The knowledge raced through Veronica, more emotion than articulated thought. The Oni, whom she’d heard the bath slaves refer to as, the ‘ogre magi,’ was coming at its leisure to take her. Her heart beat in her chest at the thought, hard and fast, so that she trembled, breathing in short, quick, pants like a sprinter.

 Her stomach fluttered and she was suddenly self-conscious of how she felt between her legs. Her body, as if preparing for flight or fight in some manner, was making her damp in anticipation, priming her physically for what was about to come.

 “I can smell you,” Octavia said, voice taunting. “I can smell your tight little cunt,” she laughed. “You’re getting ready to feel the magic, to see what it’s like when something so powerful uses you.”

 Veronica flushed at the dominatrix’s words. The truth in them made her angry, and ashamed. She was getting ready to be used. She was afraid, but she was also…curious. She had been rescued in a flurry of violence, filled with blood and screams in a frenzy of motion over so quickly she still hadn’t fully processed the experience.

 Rescued only to find herself kept like chattel in the harem of a citadel on the very edge of time and space. Rescued to serve as concubine to a fantastical creature of vast, almost incomprehensible power. A creature with the knowledge of arcane secrets and occult sciences, but apparently one with more cock and all the hungers of a man.

 She bowed her head, letting her dark hair fall over her face. Out of the corner of her eyes she looked at the dark sylph, first concubine to the Ogre Magi, and now her harem mistress, the dominatrix, Octavia.

 She claimed to be a dark sylvan, which only confused, Veronica. She did know the bitch was utterly alien to her own experience with all the diverse population offered by metropolitan Miami. But then nothing about living on Earth, even Florida, had prepared her for what she’d witnessed in these recent hours.

 She closed her eyes against the image. She remembered the feel of the female’s hand in her hair, of the taste of her spit as she screamed orders inches from her face, of the scent of her sex as the dominatrix became aroused by punishing her, by disciplining her, then bathing her. Veronica shuddered, trembling anew under the vivid memory.

 “Hush,” Octavia hissed. “He comes.”

 Veronica looked up, startled. It was true. She heard heavy, measured steps as the Oni approached. Her mind flashed on the image of him attacking the Orc group that held her captive, his great iron club swinging. He’d left the beast men broken and mutilated, blood smeared on his weapon, streaked across his flesh. He’d killed them easily.

 The images flashed through her mind, and all of them were frightening, but there was one image, try as she might to force it away, that her frenzied mind kept snapping back to time and again. An image she could see in vivid, startling quality, clear as an HD image; the Ogre Magi’s cock.

 The Oni had fought naked, bursting in from a trans-dimensional ambush, roaring, weapon smashing skulls. But his penis and balls hung bare, swinging freely as he leapt and struck, twisted and attacked. Heavy, hanging low and slapping against his bullish thighs, just above his knees. Impossibly thick, it had ran with thick veins swollen like rivers. It was the first uncircumcised penis she’d seen limp and it had seemed, feral, wild.

 She tried to imagine that huge member erect, skin pulled back to reveal the head, that phallus pointed at her, ready to be serviced by her small hands, her mouth, her vagina, or who could say what else. He was Lord Skavis, the Ogre Magi, and he would not be refused anything he desired, this she understood.

 Cold jets of adrenaline squirted into her stomach and she looked around, trying to distract herself.

 The chamber she knelt in was dimly lit, and furiously warm from the burning coals of several braziers. Heavy tapestries hung off the walls, leaving only the onyx tiles of the floor revealed. A massive divan, big enough to support the weight of an orgy of normal sized humans, sat in the middle of the room.

 The dominatrix Octavia positioned her on her knees before it, waiting at the pleasure of a galactic lord. Home had never seemed farther away than it did at this moment.

 The chamber door opened wide on silent hinges and, from the outer chamber, Skavis entered. Both females inhaled at his appearance, more adrenaline flooding their naked bodies at the mere sight of the monster.

 And he was a monster. In every sense of the word.

 Seven feet tall, well over five hundred pounds, the grotesquely muscled frame looked capable of going hand-to-hand with a tiger, or a bull ox. It made the bodies of the professional wrestlers Veronica sometimes saw on cable while channel surfing seem insignificant in comparison. Heavy arms that were more closely aligned to that of a silverback gorilla than a human warrior, swung loose as he stalked in. His abdominal wall stood etched with ridges of square muscle below massive shelves of pectorals.

 Each line and bulge stood in stark, vivid relief because of the accentuating effect of the Oni’s cobalt and indigo skin. It stood on big, splayed feet, nails like talons, jet black and obsidian hard. Its hair was wild, a tangled mane of blue-black strands that spilled down its back past the gargantuan knots of the trapezius muscles that hooded a frighteningly thick neck.

 A wide jaw, black with the shadow of beard stubble, ran up in smooth planes to rugged peaks of cheek bones that framed a great, Roman nose and terrifying, all crimson orbs for eyes. These, aspects, though outsized, she realized, were almost human. It was above and below those features that the true mythological, alieness of the Oni displayed itself fully.

 The thick-lipped, generous slash of mouth bristled with upward curving incisors large enough, sharp enough, to only be called tusks. The other teeth crowded in the leonine mouth were glistening white fangs. Teeth that served as much to rip throats open, weapon-like, as to masticate food.

 Black boned horns, not unlike like those of an Ibis, curved up from the thick ridge of his forehead into lethal points. At the sight of them, the muscles of her gut and low back tightened painfully, almost to the point of painfulness and she felt a light sheen of perspiration cover her naked form. She looked away.

 And found her eyes resting on the engorged penis of a interdimensional warlord.

 It was everything she feared, and everything that fascinated her. It was, like the Ogre Magi himself, massive, of course. But, very nearly hypnotized, she realized that, while it was bigger than she’d ever peeked at watching internet porn, it would still fit inside her. Unconsciously, her hands went to the junction of her legs in a futile, protective motion.

 Engorged with blood, the skin of the erection was such a dark shade of blue it appeared nearly black. The head was an even deeper purple than that of any normal cock she’d experienced in what was now her previous life. That included the one on the hunky black stripper her sister got as entertainment for her bachelorette party.

 Lord Skavis stood, breathing with the heavy, wet sound of a hard run stallion. Veronica realized with a start that the Oni wasn’t just erect, he was aroused. A being capable of slaying half a dozen Orc slavers singlehanded, of traversing the occult pathways of time and space, of mastering half-a-hundred races into subjugated species was aroused…by her.

 She felt an unexpected thrill of power in surprise at the formidableness of her own sensuality. Yes, this great beast-king could kill her with a single swipe of its clawed hand, but that wasn’t what it wanted. On her knees, collar snug around her throat, Veronica felt more empowered than she ever had in her life.

 She sat up straighter, breathing in, causing the heavy globes of her breasts to rise. She parted her knees slightly, offering herself up, hands resting on her inner thighs. Her heart hammered in her chest, and intertwined with her new found feelings of self-actualization, was the more familiar sensation of terror and an overwhelming urge to flee that had filled her since she was first taken.

 But she saw the big cock jerk, its head jump as the demonic red eyes followed the movement of her hands toward the crease of her sex. She blinked, seeing his wide nostrils flare as he inhaled her perfumed stink from across the room. He was like a wolf catching the scent of a bitch in heat. Again, she was struck by the realization, he wanted her, badly.

 She gasped and felt herself flush, the warmth seeping down her neck and across her breasts. She felt her nipples tighten until they stood out in stiffened fingers.

 Octavia stepped forward, light from the brazier playing across her scarlet and mauve tones, as sinister and sensual as a medieval monk’s depiction of a Dante inspired hell spawn succubus. Instantly, Veronica felt a surge of jealous anger. Her eyes narrowed in resentment as the dark sylvan female placed a possessive hand on her shoulder.

 “Behold,” her voice rang. “Skavis. Warlord of Time and Space. Master of the cosmic warp and the Bir el-Arweh, the Well of Souls. It is your honor to serve his pleasure,” her nails dug into Veronica’s shoulder and her voice changed, becoming more strident. “Serve him,” she repeated. “On. Your. Belly.” The dominatrix shoved her down. “Cower before your better, whore,” she spat.

 Obediently, Veronica pressed her head against the glass-smooth surface of the onyx tiles. Ochre-yellow light spilling from the low braziers and wall-mounted scones undulated across the floor. In the reflection of the flickering light, she saw the Ogre Magi pad forward, utterly silent. Mind racing wildly, she thought somewhat incongruously, this is how the sabretooth tigers of old must have moved; monstrously powerful, entirely silent.

 Octavia knelt beside her, the touch of her smooth flesh hot against Veronica’s own skin. The sylvan female slid her hands roughly onto her body. One hand pressing between her shoulder blades to guide her while the other gripped her throat possessively, lifting her chin.

 As a child, she’d taken riding lessons, spending entire summer days at a private stable. This close, Skavis’s smell reminded her of her horse. His skin looked as plush and velvet soft over the same kind of liquid-steel muscles, and his heavy, animal musk reminded her of the stallion after a hard run; clean, strong, intoxicating.

 She understood the irony of her image. She eyed the hard cock hanging inches from her face. If anyone was to be ridden, it would be her. And, as infatuated as she had been by the steed, she’d never once thought of letting it mount her. A pearl of pre-cum glistened at the Oni’s pee hole.

 “Look,” Octavia whispered, pressing her face next to the human girl’s so that their cheeks lay welded together. “Look,” she repeated, her voice so reverential it was almost worshipful. “Behold the balls of a god,” Octavia breathed, her voice thick with lust.

 The dominatrix’s voice was eerily reverential, like a parishioner discussing a hallowed relic. There was a hypnotic quality to it Veronica associated with cult members. The woman was more than infatuated, more than reverent, more even than lustful. She worshipped the balls of the Ogre Magi.

 Despite her disbelief, Veronica could not lie to herself, not this close to the celestial magnificence of the warlord, she felt it too. The Oni’s balls were the size of a brahma bull’s, smooth and full, perfect globes stretching the indigo skin.

 “The fate of universes swim in them,” Octavia told her, voice hushed, and Veronica knew it was true.

 The dark sylph pushed her the human woman forward as she spoke and Veronica did not resist, found she didn’t want to, but instead leaned in willingly, turning her face upward. Her lips rested against the testicles and she felt their warmth as she kissed them. She felt a stirring inside herself, knew she was growing wetter.

 “Lick them,” Octavia instructed. “Lick his balls.”

 She went to work, tongue caressing the heavy balls like a cat cleaning its fur. She bathed them in her spit, leaving them glistening and wet. Octavia still held her in a firm grip, guiding her head, but she didn’t need the domination to perform, not anymore.

 The Oni was a creature of powerful magic and it emanated from him in a miasma, leaving her ensorcered. She did not think Skavis was a god, not really, but the distinction was immaterial, he was so much more powerful, so much greater, than anything she had ever known, she realized on her deepest, most feminine level, that her role, the only role she could aspire to, was serving him. Serving him utterly.

 She stretched her lips wide and sucked in one perfect testicle. His taste was inhuman, utterly wild. Again her mind flashed to the stallion of her childhood, washed and combed, mane braided, as it waited to go on parade. Its thoroughbred testicles had hung just as low, just as magnificent, and she could only imagine this was how that healthy animal’s own testicles could have tasted.

 The big ball filled her mouth, forcing her cheeks outwards in a bulge as she attempt to accept it all. Her tongue found the seam of the nut sack and worked at it. This close to the junction of his powerful thighs, nose buried in his groin, the bestial smell of the creature, its heavy, barbaric aroma, enveloped her.

 It made her drip with desire.

 Vaginal secretions oozed in honey streams down her thighs, her clitoris swelled, engorged and aroused to an almost painful state of need. Unconsciously, the fingers of one hand went there, found the button between the hood of her labia, and began stroking it. She moaned.

 She heard a sound like the rumbling of a grizzly bear, a deep vibration in an octave so low it was beyond human range of speech. She twisted her head, never stopping her lathing of the Ogre Magi’s balls. She twisted, trying to catch a glimpse of his face, to see the expression of pleasure that must surely accompany the sound of his satisfaction.

 All she could see was the great branch of his cock jutting straight out, thick and covered in veins. She wanted it, she wanted to touch it, to suck it and feel these great balls now in her mouth contract and shoot his load past her lips and into her. She could only imagine the pressure of his ejaculate, the taste, how warm and thick it would feel, as it jetted down her throat.

 Her body shuttered suddenly as her fingers continued working her clit to an orgasm. She reached out a hand to steady herself and it came to rest on the mighty quadriceps of the Magi. The resting power coiled within that single massive limb seemed to leak out and soak into her hand. It was a startling experience, and she felt it tangibly, in jolts of strong, but pleasant, current.

 She gasped in surprise, the heavy nut slipping out of her mouth, a line of glistening drool stretching from it and her lips. She closed her eyes, goosebumps rippling across her flesh fast as a wildfire spreading through dry bush. Her pussy gushed and drops of her secretions splashed in coin-sized drops on the onyx tiles.

 She gasped. Just by tea bagging this creature she’d just experienced the most intense orgasm of her life. The thrird time in as many encounters she’d thought she’d reached the penultimate level. She could only imagine what it would be like once she had him inside her, pushing deep, thrusting. She shuddered again.

 At last, she heard the great Ogre Magi speak. His voice was a rumbling trumpet call in basso profundo, deep and rich, ringing and completely, utterly, savage. It was a voice of total authority, complete command, a voice that whispered the syllables of spells powerful enough to flash cook a man to his bones, or bring forth the Lords of Hell for palaver.

 The Oni spoke.

 “Suck. My. Dick.”

 “Yes, Lord,” Octavia answered instantly.

 Veronica heard the strain of the sylvan’s own desire in the female’s voice. She knew that, if she too spoke, her voice would quiver exactly the same. She ached with longing to do as she was bid, to not just suck that great cock, but to feel it fuck her face.

 “Show her,” Skavis purred like a great cat. “Show her how to please a Lord of the Bir el-Arwen.”

 “Yes, Magi,” Octavia repeated.

 Her hands found the sides of Veronica’s face and her fingers, long and sinew strong, tipped by perfectly manicured nails of deepest obsidian, fish-hooked the human’s lips as she pulled her head back, spreading them wide.

 Veronica despised the Sylph. She resented the female’s very presence, her entire existence. The bitch was between her and the Magi, the Great One. She wanted the being all to herself, not to be shared. Her stomach burned with the intensity of her hate.

 For a moment she tensed, flexing the muscles along her spine and stiffening her neck. She didn’t need this red skinned devil-whore showing her how to suck a dick, even one as perfect and gigantic as the Magi’s.

 Octavia, misunderstanding Veronica’s resistance for fear, or disobedience, hissed again. She spread the woman’s lips wider and pushed her face toward the huge helmet of Skavis’s cock head.

 “Suck it, you stupid bitch, take that cock.”

 It was the Magi’s will that the Sylph instruct her, Veronica realized. It was his will that the female guide her, show her how to please him. She could not fight his will. She relaxed and allowed Octavia to present her mouth to the Oni’s penis.

 She stretched her lips wide, judging the cock’s circumference at greater than six inches, maybe by a margin of half an inch or more. She couldn’t be entirely sure, it was simply too thick, too fat and beyond her experience for her to measure with total certainty.

 “Stick out your tongue,” Octavia told her. “Relax your jaw, let it slid in.”

 Her mouth carefully enveloped the purple-black glans, Octavia prizing her lips none-to-gently apart. She stuck out her tongue a little and Skavis eased his hips forward, placing the hefty weight of his shaft there.

 “Mind your teeth, slut,” the Sylph snapped. “Ease it in.”

 “Good,” Skavis murmured, “very good.”

 He smoothly inserted the front half of his cock into her mouth and she felt her saliva glans water, the muscles of her throat clenching and relaxing in anticipation of what was coming as he slid it deeper.

 Drool welled up in a pool and began spilling out of her mouth in necklaces of clear spit. Some of it ran down her neck and splashed onto the slope of her breasts. She heard the bellows of his lungs moving copious amounts of air in and out of his gigantic torso. On her knees, vulnerable, she realized how easily that great weight could fall on her, crushing her, if he lost control or became angry.

 Adrenaline flooded her body, only serving to heighten the experience. Slowly, mouth stretched to its limits, she began to bob her head. She worked along the length, coating it with spit until it shone. She ran her head along the spongy, umbrella ridge, of the corona with each backward stroke. Her tongue found the opening at the head and she poked gently there, wiping up the pearls of pre-cum.

 On the down stroke she strove to fit more and more of the shaft into her mouth, to relax enough to take it down her throat. She coughed and gagged in her eagerness to please. Octavia’s strong fingers wrapped around her lower jaw and at the back of her head, pulling and pushing her face in concert with her own rhythmic ministrations.

 “Suck it,” Octavia whispered, “take it.”

 Veronica was acutely aware of the woman’s moist sex as she crouched next to her, at the press of her scarlet skinned breasts against her side. She could feel the female’s hard nipples against her, pointed like daggers. She understood how she felt, just being near the Oni in such a situation was intoxicating.

 There was nothing she would not do for her Lord, no act she would not preform. If it pleased him, brought him pleasure, then she wanted to do it, was desperate, frenzied to do it. Gone was all thought, all memory, of her world, of her life, before now.

 She was truly the concubine of the Ogre Magi. Body and soul. Heart and mind.

 And he hadn’t even fucked her yet.

 “Your eyes, girl,” Skavis growled. “Look up at me.”

 From her position, face stuffed with his erection so that her eyes watered and drool spilled out of her mouth like wine from an overfull cup, she looked up, meeting the Ogre Magi’s gaze. Their eyes locked.

 She felt the same thrill she had at first touching him. She felt euphoric, ecstatic, energy drilling into her with the same relentless intensity with which he now fucked her face. She gagged, spilling even more saliva out of her mouth. Her chest was sloppy wet with it now where it ran down her chin in streams.

 His eyes were madness inducing. A deep, sort of red streaked with black, no pupils, all iris. Eyes that had unraveled the mysteries of the universe stared into her, knowing her fully, claiming her. She felt trapped by his gaze, locked into the intensity of experience.

 Wanting to please him, desperate to do so, she willed the muscles of her throat to relax and she pushed her face down the huge shaft. The feeling of resistance gave way finally, and she slid his length all the way in, deep throating him until her mouth was jammed tightly against his body. Her jaw felt as if it would unhinge.

 His eyes narrowed in pleasure, framed by the savage curling tusks rising from his brutally thick mandible. He grinned, revealing white fangs. He was a monster, a real, literal monster and she was deep throating his cock like a sex worker in a Tijuana sex show.

 She loved it.

 “That’s it, girl,” he rumbled. “Good, good. Look in my eyes, do not, on your soul, look away.”

 “Good,” Octavia said in her ear.

 The Sylph’s hand kept at the back of her head, pushing her down farther until if felt as if her skull would split at the jaw. She felt the powerful thighs of the Magi shift as he gave into the pleasure and pushed himself forward.

 God, she thought, I think I can feel him in my chest!

 “The balls, Sylph,” he snarled suddenly.

 Octavia did not hesitate to obey. She reacted instantly, plunging her face between the Oni’s legs just below Veronica’s. The human heard the female’s suckling as she latched on to the Magi’s great testicles. Her own tits swayed and bounced as she plunged her head up and down the unrealistically long dick, letting the warlord sheath himself in her to the hilt, taking him almost out, then plunging forward again. With each downward thrust, her bouncing tits struck against the side of Octavia’s face. The feeling was pleasant, intimate.

 She despised the bitch.

 The scene went on for long moments until, to her shock, and just as her jaw began to ache to the point of agony, she felt the Magi’s legs quiver slightly. As commanded, her eyes never left his and he snorted like a bull in the pen, flexing his thighs hard.

 Rolling his head, tusks gleaming, he blinked. She felt the enchantment that was the power of his gaze lessen for a moment. “Enough,” he told her.

 He pulled his cock clear of her throat and out of her mouth. It was harder than ever, swollen and angry looking, curved like a Calvary saber and seemingly almost as long. Ropes of spit clung to it and it glistened wetly, drenched, in the hot light of the braziers.

 To her surprise Skavis bent forward and reached for her, massive hands wrapping around her arms. Her breath left her body as he easily scooped her to the wide, thick plates of his chest. She gasped in surprise. His heart pounded hard against his chest, loud enough to hear.

 She had done this, had made him pant with desire. This being had the whole of time and space in the cosmos to find what he desired, and he chose her, and in return she made his heart pound. She leaned against the curved mass of his pectoralis, touching his deep blue skin with a sense of wonder. She trembled in his arms as he turned and strode toward the sprawling divan that was the only furniture in the room.

 All around her galaxies spun in brilliant, scintillating points and streaks of light. Suns burned and planets of every description tumbled across the observatory windows above her head. The view was amazing, spectacular and she felt small, insignificant against the stretching eternity.

 But she was in the arms of a creature who ruled the secrets of that eternity, who spoke the occult words, and new the forbidden names. How could she be insignificant when a creature such as this wanted her so badly?

 She cried out in surprise as Skavis dropped into place. As he settled back he lifted and turned her, facing her toward him and lifting her so that her parted legs rested on the mountains of his shoulders. She grasped the prongs of his antlers in her shock, steadying herself. Her vagina, vulnerable and exposed, was within intimate inches of that terrible mouth, with its savage tusks and lustrous fangs.

 If he wanted to, he could have ripped her belly and womb open in a single jerk and eaten her guts as they came spilling out. His mouth opened, a black tongue, long and wide as a farm animal’s, as the stallion from the stables of her youth, emerged.

 It slaved her vagina, parting the lips and licking wetly into her depths before scrubbing her clitoris in great swipes of the meaty thing. She grabbed hold of the antler-horns harder and cried out loud enough for her voice to echo in the vast chamber beneath the stars. His breath came out in snorts from the wide splash of a nose, the air humid and hot against her inner thighs.

 “Uhggn,” she sobbed. Then again and again, “uhggn, uhggn, uhggn.”

 It was just inarticulate noise, but the Oni’s tongue moved inside her tight cunt like hot, oscillating waves, transporting her to someplace else, into someone else. Her hips came down into the press of his tongue and it was thick enough, long enough, that he was actually fucking her with the organ, sliding it in and out with quick thrusts, only to stop and lap at her like a cat at a bowl of milk.

 Holding tight to his horns, she rolled her head in ecstasy. Unbelieving of the intensity of the sensations she was subjected to, her eyes rolled wildly, scanning the room as if from a great distance. Looking down, she witnessed Octavia on her knees by the divan. The dark sylvan female crouched between the Magi’s legs. Her head bobbed furiously as she sucked him off. Just below her mouth her hands clenched the great shaft, one atop the other, as she jacked him with each smooth bob of her head.

 Veronica felt a burning pressure building low in her belly, a violent need, like storm driven surf crashing over granite breakers. She ground down harder as Skavis worked his tongue into her hole, his fangs shone like his lips now with the sheen of her pussy juice. Her orgasm reached a breaking point.

 She felt a great finger, perhaps as large as another man’s penis, slid between the clenched globes of her ass. The blunt spade of the digit wormed its way in and found the opening there. Gently, Skavis began to rub her anus in time to the rhythm of his lapping, thrusting tongue.

 Her eyes, heavy lidded with approaching release, opened wide in shock and the sensation proved too much, She swept over the edge and, turning her face to the heavens swirling above, she screamed. Her pussy clenched like a fist and pleasure jolted through her body in wide, hot currents. She screamed again and her vagina released in an explosion of fluid.

 The power of her squirting orgasm sprayed out like water from a hydrant. She shuddered in spasms so strong they were beyond her ability to control as her orgasmic secretions flowed from her in rivers. Skavis grunted in satisfaction as those hot, orgasmic juices gushed across his face. It ran down his cheeks and collected in the hollow of his throat.

 Still impaled on his great tongue, she shuddered, and shuddered. She heard a rumble, like thunder gathering over a mountain range, and felt a strong vibration shaking the massive breast beneath her. The tongue slid clear of his slit and she realized the Ogre Magi was laughing.

 She looked down. The terrible face was twisted into an ugly grin, tusks looking incredibly fierce. She felt a thrill of understanding; he approved. He liked making her cum. The Oni enjoyed it.

 A great hand came up and grabbed her breast, thumb going to the erect nipple there and tracing a lazy circle. She inhaled sharply, then relaxed into the strength of his grip. She no longer felt frightened. Instead her pussy throbbed, pulsing with hunger to be filled.

 “The devil-whore, Octavia,” Skavis said. “Has got me worked up, human female. My cock is slick enough with her spit, and your slit wet enough after that gushing, that you should be able to take it. Now climb down on your Lord’s cock and get me off.” His voice rumbled, joviality fled now. It was the voice of a being who commanded legions.

 “Yes, Magi,” she breathed. “I obey. I only wish to feel you in me,” she said. In that moment it was utterly true; it was all she desired.

 She scooted down his torso, feet finding purchase on the divan to either side of his wide hips. The thing between his legs curved up like a forearm and fist. He hadn’t been wrong, Octavia had slathered his cock. Lines of her spittle hung in white strands up and down the pole. She’d never seen a cock so wet before.

 It was still incredibly intimidating, a formidable hammer of flesh. She remembered how it had felt poking in and out of her throat and she swallowed in trepidation, butterflies fluttering in her stomach. But his body heat was like a furnace and it warmed her wet pussy through his blue skin and she felt her need driving her on.

 She had to take it.

 She looked at Octavia, still crouched submissively between the Magi’s legs. The dark Sylph smirked, the challenge clear on her face. Fail to take the cock of Skavis and she was of no use as a concubine. She needed to have a plan.

 Reverse cowgirl, she thought, do not fail me now.

 Setting herself down on the lower part of Skavis’s abdomen, she spun quickly, spreading her legs wide and securing a steady foothold once again on the plush cushions of the divan. Octavia, face even with the Magi’s balls, narrowed her eyes. Gone was the tepid, hesitant, human stolen from her own mundane and civilized world.

 Here now was a confident, self-possessed, concubine, claiming her place in the harem of Skavis.

 “The balls of our lord our getting dry, First Concubine,” Veronica said.

 Octavia scowled, but bent her head. As the human began to impale herself, the Sylph continued her oral ministrations. The two females locked eyes in a silent power struggle to see who would blink first.

 Veronica took the cock by the shaft below the helmet of his corpus spongiosum. She stopped momentarily, shuddering as she felt the Oni’s heartbeat pulsing through the great stream of his dorsal artery. The shaft was thick enough to frighten her, but she wanted this, wanted it as badly as anything in her life.

 She spread her knees a little farther apart as she picked the giant cock off his stomach. Carefully, she rubbed the head against the dewy folds of her opening, using her own juices to slicken it. Slowly, she put it at her opening and eased herself down on the erection.

 She expelled a breath in a quick, hard gasp. The great blue cock felt magnificent as she pushed herself onto it. She moaned and pushed the head inside of herself. Slowly, the walls of her vagina relaxed and accepted the massive, blunt instrument.

 “Oh god, my Lord,” she whispered as the cock of the Ogre Magi slipped into her for the first time.

 Her own secretions dribbled down around the fat head and mingled with Octavia’s spit, greasing the way, and she relaxed her knees, letting gravity pull her down the length. She was filled up, stretched and utterly fulfilled. She hadn’t even started thrusting and she already felt more thoroughly fucked than she ever had before.

 The thick finger found the rosebud of her anus once more and she gulped. Instantly she felt the gears in her lower belly starting turning, churning her toward the next orgasm. Skavis did not invade the opening, merely pressed and stroked patiently as the concubine skidded down the length of his dick.

 Half way down, Veronica felt the fist-like head brush her cervix and knew she’d taken all of the phallus she was capable of. It was amazing. She perched, hands braced on the ridges of the Oni’s abdominal wall. Slowly, carefully, she began moving up and down.

 Quickly the member began skidding in and out like a train on rails, smoothly navigating her depths, pushing her beyond the pain of the stretch and deep into realms of pleasure she’d never understood could even exist.

 “Ah, ah, ah, oh, god,” she said in rapid pants.

 Her hands kneaded his stomach as her inner thighs began quivering. She sounded so wet down there, so willing and aroused. Slowly, the great hips began to lift to meet her. She heard him growl, again the sound so bear-like it was eerie. She stopped all motion as Skavis began picking up the pace, lifting his hips, sliding his cock deep, pulling it out.

 She arched, holding her position, as he jackhammered into her pussy. The Magi was snarling now, finger gone from her ass, both massive hands wrapped around her waist, picking her up, pushing her down, jamming his cock into her.

 Veronica looked down and saw Octavia had given up trying to keep the big bouncing testicles in her mouth. The Sylph eagerly nestled under the sack, tongue working furiously to rim the Ogre Magi. The female held one hand locked between her legs, fingers sliding in and out with piston-like regularity.

 The clever anilingus pushed the Oni past the edge. His hips punched into her. Tearing screams from her throat as the pole between his legs pummeled her. Then the motions lost any sensibility of rhythm and he just bucked, almost spasmodically.

 She felt the base of his shaft swell, then the force of the thick knot of his ejaculate roll up the urethra. She was stretched so tightly across his prick she could feel every minute vibration. Inside her the head of his cock jerked back and forth and it was Skavis’s turn to call out.

 She’d though the Orcs had cum a lot. She really had. But the Oni began pumping three times semen into her with twice the force.

 She felt it squirting up against her insides, felt the canal become immersed with it until the thick white fluid slid back down the outside of his shaft and between her lips as she continued sliding up and down on his erection.

 The feel of the slick ejaculate was all she need, the scorching heat as it splashed into her the last touch of pleasure required. Her orgasm shook her hard and her fingers dug into the Oni deep enough to draw blood. She could hold it no more and began to sob, to cry with the intensity of the orgasm.

 Her juices flowed out of her, running down the huge penis to mix with the Magi’s semen and Octavia’s saliva. She collapsed backward against the Lord, and to her surprise, felt the prodigious arms envelope her.

 She couldn’t stop the tears streaming down her face and she turned into his embrace, kissing the face, kissing the terrible tusks, running her arms around the pillar of a neck.

 “My lord, my lord,” she whispered. “I am yours,” her voice was almost a wail.

 “You pleased Lord Skavis well,” Octavia said. She did not make it sound like a compliment.

 “I took pleasure too,” Veronica replied. She smiled coldly. “I think you tasted a little of that, there at the end.”

 Octavia gave her a wane smile. “It’s powerful you know.”

 “What is?”

 “His cum. It is powerful.”

 Veronica remembered the feeling of hot sludge as he dumped his load into her pussy. “He comes hard,” she agreed.

 “No,” the Sylph snapped. “Well yes, Skavis shoots like a dragon when he cums, but that’s not what I meant.”

 “What did you mean then?”

 “I mean his seed is a gift, filled with the cosmic power of life. It will keep you young, ward off disease, let you live for centuries.” Veronica looked at her, disbelief on her face. “It’s true,” Octavia insisted. “Just as the geas sigil he branded on your neck protects you.”

 Veronica’s hands went to her neck where the tender burn scar formed strange welts on her skin. “The brand?” she asked. “The mark that lets me talk to you?”

 “It does more than that,” Octavia whispered. Her eyes burned into Veronica’s with a frightening, almost insane, intensity. “Yes, it gives you the gift of tongues. But under its projection, under his protection, you will need neither air nor food to survive. You will be immune to all but the most extremes of heat and cold. Wounds will heal faster, pain seem less.”

 Veronica felt something rising up in her at these words. She didn’t doubt Octavia. The woman’s words somehow felt correct. The dark sylph cunt was telling her the truth.

 “That is an incredible gift!” she almost shouted, as understanding of its implications really began to sink in. “Does he give this to all his servants?” she asked.

 Octavia looked at her, black eyes glittering, voice a razor blade. “No.” She said. Reluctantly, she added, “he only so marks his favored thralls. His choice concubines. The ones who may yet bear him offspring.”

 Veronica felt a rush of intense pride and satisfaction flow through her. She was the bedmate of a godling. She could be the mother of powerful, demi-human children. She might sit at the feet of a being that could, conceivably, rule the cosmos. She grew hot, and a delicious sensation washed through her; she could continue fucking such a being.

 “Let me show you something,” Octavia suggested.

 Veronica allowed herself to be led to the far side of the vast chamber, to where heavy curtains blocked her view of the rest of the huge open space. She’d never noticed them before, she realized, not that she’d really been here all that long.

 The sylph drew back the curtains and Veronica gasped at the vision. Light, a brilliant golden-tinged, cerulean blue, shot up out of a circular structure made of ancient stone blocks upon which strange runes were inscribed.

 At first afraid to go near the wonder, Octavia finally placed a hand at the small of her back and gently prodded her forward. “Look,” she said into her ear. “Look.”

 Veronica did.

 She saw eternity. A swirling mass of stars racing in spirals, galaxies turning in great wheels. Images, impossible images of wonderous cities, strange races of people, and horrible monsters, filtered through in rapid flashes.

 “Behold the chronos-gate,” Octavia said. “He who beds us, who lets us ride his cock like a stallion, controls this like a vessel. Any time, anywhere in space, any dimension, is accessible to him. He travels through all of eternity in search of knowledge and power. This is Bir el-Arweh, the Well of Souls!”

 Veronica leaned in closer, mesmerized by the magnitude of what she was seeing. Dimly, she felt Octavia’s hands on her body, caressing her skin, running fingers through her dark tresses.

 “You really are beautiful,” Octavia said softly into her ear. “I’ve never quite seen him so enchanted with a creature before, except perhaps for the she-mare Centaur the King in Yellow stole from him. But maybe not even her.”

 She paused and when she spoke again her voice was steel hard with anger.

 “I’ve never seen the Magi so quick to lick a pussy, to mark a brood-bitch with his eternal blessing, to make a mere whore his concubine.”

 Now, even through the hypnotic power of the well’s presence, Veronica clearly heard the hate and rage in the dominatrix’s voice. She felt those strong hands on her and fear shot through her heart in jagged currents.

 “This will not stand!” Octavia suddenly shrieked.

 “No!” Veronica screamed, terrified.

 It was too late.

 She felt the light, sensual grip she’d at first mistaken for amorous, turn hard, unyielding, then brutally violent. The dark sylph shoved her hard and, already off balance, she felt her center of gravity shift.

 Screaming, she plunged into the Well of Souls.

 She fell…

 …forever.

 Above her the mouth of the well floated, a simple circle of brilliant illumination in endless space. Octavia’s laughing face remained clearly visible as Veronica tumbled away. She fell until the well mouth became a pinprick of light, then disappeared altogether.

 But she fell through time and space not as a mere human being. She fell with the mark of Skavis upon her, and the Ogre Magi’s sperm in her womb. She fell not as Veronica Doe, flight attendant, a mere mortal with all the frailties and weakness of a normal woman.

 Instead she traveled Eternity as something else, something more.

 She traveled as a chosen concubine…

 Veronica Doe fell.

 Time flowed in strange currents of confused perception. Had she fallen for seconds, or was it aeons? 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 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 pendent. 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 er 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 war 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 the 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 whispering 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 respond, 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, it 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 safety.”

 “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 agree, letting his finger slid from here mouth. She thrilled to 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 standing 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 denyinghey 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 decroative 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 he 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 push 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 slid 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, complimenting the otherworldly beauty of his white-blond hair. While the hunters watched her, she sucked 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, withdrew just as the burly hunter’s 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 cross 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 peform 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, the 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 device.

 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, metalic 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 she 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 to 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 underbreast and played across her belly. She felt it sliding closer to her waist, knew with utter certainty that its ultimate finish line was 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 sensative 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, attempt 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 way 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 holding 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 Amra the Lion. 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 pair of female hands took gently 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 emphasis her gratitude and felt the cool plasti-steel of the cybernetic carapace covering the arm. “What is your name?”

 She miled. “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 jealously. 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 strudy, 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 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 stream 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, machinegun 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 a 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 gateposts and a verdant flash like a sheet of heat lightening 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.

 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’re 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 sharpely. 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 chamge, 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 stepped 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 whishing 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 wonderous images and magical landscapes, at its essence, the lives of the powerful beings roaming these planes of existance 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 her tears, 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 a 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. Arcing 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 openned 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 arcing like a jumping fish as he slammed the big cock home all the way.

 “Ahhhh!” 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, 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 convienent.”

 “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 idosnycrocies 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 time line.”

 “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’yleh, 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, Nyarlathotep 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 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 temprature. 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 batwings, 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 a 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 in more fantastical 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 amazment.

 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 creatures 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 idenity, that was still a flight attendeant 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 knew existence—her resolve did not slacken. Her fierce decision to not be merely a victim, but a player, in these strange, savage, senssual world she moved through hardened.

 She battled monsters, fought magicians, out maneuvered demons, fucked godlings. She was so fat beyond the mundane woman she’d been she was a super hero 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 down stroke 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 ribcage serving as 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 a 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 Inbetween, 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 millennium, 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 influence of 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 dropped, 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 an 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 in 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 marvelled 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 Pharoh, slowly started to stroke his cock, then looking at her actions realized her hand only took up half of Narlathotep 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 Narlathotep 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 becoming 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 undeinable 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 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 reliancy of her superneatural 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 woman’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 unulating 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 tp 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 trapdoor 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 accumen, 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 long 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, tt 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.

 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 lightening crackled in his eyes and behind him storm clouds gathered, generating lightening 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 lightening 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 a 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 anyway, 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 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 jacking 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, taken 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 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 ridding crop made a swishing sound and smacked smartly across the muscular curves of Bast’s haunches.

 The ensorcered 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 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 monsterous head and stared boldly into the eyes of a godling.

 “I will you 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 existance.

 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 atmoic 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 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 Vernica orally, he moved his own hips, sliding the cock in and out of her quivering pussy in smooth, controlled strokes.

 His great, Brhama 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 shinning 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 boher 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 lightening, though not close. The promise of storm turned damp autumn air oppressive.

 Where 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 pluming 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 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 wall and ruined tower 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 wall 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-roofed 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 lords 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. Shinning 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 planed 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 murmurred. 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 slid 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 too.

 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 stretch 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 apothocary 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 bitter 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 found herself trapped in a strange dimension beyond space and time. There, she sheds her past and learns 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.

 1.

 Veronica Doe was about to experience something new.

 Kevin Connor pushed her, laughing, up against the wall of the private jet. Tipsy herself on the $800 a bottle champagne she, as one of two flight attendants on the charter, wasn’t exactly supposed to be drinking. she knew the actor/singer/reality tv star was also high as hell on all the cocaine his band was doing.

 She went up against the bulkhead, face pressed against the cool mahogany of the interior cabin. Her heavy breasts flattened inside her bra, forming a cushion as Connor crowded in behind her. She could feel him through her uniform skirt, his erection pressing hard into the soft, Kardashian-curves of her ass.

 “You’re beautiful, baby,” the singer murmured. His voice came out softly slurred from the Cristal.

 His jaw, dark with trendy two-day stubble, softly prickled her neck as he whispered in her ear. His hands closed over hers, pinning them to the wall as he pushed up against her. Tall, rock star lean, and beautiful, her girlfriends back home in Miami were never going to believe she’d fucked the Kevin Connor.

 If the hard-on he was sporting was any indication, this was exactly what was going to happen.

 She’d spent six months travelling as a groupie with the Red Hot Chili Peppers, which was where she first got the idea of becoming a private airline stewardess. While settle for one band when she could fly with dozens? She couldn’t help it, and if she were honest, fame and power were turn-ons, it was just the truth.

 Breathing heavily, she pushed her ass back against Connor’s body, rubbing at him through his fashionably distressed, designer jeans. God, she thought, all I’m doing is dry humping, and I’m already wet as hell. His breath blew hot on her neck as he began kissing her, lips finding her earlobe and gently sucking on it.

 She moaned in response and began gently gyrating her ass cheeks up and down along the length of his erection. It was his turn to moan now, and his hands left hers to start running down the length of her body. She liked the way they felt: heavy and hot through the soft silk fabric of her top.

 “Come on,” she told him, breathless, “now. Let’s do it now.”

 While he groped her breasts, playing with her nipples through her uniform blouse, she reached down and yanked the uniform pencil skirt up over her rounded hips. She was a woman of full, soft curves, and she was utterly unashamed of them. Still kissing behind her ear, she felt his weight lean in more forcibly against her as he removed his hands from her body and jerked open his pants.

 He gripped the bend of her hips and now his cock, unfettered and burning warm, flopped against the soft skin of her butt cheeks. It felt ramrod hard, so engorged with blood it seemed hot enough to burn. Again, she thrust her ass back against him, hungry for it.

 She jerked her panties to the side with impatient fingers. Not that there was much to the panties to pull out of the way. The credit card receipt at Fredericks of Hollywood had been bigger than the lacy red G-string.

 “Do it, baby, put it in,” she growled, her throat tight with lust, with wanting to get piston-drilled right up against the wall like an Italian whore.

 The rough treatment, the sensation of being overpowered, was an aphrodisiac-switch inside her. The desire didn’t etend to any other area of her life, but it ruled her sexual desires. She thrilled in the power of seeing men so enflamed with passion that any protests of hers were swept aside.

 His hands slid down the front of her thighs and roamed across her clitoris. The move set off fireworks through her pussy and she slapped the wall hard with one hand, legs trembling. Reaching back, she encircled his cock as he rubbed it up and down between the pillows of her asscheeks.

 It was a thick number, veiny and substantial in her grip, so hard she suspected he must have been snorting Viagra along with all that Columbian flake. He pushed against her, rubbing the shaft across the puckered opening of her anus. In front of him, Veronica’s eyes went wide at the sensation, utterly startled.

 “I want you,” he said, voice rough.

 “You can have me, damnit!” she shot back, squeezing his dick. “Fucking take me!”

 Are you waiting for permission? What the hell?

 He continued rubbing her clit, sliding his fingers between the lips of her labia. Now drenched with excitement, her body made soft moist sounds, and she smelled herself, the aroma of arousal. She wondered if the scent of sex could compete with all the hash smoke filling the plane’s main cabin.

 “Please,” she asked. Do it now! She thought.

 “I want to,” he said, “but babe, there’s a problem.”

 His dick was a warm iron bar resting against the soft seam of her ass. She squeezed it again. “I don’t feel a problem,” she said.

 “There’s a rider in my contract with the cable channel.”

 “What? A ‘no getting laid’ clause?” she scoffed. What the hell, was he trying not to fuck her?

 “Sort of,” he admitted. “No sex that could lead to a disputed paternity test. I don’t have any rubbers.”

 Her legs were damp with her desire, her littly slip of panties soggy from it. He wasn’t getting out of the steward pantry without putting that fat dick in her. Period. Full stop. End of story.

 She new what he was getting at. What he wanted. He was Kevin Connor and she wasn’t going to miss out on this experience for anything.

 “Shut up and fuck me in the ass,” she told him.

 He chuckled in her ear. “That’s the spirit. Get ready to cum, baby.”

 He adjusted himself, hands leaving her pussy for a moment. Then she felt the soft knot of his penis tip pressing against the rosebud of her anus. The pressure intensified. She mentally willed herself to relax, to take the cock in.

 “Oh,” she murmured.

 Her own hand went to her clit and began working in slow circles. One of her girlfriends had laughingly referred to rubbing the clitoris as “rocking the little man in the boat.” She started rocking the hell out of that little man, hard enough to toss his ass out of the boat and right into the water.

 In her ass, her sphincter relaxed just enough and the tip of Kevin’s dick slid slowly in. He stopped, letting her adapt to his girth. He was panting and she could tell he was fighting the urge to just slam the thing home. Slowly, carefully, she eased herself back, impaling herself along the length of his erect penis

 She breathed in, gasping a little as he pushed deeper. The feeling of being filled swept through her in a storm of sensation. The soft inner lining of her rectum grasped his cock, squeezing it, milking it in a gentle massage.

 His breath was hot in her ear. “Goddamn, baby, you feel so good.”

 She closed her eyes, leaned her head back against him. He smelled like Aramis and champagne. Opening her eyes, she saw their reflection in the polished silver metal of the pantry refrigerator. Hair in a permanent, just-rolled-out-of-bed mess, Kevin Connor was even more good looking than on one of his press photos.

 And his dick is in your ass, she thought, feeling a warm impression of gratification radiate throughout her body.

 She was already a card carrying member of the Mile High Club, she’d been a flight attendant for a decade now, but her story just kept getting better and better. She hadn’t bought his line about “contract obligations” for a second. But if Kevin Connor, lead singer of Slam House, star of the reality show Real Ex-Stars of Hollywood, wanted to bang her up the ass, she was willing and able.

 Samantha was always her favorite character on Sex In The City.

 With one hand, she continued working her pussy, stopping to wet a finger with her tongue, before sliding it slowly inside to rub at the g-spot on her cervix. With the other arm she lifted her hand and reached back to encircle Connor’s head, her fingers running through the soft, over product-filled, tangles of his hair.

 Dick firmly in her ass, balls nestled up against her vagina, he slid his hands around in front of her and cupped her breasts. He squeezed gently and her already hard nipples stretched out into bullet tip points. She made a fist out of the hand holding his hair.

 “Do it,” she whispered. “Do it, fuck me hard. Fuck my ass hard.”

 “Jesus,” he panted, “I think I love you.”

 If love means making me walk bow legged, then I guess you do, she thought.

 His hands grasped her hips, squeezing firmly as he took control of her waist. Moaning softly at the commanding touch, she leaned forward and rested her head on the arm against the cabin wall. Down between her legs she continued fingering fucking herself. Her fingers knew there way around down there, and she could feel her heat building.

 Kevin pulled his cock half out of her ass, then pushed it in again.

 They moaned in a synchronized breath, and Veronica slid a second finger into her pussy. He pulled out faster this time, a little farther, then pushed it home with more force. She grunted, sliding her fingers in and out of her vagina at a faster pace. He pulled his hard-on out to the edge of his cockhead and then slammed it home, fast. She cried out, the pleasure tinged with just a touch of pain, just enough to excite her.

 “Do it,” she repeated. “Fuck my ass.”

 Connor began see-sawing his cock in and out of her, pulling out, then slamming home in quick, rough motions. Veronica felt like she’d been set on fire, and she pushed her ass back harder to meet his dick on every thrust. The palm of her hand rubbed rough across the tip of her clit as she slipped her two fingers in and out of her pussy.

 She wasn’t self conscious. She wasn’t thinking of student loans, or if she could get a better apartment, or if her mother was going to lecture her when she called on Sunday. All she was thinking about was the moment, living in the sensation. She didn’t truly know what finding Zen was, but she thought this was pretty damn close.

 Connor continued ass fucking her, picking up the speed on each stroke until he was smooth up in her, balls slapping the back of her legs. Pleasure radiating throughout her body, and her knees buckled a little. In three more strokes, it was only his grip on her hips that kept her from falling.

 “Baby, baby, baby,” he groaned. She smiled at the recognition of the pure need in his voice.

 “Ugh, ugh, ugh,” she grated out in reponse. It wasn’t the most articulate sentence she’d ever spoke, it communicated exactly how she felt.

 His dick moved up inside her, deep, each stroke blasting currents of delight up along her spine. Her jaw hung slack as she panted under the impacts, eyes rolling up in the back of her head each time he slammed his cock home.

 It was going to happen; she was going to cum, and she could tell it was going to be hard. Her hand flew in and out of her dripping pussy, juice splashing her Jimmy Choo pumps in fat, wet drops down where her panties hung bunched around her ankles.

 The building, burning pressure, began bottlenecking up inside her. The heavy weight of his balls beat out a staccato rhythm as he harpooned her ass. Finally, almost desperate for release, she felt herself plunge over the edge as her orgasm took her.

 She screamed out loud.

 She didn’t give a fuck who heard her, and, unabashed, she shouted at the intensity of the orgasm rocking her body. Hot liquid gushed out of her pussy and sprayed on the wall, like water from a faucet. A distant, disconnected part of her mind recalled it was named Amrita in the Tantric traditions. Thank you I Fucking Love Science for popping that on her Facebook feed.

 Her legs buckled and she pushed against the wall to keep from falling. Connor started cursing, voice raw, almost angry in the fervor of his own orgasm, and she felt his cum squirt out in blistering jets to splash up inside her ass. He pumped into her three more times before sagging forward, as weak as she was.

 “Oh my god,” he whispered into the long, loose curls of her deep, black hair.

 She couldn’t find the words to answer, and just leaned back against him. She made a soft sound of protest as he softened and slipped out of her. She felt a sense of emptiness as he slid clear and then the odd, dripping sensation as his semen began leaking out.

 “That was…amazing,” she breathed. “I’ve never squirted before. It made my whole body tingle.”

 “Yeah,” he said in that warm tenor that had made him a millionaire and made this whole wild trip possible. “I’ve never seen anything like that, except on the internet.”

 She opened her mouth to answer and suddenly the plane bucked. Hard. She went up against the wall and bounced backward. Connor, pants still around his knees, went over backwards, falling roughly on his ass. He grunted on impact and sprawled, wet dick bouncing comically.

 The plane lurched hard again and Veronica sprawled across him. Her stomach dropped away as the plane abruptly dropped into a dive.

 “This is bad,” she said.

 Peeking around the corner of the pantry, past the lavatory, she saw the rest of the band, and Aubrey, the other flight attendant, sprawled on the floor. People shouted, yelling in panic. From the windows brilliant lights, amethyst blue and lava red, flashed through the safety glass. She had no idea what the hell that could possibly be, but she knew enough to realize the plane was going to crash.

 Hit band goes missing in plane over the middle of the Bermuda Triangle, she though wildly. It’d be the story of the decade. Or at least the rest of the year. Green saturated the plane in a flash bright as a sun going nova.

 I’m going to be semi-famous.

 One of the windows exploded, sucked from its frame in flash of a thousand splintered shards. Instantly, the pressure inversion began its apocalyptic sequence of inevitable events and the breathable atmosphere was sucked from the cabin in tornado ribbons.

 The last thought Veronica Doe had, before blackness took her, was of how sorry she was she’d never tried anal sex before. That had been one hell of an experience.

 Her experiences were just beginning.

 2.

 Veronica woke to amazing impossibilities.

 Confused she was still alive, dazed and groggy, she blinked open her eyes. Her body ached as if she’d been pummeled and she lay askew across the seats in an awkward tangle of limbs. Carefully, she pushed herself up, looking around. Her breasts swung loose and heavy, she looked down, realizing her shirt and bra lay ripped open, leaving the double-D cups exposed.

 She was still in the rear of the plane, and looking out towards the cockpit to find the passengers, she gasped, realizing how incredible her situation was. She hung, caught up in the seats, strung out like rope in tree branches. Somehow, the plane was pointing straight up in the air.

 The front of the fuselage was ripped open in great jagged strips, metal fangs reaching toward a night sky that looked wrong. It was too close, too clear somehow, and the moon... She lifted a hand to her mouth in shock. The moon was incredibly bright and huge, looming above her like gleaming bone, closer than she ever remembered seeing it.

 And it was broken in half.

 Unable to process the information, she looked away, and immediately saw another celestial body filling the sky. A purple planet ringed like Saturn, also impossibly close., as if it hung in the stratosphere instead of across the galaxy.

 She closed her eyes, opened them again. The plane had gone down, she knew this. But it had gone down over open ocean. She should have woken up dead on the bottom of the Atlantic.

 Climbing through the tangle of seats, she spotted the rear cabin door, the one used for loading the cargo hold and pantry with sundries. The door was missing, ripped clean off its hinges, leaving a gaping whole. Unsteady, slipping into a kind of emotional shock, she clambered across the seat rows toward the exit. As she climbed, breasts swinging free, her ass throbbed with the sort of pleasurable bruising she generally associated with good, hard fucks, though usually in her vagina.

 “Hello? Hello?” she called out. “Is anyone there? Kevin? Anyone?”

 There was no answer.

 This is quite a day, she thought. I lose my ass cherry to a washed up rock star at 20,000 feet, survive a plane wreck and end up…

 Her thoughts trailed away to nothing as she came to the doorway. She crouched, hand on the frame, still trying to comprehend what she was seeing.

 She’d already understood, at least on some level, that the sky above her was alien, an impossible view to be had from Earth, but hadn’t yet been able to process it completely after the shock of the wreck, and finding herself alone. What she saw now simply hammered the strangeness into to her, making denial a useless exercise.

 From the lip of the door she looked out on a nightmarish landscape of surreal images. It was a cold, lifeless desert. Hard packed, reddish sand stretched to the curve of the horizon. The ground was broken here and there with great cracks, forming deep, shadow thick, canyons. Plumes of deep, black smoke roiled up into the sky from puckered wounds and she was struck with the certainty there was no desert like this on Earth, anyware. Not the Gobi, or the Kalahari, certainly not the Sahara.

 And everywhere, all around, for as far as she could see, the landscape lay strewn with the wrecks of planes and ships. The vessels were all kinds, from turn of the nineteenth century yachts, to 1950’s planes. Silver-metal Air Force bombers lay next to medium sized cargo ships. A Naval coastal patrol vessel lay stuck in the dirt next to a commercial fishing boat that had been broken in half by a Vietnam-era helicopter.

 In a flash of intuition, understanding came to her. Here was the detritus of a hundred years or more missing ships and planes claimed by the enigma of the Bermuda Triangle. She had been transported someplace else.

 “Where is everyone?” she murmured.

 As if in answer to her question, she heard Aubrey, the other flight attendant, cry out in a hoarse, strange shout. It was pain, but at least not fully, and it wasn’t fear, either. If anything, Veronica realized, it sounded a little like her own shriek when her orgasm hit her during the brutal anal pounding Kevin Connor had been giving her.

 But that’s ridiculous. We’ve just been in a goddamn plane wreck.

 She looked down and across, toward the source of the sound, and saw yet another impossibility. Another incongruous, fantastic and unbelievable scene, playing itself out in front of her eyes and something deep inside her mind turned over, changing her perspective forever. It was an emotional Rubicon that she had to cross, or lose her mind.

 She crossed it.

 She was some place impossible, sucked in by one of the most famous paranormal mysteries of her time, but it was possible, because she was, indeed, here. She could waste not one, single, further thought on “how” this all was. It was, that was enough.

 Instead she would focus on surviving as best she could, on trying to embrace the miraculous events she found herself swept up in.

 Which helped her accept the Orcs.

 She’d spent her first year of community college shacked up with a skater dude. Sort of a slacker, but with great weed, and a real talent for going down on her. Other than the fact his cock curved to the left, she remembered something else about him. He’d been infatuated with the Lord Of The Rings movies, watching them over and over again, taking huge hits from the bong as she tried studying for her English 101, Entry to Psych, and College Algebra classes.

 So she knew what the hell Orcs were.

 They were an evil, savage, demi-human race of murderous beasts with gray-green skins and fangs like wolves. They were also sort of hunky, in a weird way, she’d recalled thinking at the time. It was an idea she kept to herself.

 Orcs were a warrior breed with heavily muscled bodies, pointed ears and a total Alpha Male vibe. In fact, she’d never wanted to admit this to Randy, (the loser skater boy with the bent cock who was so good at eating pussy) but sometimes, if she’d smoked enough weed, she’d fantasize that it was those monsters fucking her while Randy was busy licking his way to her second or third orgasm.

 That had been a silly, nonsensical sexual fantasy. Escapism, nothing more. One in which powerful, dominant males, sticky with the blood of their enemies, took her as their prize, like a princess in some grown up Fairy Tale, and then fucked her silly with their big, green cocks.

 Much like they were doing to Aubrey this very minute.

 Aubrey had been hired by the employment service that provided flight attendants for private charters, specifically to compliment Veronica’s own dark eyes and dusky skin. She was a Texan, platinum blonde, with a fake rack as big as Veronica’s own tits. While Veronica had a classical beauty she could tart up when she chose, like a naughty librarian or disapproving school teacher with a slutty side, Aubrey was stripper beautiful, the total cliché of a Dallas Cowboy Cheerleader, mixed with Las Vegas call girl.

 Audrey had always like her boyfriends on the rough side, motorcycles, tattoos, the occasional prison record. But those outlaw bikers had a little ways to go before they could rival the Orc crew that were busy gangbanging her right now.

 They were all down in the dirt of this strange new place. One of the fanged beasts lay flat on his back, thrusting upwards as if trying to disembowel the blonde. Aubrey rode him in a traditional cow girl fashion, letting her pussy slide up and down a thick and gnarled, but impressively long, shaft the color of avocados.

 A second Orc crouched between the legs of the other, on his knees, his body adorned in swirling stripes of white and red war paint. His clawed hands circled the blonde woman’s waist and it fucked her ass in quick, hard thrusts timed to synch with those of his brother thrusting up from beneath the woman.

 Veronica could only imagine what it must be like to feel two thick cocks pounding both holes at once, sandwiching the taint between their firm shafts, two big sets of balls slapping into you like a drummer on meth banging the bongos.

 This wasn’t all there was to the carnal scene.

 A third one, golden hoop through a squashed, pig-like nose, red eyes under a heavy caveman brow, stood in front of Aubrey, his big clawed feet on either side of the supine Orc’s head. His thickly muscular arms reached out in front of him and held the blonde human woman by the back of her head, guiding her mouth up and down the length of his shaft.

 He was going deep, pushing far enough to make her gag and cough with each inward stroke, but that didn’t seem to be stopping her from rolling her hips hard against the two thrusting cocks working her over in tandem. Again, Veronica felt a sudden crazy surge of curiosity to know what that would feel like.

 She knew her thoughts were irrational. Knew she should be more amazed, or terrified, and less aroused by the events unfolding her. But there had been too much strangeness happening too quickly. She would either accept that what was, was, or go stark raving mad.

 Quietly, she dropped to the ground from the plane.

 The wet slapping, and bestial groans of the triple penetration orgy carried easily to her through the cool, dry air. She felt hypnotized as she began walking toward the sex scene. The Orcs were muscled like body builders; rounded shoulders, massive biceps, heavy pecs and bulging thighs. Their jaws were square, built like those of a lion or wolf, to support the tusk-like fangs that curled upward from them.

 They weren’t human, she realized, still in that strange daze. They would fuck her with an abandon like nothing she’d ever known. They’d take her and use her and she’d feel those fat green cocks sliding in and out of her, every part of her filled. She wondered what their cocks tasted like, what their cum tasted like.

 She thought it would be thick, and really warm. She imagined it splashing across her tits in pearly ropes, hanging off her chin, dripping like frosting. Hot, salty frosting.

 What’s wrong with me? She wondered. What the hell is happening? She felt the mellow, relaxed euphoria she associated with Randy’s “medical” marijuana, though she’d had no more than a glass of three of champange today. She felt…

 …bewitched…

 Drugged somehow. The urge to mate, and that was how she thought of it, as mating, enveloped her.

 Still confused, she heard a growl and turned.

 Two Orcs stood a little ways off from the gangbang. They watched their brothers fucking the human female, cocks out and erect, masturbating, as they waited for their turns with the big-tittied blonde. They looked over at Veronica in obvious surprise.

 The bigger one, covered in swirling tribal tattoos running across his face and neck, growled in a feral voice, showing yellow, tusked fangs capable of ripping a person’s throat out in a single swipe. Cocks out, meaty hands still working them, the two began walking toward Veronica. The smaller one snarled and pointed at her.

 She knew what they wanted and got down on her knees.

 Run! She told herself, screaming inside her own head. Sure, she was a party girl, sure she wanted her own sexulaity on her own terms, but this, this whole thing, was just too much. But she didn’t run and suddenly she understood why the mouse got lost in the eyes of the snake and froze in fascination before its strike.

 The big one came up and snatched her by the back of the head, fingers sliding into her hair like a derby rider grabbing the reins of a horse. Smirking, he bent her head back, forcing her to look up at him. He shook his cock. If possible, it seemed to grow thicker, the head taking on the bright purple color of a plum.

 With his other hand, he squeezed it at the base and flopped it across her lips, slapping her lightly. She smelled the unwashed musk of his crotch as the meaty weight struck her face. Obediently, terrified to refused, and strangely hunger for it, she gave him what he wanted and opened her mouth.

 His grunt was bestial, a ferocious sound, completely animalistic. He pushed his hard cock into her mouth, and instantly, she latched onto it with her lips. It filled her oral cavity, making her jaw ache as he immediately began see-sawing it in and out. In only a couple of thrusts, the massive mule dick drilled in far enough to start gagging her. She coughed, saliva filling up her mouth until drool leaked out around her lips, smearing his shaft and pooling in the wild thatch of his public hair.

 Behind her the other one reached down roughly between her legs with a great paw-like hand. Thick fingers found her at the crease and he lifted, forcing her ass into the air. Her body bounced back and forth with the motions of her sucking off the first Orc warrior, and her pussy started leaking body fluids as copiously as her mouth when a blunt fingertip parted her labial folds and pushed in.

 The one behind her was rough, obviously impatient to be in her. He shoved his finger in deep without waiting for her body to respond, the leathery digit sliding in and out, crudely smearing her own natural lubrications around the lips of her opening.

 Abruptly, the finger pulled clear.

 She knew what was coming and mentally braced herself for the invasion. The Orc behind her grasped her waist in both big hands. His finger felt wet and sticky against her soft flesh, and she felt her own vaginal juice smearing on her skin as he gripped her and pulled her ass back toward him.

 Instantly, she felt the oversized head of his cock on her vaginal lips. There was a moment of resistance, he was too big, she wasn’t ready. She felt the painful pressure building as the brute pushed harder. She tried to protest but her voice was muffled as the one fucking her face pushed his own green and purple erection deeper into her mouth.

 There was a wild moment of panicked discomfort. A huge dick hammered into her throat, fairly vibrating with the pleasure the thing felt as he used her mouth. She choked louder, coughed up more spit. Behind her the thing mounting her like a stallion dug its sticky fingers into the ready handles of her bent thighs and pushed himself all the way in. She cried out as the massive shaft rammed home, sliding balls deep in a single, violent thrust.

 Her mouth opened to cry a protest just as the one in front of her pushed forward with his own cock and it slid down her throat. The cocks inflamed her, it was an incredible experience, this feeling of being filled up so completely. Her sudden ability to deep throat relieved the feeling of suffocation and she let the fat shaft glide in, nose pressed cruelly against the warrior’s pubic hair.

 She put a hand up on his heavily muscled thigh in an attempt to support herself as the Orc grabbed up the back of her head in both his hands, pulling her toward him as he pounded her mouth. She squeezed the muscles of his leg, a part of her mind marveling at the coiled power there.

 Manners much? her almost hysterical inner voice thought.

 Her full, soft lips felt like tenderized meat, stretched tight around the animal dick and sliding hard into the Orc’s crotch. She given more than few blowjobs in her day. She enjoyed the playful feeling of power she felt watching men squirm under her tongue, hearing their groans. She liked feeling cum spurt into her mouth, and, more than once, across her face. It made her feel dirty and capable in a fun way.

 This face fucking was something altogether different.

 Her eyes watered as the Orc used her mouth like a cunt. The experience was rough, but she felt like she was taking on a challenge. Her feelings didn’t make sense, but they didn’t have to in order to be real. She could endure what he was dishing out.

 This feeling of power wasn’t playful at all, it was extremely fucking intense. She gagged, crying so her makeup, perfectly applied to impress Smash House and Kevin Connor, streaked her face, but she wasn’t upset. And she wasn’t afraid.

 At least not totally.

 Instead she felt adrenalized. Bring it, you green sonofabitch, she thought. Once, in fifth grade she’d gotten in a fight with a bullying mean girl on the school bus. She’d kicked her ass then, and this feeling now, as she heard the Orc lean back his head and howl like a wolf with pleasure, was something like that.

 She was getting throatfucked, but she was kicking his ass. It made her want to cum.

 Behind her, the other one slammed himself in and out of her. Her vagina, always a trooper in the face of adversity, made plenty of lubricant now, and the male slid in and out easily, despite the fact she was so completely filled up by his cock. She didn’t think she could have taken even a millimeter more of thickness. Inside her, she felt the heavy river of the warrior’s dorsal vein, pulsing in time with his pounding heart. The force of each contraction throbbed against the soft inner walls of her pussy,

 She was doing this, she realized. Fucking her was making this cold, aloof and violent super-alpha male crazy, making his heart race. A shudder rippled through her body as he continued fucking her. The heavy bag of his balls slapped her ass on each thrust. Her ears were so filled with the sounds of their grunts that she couldn’t hear her own moans.

 She felt the liquid burning of an orgasm building up inside her. She was so wet now there was a damp, organic sound to the slap of those massive testicles. She moved back and forth between the two males so forcefully her tits swung and jiggled. The pull as they bounced was a surprisingly pleasant sensation, and her nipples stiffed of their own accord.

 She felt her dampness seeping down her leg as, almost impossibly, the Orc warrior increased his pace. Her orgasm built, and she unconsciously bore down on his shaft with the slick muscles of her inner vagina. That was enough. He snorted like a bull and she felt his cock quiver then stutter as he ejaculated.

 Hot cum rushed out and splashed inside her, warmer even than her own feminine depths. The feeling of the gushing load soaking her was the finally push she needed and she quaked, coming hard. She pulled her face free of the Orc’s crotch and screamed as the one mounting her from behind rammed his dick home, sending vibrational shocks up through her body.

 “Uhngh, uhngh,” he snarled and collapsed against her, pushing her down with his weight.

 She felt inebriated with the force of her orgasm. Goosebumps rippled across her flesh and she felt her toes curling at the overwhelming physicality of the experience. The Orc slipped free, and she felt suddenly empty, her pussy throbbing, inflamed from the pounding she’d taken.

 The Orc at her head growled in frustration.

 She realized in a sudden panic that if he turned her around to finish, her already abused vagina would be subjected to another heavy cock-beating, she didn’t think she could compensate for another assault so quickly. She had to do something.

 Quickly, she bent her face and engulfed his penis in her mouth again, sucking firmly and running her tongue along the curved ridges of his prickhead. Reaching up, she wrapped her hand around the thick shaft. Her fingers were tiny next to the phallus, and she barely encircled it.

 She began jacking him off, head bobbing on his shaft. It was over quickly. The Orc lifted up on his toes, grunting and hooting in sudden spasms of noise. Incredibly, his cock swelled even more and cables of cum jettisoned out of the pee-hole.

 Warm, salty Orc cum filled her mouth, making her gag. She swallowed quickly but some still spilled out over her full lips and hung in threads from her chin. A heavy loop of the pearly jam broke free and dropped onto her bare tits.

 She lay there, panting.

 All around her, the derelict wrecks of a thousand boats and ships lay scattered like roadside trash. Sprinkled liberal among them were an almost equal number of airplanes. She idly wondered, if this was her fate, then what had happened to all the others? Not just Smash House, but everyone who had been aboard all those myriad vessels.

 The Orc sex had been wonderful, even liberating in its own way. But where are the men? She thought. Were they used in the same manner? Forced to work? Dear God, eaten? There are too many mysteries here.

 Her lips and face glazed with Orc sperm, she felt copious amounts of even more cum leaking from her pussy. These beast men came so much! She thought, suppressing a giggle. Then: what the hell is wrong with me? She breathed in, inhaling their animal musk.

 She felt great, laying there in the strange red dirt of an alien dimension. The lips of her vagina throbbed slightly, but it wasn’t unpleasant, rather like the feeling in her muscles after getting in a good, hard, workout at the gym.

 She wanted more green cock, she decided.

 Eventually, she would have to find her way home, she knew, but for now she was just going to lay here for a moment and enjoy the sensation of having been fucked seven ways from Sunday. It was selfish, she supposed, but what the hell, if you found yourself in a rip-tide it was always wiser to swim with the current rather than fight against.

 If swimming with the current here meant more group sex with these magnificent, animal intense, beast men, then so be it. A girl should always land on her feet, she told herself. Then: I have been drugged, but I don’t understand how, I’m not thinking clearly. But her feelings were very clear.

 One of the Orcs said something to her in a flat, deep voice. For the first time she noticed the coiled whip and sheathed sword hanging from the Orc’s combat harness. One of the others, the one who’d fucked her mouth so vigorously, drew a length of rope off his equipment belt and approached her.

 She understood something then, in a sudden insight. These creatures were raiders, most likely slavers. They hunted the forest of wrecks looking for survivors of the…she struggled for a moment trying to find a term. Survivors of the crossing, she finally guessed. The crossing through the Bermuda Triangle.

 Aubrey began shouting angrily. Veronica looked over and saw the blonde girl’s hands being lashed with a length of rope as well. She was struggling a little, but the Orc slavers had little problems overwhelming her with their superior size and strength.

 “Don’t be a douche-canoe, Aubrey,” Veronica said as her own wrists were tied. She starting to wonder why she’d ever liked the difficult bitch.

 She breathed in and, over the scent of her own sex, she smelled the Orc. He smelled like wild beast, primal and powerful. She felt her vagina stirring. Inside her mind, her memory dredged up an image long forgotten from her past. 9th grade biology, taught by the ever so dry and utterly humorless Mr. Jacobiac. The lesson on pheremones. Jesus, she thought, I can’t get enough, even after the fucking of a lifetime. Is this Orc pheremones? Is this what they do?

 Didn’t matter. She considered trying to suck the orc’s dick to get him horny again for one more go around before they headed out to wherever they were going to. She never got the chance.

 The air rattled and a crack loud as thunder split the calm. Wincing away from the sudden fury of sound, Veronica abruptly smelled the sulfuric reek of brimstone. A sudden brilliant light manifested out of thin air.

 She blinked, holding her hands up to deflect some of the intense brilliance. She saw what she could only describe as a tear ripping open out of seemingly nowhere in the middle of thin air. More of the blinding golden light spilled through.

 The Orcs began screaming at each other in their own language, all of them yanking weapons free. A huge, black figure, a massive silhouette against the light, burst forth like Athena from the head of Zeus: fully formed and ready to do battle.

 “Skavis!” One Orc screamed, though Veronica had no idea what that meant. Two others echoed one another’s shouts, bellowing, “Magi!”

 Magi? she had time to think, isn’t that a human word? Then the giant fell upon them.

 The newcomer was to the Orcs what the alpha Orc was to a human male. If the beast men were heavily muscled, then this thing the Orcs called ‘Magi’ was a lion among jackals. Under metal bracers, which glowed with a faint purple tinge, the blue skinned monster attacked using a massive, studded-metal club as a weapon.

 She gasped. The creature fought naked and the cock swinging low between its great legs was a terrifying vision.

 In a single swing, he took the head off the Orc standing nearest her, pulverizing the skull to jelly and spraying her with blood. The thing was magnificent; heavy tusked jaw protruding in a square shelf.

 Thanks to Randy, who’s skill at eating her out had kept him around longer than his slacker ways would have normally, and his constant loop of bong hits, pizza, and World of Warcraft, she recognized the thing, or thought she did.

 It was an ogre.

 Two of the slavers leapt to the attack, and the Ogre swung his iron club, mangling them with sudden, vicious blows and sending their broken bodies rolling sideways like an elephant swatting away a fly with its tail. The pair screamed pitifully as they flew, then landed hard, like loose sacks of meat, and lay still.

 Their blood formed muddy ponds in the reddish sand.

 Veronica felt her heart racing in her chest. Behind her the final two members of the slaver party turned and fled, leaving their spoils behind without a second glance. Aubrey began crying. Veronica looked up at the creature as it loomed over her, light still spilling out at its back from the rip in reality.

 She dropped to her knees in submission and bowed her head so as to avoid the giant thing’s terrifying gaze.

 “Master,” she said.

 The thing stepped closer, towering above her. She looked up, feeling almost as if she had entering a fugue state. The thing bent and lifted a wide hand still dripping from the blood of his enemies. A single finger reached out to touch her forehead.

 “Sleep, beautiful one,” he commanded.

 Before blackness smothered her in a comforting, warm blanket, she had time to realize she’d understood the monster clearly.

 He had spoken in perfect English. And he thought she was beautiful.

 Veronica woke to strange surroundings.

 She lay on a gigantic black divan in the middle of a massive chamber. Heavy felt curtains, the color of burgundy wine, hung around the periphery of the room. Onyx tiles swept out across the floor and strange candles and dark tapers burned, creating a subdued illumination.

 Remembering the ogre attack, she quickly sat up. Her neck felt sore and her fingers went to the spot just under and behind her ear. She felt the ridges of a small brand mark. Her fingers traced the outline, unable to tell what the mark was.

 “That is the mark of the Magi, so that all may know you are his concubine.”

 The voice was feminine, a husky alto with an edge of impatience or irritation in it. Veronica looked around, confused. Out from behind one of the tapestries, which Veronica now guessed hid other rooms, stepped a lithe form.

 The female stood tall for a woman in Veronica’s experience, perhaps six feet or even an inch or two taller. Her skin was a scarlet red unseen among any race of humans, her hair, both the long tresses on her head and the carefully coiffed and clearly exposed thatch between her long, sleek legs, were a startling platinum blonde. Her ears curved upward into elegant points Veronica had only used to associate with characters from fantasy novels, or certain science fiction television shows.

 The female stood, naked, one hand on a hard, angular hip, the other idly swishing a black leather riding crop back and forth as they waited on the coming of their lord. Her breasts were large, set high above a flat, rippled abdomen. In another place, in another context, Veronica would have felt envious of her smooth, muscular sensuality, of the knowledge how much men would want to fuck her as soon as they laid eyes on her.

 “What are you?” she asked. Unconsciously she scooted backward, away from the woman.

 “I am Octavia, First Concubine. If you mean what race am I, I am Sylvan, of the night tribe. The ignorant call my people the Dark Sylvan. But who I am matters little, human female. What matters in this place is who your new lord is.

 “He is Skavis, an Oni, called Ogre Magi by his people and he is worshipped as a warlord across the dimensions,” she whispered. “His power is vast, beyond your understanding, and he has chosen you to be his concubine. It is a great honor,” she said, voice a hiss.

 The sylph stepped in close to her, so close Veronica felt the press of the female’s conical breasts against her arm. The soft, taut flesh was warm and the red skinned woman was aroused, her nipples diamond hard and the scent of her sex a heavy perfume in the chamber.

 Veronica tried to pull away, “his slave, you mean,” she said, voice defiant.

 Cat-quick, Octavia snatched her by the hair and pulled her in close, their naked bodies pressed tightly against each other. The almost scarlet sheen of Octavia’s skin stood out in stark contrast to the soft golden hue of Veronica’s.

 “He will come,” Octavia said, breath hot in her ear. “You will see his cock, how magnificent it is, how those of mere men pale in comparison. When you feel it in you, when you feel his seed spilling into your cunt, down your throat, then you will begin to understand.” The concubine grasped her, pinching her face, forcing the woman to turn and meet her eyes. Their lips were within inches of each other, breath intermingling. “I promise you,” she breathed, eyes boring into Veronica’s. “When he comes to fuck you, you will tremble and you will understand how it is he is lord of time and space, you will begin to comprehend what it is like to fuck a god.”

 The mistress of the harem pushed Veronica rudely to the ground and stood over her. Veronica was angry, hurt and confused, her head spinning with all the implications of the alien woman’s words. The dark sylvan towered over her, dominating her with her stance, her voice, her mere presence. And Veronica couldn’t deny the courtesan was strikingly beautiful, vibrant, terrifying. She could imagine men, in a more barbaric time perhaps, killing to possess her. Starting wars to keep her in their beds.

 A wild thought, incongruous with her fears and revulsion and hate burst into her mind, fully formed and virile. The Ogre Magi chose me, bitch, she thought. The lord of time and space wanted me. If I wanted, I could take his affections, use his desire for this body, this mouth, this pussy, to take your power. I could be first concubine of a demi-god if I chose!

 She recoiled from the thought. She was shocked at herself. Stunned even that her mind had come to that train of thought, to that conclusion. She looked up at the witch looming over her, legs spread, sex exposed, unashamed, unselfconscious, powerful, alluring, courageous. Could she do this?

 If I ever want to get home, I’ll have to.

 Octavia reached down and lifted Veronica up by her hair, face twisted in a sneer. “I am to prepare you for the lord.” She turned the smaller woman’s head so Veronica could look upon the whips and implements of discipline. The cat-0-nine-tails, what the dominatrix would later refer to as the ‘nine cat,’

 “Those toys are mine,” she purred. “The lord doesn’t deign to beat a lazy or stupid slave. I take care of discipline in the harem and if you fail me, if you disobey, if you embarrass me in front of his magnificence, the Ogre Magi, I will flay the skin from your body.” She reached down and cruelly twisted one of Veronica’s nipples, laughing. “And that would be a shame, such a waste of such a nice little piece of ass.” The courtesan slapped her. The blow was sharp, stinging and Veronica felt her face flush hot from the impact. “Do you understand me, bitch?” she demanded.

 “Yes,” Veronica said voice low. For now.

 Octavia reached down and yanked her up by her hair, laying her head against the smooth muscled curve of her thigh. Veronica was close enough to smell the clean, pungent odor of the dominatrix’s sex. It was raw, powerful, and on some level, confusing.

 “I asked if you understood me!” she shouted, eyes blazing. Veronica felt the red skinned female’s spittle spray her upturned face with the ferocity of her words. “Answer, bitch.”

 “Yes, yes, I understand you,” Veronica sobbed. She felt like she was pretending some of her terror now, that, in some way, she’d managed to get in front of her fear somehow. She had a plan and it began with out-fucking this whore when the Oni came.

 “It’s ‘yes, mistress,’” Octavia smirked. Veronica remained silently and the witch snatched her head back and forth by her hair. “Say it!”

 “Yes…mistress.” Veronica said, voice meek, eyes cast down.

 “You will obey, little cunt, you will obey.”

 For now, she thought, for now. “Yes, mistress,” she lied. “I will obey.”

 “Good,” the sylph purred. “Now, let us bath and perfume you for the lord’s pleasure.”

 She was about to be fucked.

 Fucked hard, perhaps even brutally.

 The knowledge raced through Veronica, more emotion than articulated thought. The Oni, whom she’d heard the bath slaves refer to as, the ‘ogre magi,’ was coming at its leisure to take her. Her heart beat in her chest at the thought, hard and fast, so that she trembled, breathing in short, quick, pants like a sprinter.

 Her stomach fluttered and she was suddenly self-conscious of how she felt between her legs. Her body, as if preparing for flight or fight in some manner, was making her damp in anticipation, priming her physically for what was about to come.

 “I can smell you,” Octavia said, voice taunting. “I can smell your tight little cunt,” she laughed. “You’re getting ready to feel the magic, to see what it’s like when something so powerful uses you.”

 Veronica flushed at the dominatrix’s words. The truth in them made her angry, and ashamed. She was getting ready to be used. She was afraid, but she was also…curious. She had been rescued in a flurry of violence, filled with blood and screams in a frenzy of motion over so quickly she still hadn’t fully processed the experience.

 Rescued only to find herself kept like chattel in the harem of a citadel on the very edge of time and space. Rescued to serve as concubine to a fantastical creature of vast, almost incomprehensible power. A creature with the knowledge of arcane secrets and occult sciences, but apparently one with more cock and all the hungers of a man.

 She bowed her head, letting her dark hair fall over her face. Out of the corner of her eyes she looked at the dark sylph, first concubine to the Ogre Magi, and now her harem mistress, the dominatrix, Octavia.

 She claimed to be a dark sylvan, which only confused, Veronica. She did know the bitch was utterly alien to her own experience with all the diverse population offered by metropolitan Miami. But then nothing about living on Earth, even Florida, had prepared her for what she’d witnessed in these recent hours.

 She closed her eyes against the image. She remembered the feel of the female’s hand in her hair, of the taste of her spit as she screamed orders inches from her face, of the scent of her sex as the dominatrix became aroused by punishing her, by disciplining her, then bathing her. Veronica shuddered, trembling anew under the vivid memory.

 “Hush,” Octavia hissed. “He comes.”

 Veronica looked up, startled. It was true. She heard heavy, measured steps as the Oni approached. Her mind flashed on the image of him attacking the Orc group that held her captive, his great iron club swinging. He’d left the beast men broken and mutilated, blood smeared on his weapon, streaked across his flesh. He’d killed them easily.

 The images flashed through her mind, and all of them were frightening, but there was one image, try as she might to force it away, that her frenzied mind kept snapping back to time and again. An image she could see in vivid, startling quality, clear as an HD image; the Ogre Magi’s cock.

 The Oni had fought naked, bursting in from a trans-dimensional ambush, roaring, weapon smashing skulls. But his penis and balls hung bare, swinging freely as he leapt and struck, twisted and attacked. Heavy, hanging low and slapping against his bullish thighs, just above his knees. Impossibly thick, it had ran with thick veins swollen like rivers. It was the first uncircumcised penis she’d seen limp and it had seemed, feral, wild.

 She tried to imagine that huge member erect, skin pulled back to reveal the head, that phallus pointed at her, ready to be serviced by her small hands, her mouth, her vagina, or who could say what else. He was Lord Skavis, the Ogre Magi, and he would not be refused anything he desired, this she understood.

 Cold jets of adrenaline squirted into her stomach and she looked around, trying to distract herself.

 The chamber she knelt in was dimly lit, and furiously warm from the burning coals of several braziers. Heavy tapestries hung off the walls, leaving only the onyx tiles of the floor revealed. A massive divan, big enough to support the weight of an orgy of normal sized humans, sat in the middle of the room.

 The dominatrix Octavia positioned her on her knees before it, waiting at the pleasure of a galactic lord. Home had never seemed farther away than it did at this moment.

 The chamber door opened wide on silent hinges and, from the outer chamber, Skavis entered. Both females inhaled at his appearance, more adrenaline flooding their naked bodies at the mere sight of the monster.

 And he was a monster. In every sense of the word.

 Seven feet tall, well over five hundred pounds, the grotesquely muscled frame looked capable of going hand-to-hand with a tiger, or a bull ox. It made the bodies of the professional wrestlers Veronica sometimes saw on cable while channel surfing seem insignificant in comparison. Heavy arms that were more closely aligned to that of a silverback gorilla than a human warrior, swung loose as he stalked in. His abdominal wall stood etched with ridges of square muscle below massive shelves of pectorals.

 Each line and bulge stood in stark, vivid relief because of the accentuating effect of the Oni’s cobalt and indigo skin. It stood on big, splayed feet, nails like talons, jet black and obsidian hard. Its hair was wild, a tangled mane of blue-black strands that spilled down its back past the gargantuan knots of the trapezius muscles that hooded a frighteningly thick neck.

 A wide jaw, black with the shadow of beard stubble, ran up in smooth planes to rugged peaks of cheek bones that framed a great, Roman nose and terrifying, all crimson orbs for eyes. These, aspects, though outsized, she realized, were almost human. It was above and below those features that the true mythological, alieness of the Oni displayed itself fully.

 The thick-lipped, generous slash of mouth bristled with upward curving incisors large enough, sharp enough, to only be called tusks. The other teeth crowded in the leonine mouth were glistening white fangs. Teeth that served as much to rip throats open, weapon-like, as to masticate food.

 Black boned horns, not unlike like those of an Ibis, curved up from the thick ridge of his forehead into lethal points. At the sight of them, the muscles of her gut and low back tightened painfully, almost to the point of painfulness and she felt a light sheen of perspiration cover her naked form. She looked away.

 And found her eyes resting on the engorged penis of a interdimensional warlord.

 It was everything she feared, and everything that fascinated her. It was, like the Ogre Magi himself, massive, of course. But, very nearly hypnotized, she realized that, while it was bigger than she’d ever peeked at watching internet porn, it would still fit inside her. Unconsciously, her hands went to the junction of her legs in a futile, protective motion.

 Engorged with blood, the skin of the erection was such a dark shade of blue it appeared nearly black. The head was an even deeper purple than that of any normal cock she’d experienced in what was now her previous life. That included the one on the hunky black stripper her sister got as entertainment for her bachelorette party.

 Lord Skavis stood, breathing with the heavy, wet sound of a hard run stallion. Veronica realized with a start that the Oni wasn’t just erect, he was aroused. A being capable of slaying half a dozen Orc slavers singlehanded, of traversing the occult pathways of time and space, of mastering half-a-hundred races into subjugated species was aroused…by her.

 She felt an unexpected thrill of power in surprise at the formidableness of her own sensuality. Yes, this great beast-king could kill her with a single swipe of its clawed hand, but that wasn’t what it wanted. On her knees, collar snug around her throat, Veronica felt more empowered than she ever had in her life.

 She sat up straighter, breathing in, causing the heavy globes of her breasts to rise. She parted her knees slightly, offering herself up, hands resting on her inner thighs. Her heart hammered in her chest, and intertwined with her new found feelings of self-actualization, was the more familiar sensation of terror and an overwhelming urge to flee that had filled her since she was first taken.

 But she saw the big cock jerk, its head jump as the demonic red eyes followed the movement of her hands toward the crease of her sex. She blinked, seeing his wide nostrils flare as he inhaled her perfumed stink from across the room. He was like a wolf catching the scent of a bitch in heat. Again, she was struck by the realization, he wanted her, badly.

 She gasped and felt herself flush, the warmth seeping down her neck and across her breasts. She felt her nipples tighten until they stood out in stiffened fingers.

 Octavia stepped forward, light from the brazier playing across her scarlet and mauve tones, as sinister and sensual as a medieval monk’s depiction of a Dante inspired hell spawn succubus. Instantly, Veronica felt a surge of jealous anger. Her eyes narrowed in resentment as the dark sylvan female placed a possessive hand on her shoulder.

 “Behold,” her voice rang. “Skavis. Warlord of Time and Space. Master of the cosmic warp and the Bir el-Arweh, the Well of Souls. It is your honor to serve his pleasure,” her nails dug into Veronica’s shoulder and her voice changed, becoming more strident. “Serve him,” she repeated. “On. Your. Belly.” The dominatrix shoved her down. “Cower before your better, whore,” she spat.

 Obediently, Veronica pressed her head against the glass-smooth surface of the onyx tiles. Ochre-yellow light spilling from the low braziers and wall-mounted scones undulated across the floor. In the reflection of the flickering light, she saw the Ogre Magi pad forward, utterly silent. Mind racing wildly, she thought somewhat incongruously, this is how the sabretooth tigers of old must have moved; monstrously powerful, entirely silent.

 Octavia knelt beside her, the touch of her smooth flesh hot against Veronica’s own skin. The sylvan female slid her hands roughly onto her body. One hand pressing between her shoulder blades to guide her while the other gripped her throat possessively, lifting her chin.

 As a child, she’d taken riding lessons, spending entire summer days at a private stable. This close, Skavis’s smell reminded her of her horse. His skin looked as plush and velvet soft over the same kind of liquid-steel muscles, and his heavy, animal musk reminded her of the stallion after a hard run; clean, strong, intoxicating.

 She understood the irony of her image. She eyed the hard cock hanging inches from her face. If anyone was to be ridden, it would be her. And, as infatuated as she had been by the steed, she’d never once thought of letting it mount her. A pearl of pre-cum glistened at the Oni’s pee hole.

 “Look,” Octavia whispered, pressing her face next to the human girl’s so that their cheeks lay welded together. “Look,” she repeated, her voice so reverential it was almost worshipful. “Behold the balls of a god,” Octavia breathed, her voice thick with lust.

 The dominatrix’s voice was eerily reverential, like a parishioner discussing a hallowed relic. There was a hypnotic quality to it Veronica associated with cult members. The woman was more than infatuated, more than reverent, more even than lustful. She worshipped the balls of the Ogre Magi.

 Despite her disbelief, Veronica could not lie to herself, not this close to the celestial magnificence of the warlord, she felt it too. The Oni’s balls were the size of a brahma bull’s, smooth and full, perfect globes stretching the indigo skin.

 “The fate of universes swim in them,” Octavia told her, voice hushed, and Veronica knew it was true.

 The dark sylph pushed her the human woman forward as she spoke and Veronica did not resist, found she didn’t want to, but instead leaned in willingly, turning her face upward. Her lips rested against the testicles and she felt their warmth as she kissed them. She felt a stirring inside herself, knew she was growing wetter.

 “Lick them,” Octavia instructed. “Lick his balls.”

 She went to work, tongue caressing the heavy balls like a cat cleaning its fur. She bathed them in her spit, leaving them glistening and wet. Octavia still held her in a firm grip, guiding her head, but she didn’t need the domination to perform, not anymore.

 The Oni was a creature of powerful magic and it emanated from him in a miasma, leaving her ensorcered. She did not think Skavis was a god, not really, but the distinction was immaterial, he was so much more powerful, so much greater, than anything she had ever known, she realized on her deepest, most feminine level, that her role, the only role she could aspire to, was serving him. Serving him utterly.

 She stretched her lips wide and sucked in one perfect testicle. His taste was inhuman, utterly wild. Again her mind flashed to the stallion of her childhood, washed and combed, mane braided, as it waited to go on parade. Its thoroughbred testicles had hung just as low, just as magnificent, and she could only imagine this was how that healthy animal’s own testicles could have tasted.

 The big ball filled her mouth, forcing her cheeks outwards in a bulge as she attempt to accept it all. Her tongue found the seam of the nut sack and worked at it. This close to the junction of his powerful thighs, nose buried in his groin, the bestial smell of the creature, its heavy, barbaric aroma, enveloped her.

 It made her drip with desire.

 Vaginal secretions oozed in honey streams down her thighs, her clitoris swelled, engorged and aroused to an almost painful state of need. Unconsciously, the fingers of one hand went there, found the button between the hood of her labia, and began stroking it. She moaned.

 She heard a sound like the rumbling of a grizzly bear, a deep vibration in an octave so low it was beyond human range of speech. She twisted her head, never stopping her lathing of the Ogre Magi’s balls. She twisted, trying to catch a glimpse of his face, to see the expression of pleasure that must surely accompany the sound of his satisfaction.

 All she could see was the great branch of his cock jutting straight out, thick and covered in veins. She wanted it, she wanted to touch it, to suck it and feel these great balls now in her mouth contract and shoot his load past her lips and into her. She could only imagine the pressure of his ejaculate, the taste, how warm and thick it would feel, as it jetted down her throat.

 Her body shuttered suddenly as her fingers continued working her clit to an orgasm. She reached out a hand to steady herself and it came to rest on the mighty quadriceps of the Magi. The resting power coiled within that single massive limb seemed to leak out and soak into her hand. It was a startling experience, and she felt it tangibly, in jolts of strong, but pleasant, current.

 She gasped in surprise, the heavy nut slipping out of her mouth, a line of glistening drool stretching from it and her lips. She closed her eyes, goosebumps rippling across her flesh fast as a wildfire spreading through dry bush. Her pussy gushed and drops of her secretions splashed in coin-sized drops on the onyx tiles.

 She gasped. Just by tea bagging this creature she’d just experienced the most intense orgasm of her life. The thrird time in as many encounters she’d thought she’d reached the penultimate level. She could only imagine what it would be like once she had him inside her, pushing deep, thrusting. She shuddered again.

 At last, she heard the great Ogre Magi speak. His voice was a rumbling trumpet call in basso profundo, deep and rich, ringing and completely, utterly, savage. It was a voice of total authority, complete command, a voice that whispered the syllables of spells powerful enough to flash cook a man to his bones, or bring forth the Lords of Hell for palaver.

 The Oni spoke.

 “Suck. My. Dick.”

 “Yes, Lord,” Octavia answered instantly.

 Veronica heard the strain of the sylvan’s own desire in the female’s voice. She knew that, if she too spoke, her voice would quiver exactly the same. She ached with longing to do as she was bid, to not just suck that great cock, but to feel it fuck her face.

 “Show her,” Skavis purred like a great cat. “Show her how to please a Lord of the Bir el-Arwen.”

 “Yes, Magi,” Octavia repeated.

 Her hands found the sides of Veronica’s face and her fingers, long and sinew strong, tipped by perfectly manicured nails of deepest obsidian, fish-hooked the human’s lips as she pulled her head back, spreading them wide.

 Veronica despised the Sylph. She resented the female’s very presence, her entire existence. The bitch was between her and the Magi, the Great One. She wanted the being all to herself, not to be shared. Her stomach burned with the intensity of her hate.

 For a moment she tensed, flexing the muscles along her spine and stiffening her neck. She didn’t need this red skinned devil-whore showing her how to suck a dick, even one as perfect and gigantic as the Magi’s.

 Octavia, misunderstanding Veronica’s resistance for fear, or disobedience, hissed again. She spread the woman’s lips wider and pushed her face toward the huge helmet of Skavis’s cock head.

 “Suck it, you stupid bitch, take that cock.”

 It was the Magi’s will that the Sylph instruct her, Veronica realized. It was his will that the female guide her, show her how to please him. She could not fight his will. She relaxed and allowed Octavia to present her mouth to the Oni’s penis.

 She stretched her lips wide, judging the cock’s circumference at greater than six inches, maybe by a margin of half an inch or more. She couldn’t be entirely sure, it was simply too thick, too fat and beyond her experience for her to measure with total certainty.

 “Stick out your tongue,” Octavia told her. “Relax your jaw, let it slid in.”

 Her mouth carefully enveloped the purple-black glans, Octavia prizing her lips none-to-gently apart. She stuck out her tongue a little and Skavis eased his hips forward, placing the hefty weight of his shaft there.

 “Mind your teeth, slut,” the Sylph snapped. “Ease it in.”

 “Good,” Skavis murmured, “very good.”

 He smoothly inserted the front half of his cock into her mouth and she felt her saliva glans water, the muscles of her throat clenching and relaxing in anticipation of what was coming as he slid it deeper.

 Drool welled up in a pool and began spilling out of her mouth in necklaces of clear spit. Some of it ran down her neck and splashed onto the slope of her breasts. She heard the bellows of his lungs moving copious amounts of air in and out of his gigantic torso. On her knees, vulnerable, she realized how easily that great weight could fall on her, crushing her, if he lost control or became angry.

 Adrenaline flooded her body, only serving to heighten the experience. Slowly, mouth stretched to its limits, she began to bob her head. She worked along the length, coating it with spit until it shone. She ran her head along the spongy, umbrella ridge, of the corona with each backward stroke. Her tongue found the opening at the head and she poked gently there, wiping up the pearls of pre-cum.

 On the down stroke she strove to fit more and more of the shaft into her mouth, to relax enough to take it down her throat. She coughed and gagged in her eagerness to please. Octavia’s strong fingers wrapped around her lower jaw and at the back of her head, pulling and pushing her face in concert with her own rhythmic ministrations.

 “Suck it,” Octavia whispered, “take it.”

 Veronica was acutely aware of the woman’s moist sex as she crouched next to her, at the press of her scarlet skinned breasts against her side. She could feel the female’s hard nipples against her, pointed like daggers. She understood how she felt, just being near the Oni in such a situation was intoxicating.

 There was nothing she would not do for her Lord, no act she would not preform. If it pleased him, brought him pleasure, then she wanted to do it, was desperate, frenzied to do it. Gone was all thought, all memory, of her world, of her life, before now.

 She was truly the concubine of the Ogre Magi. Body and soul. Heart and mind.

 And he hadn’t even fucked her yet.

 “Your eyes, girl,” Skavis growled. “Look up at me.”

 From her position, face stuffed with his erection so that her eyes watered and drool spilled out of her mouth like wine from an overfull cup, she looked up, meeting the Ogre Magi’s gaze. Their eyes locked.

 She felt the same thrill she had at first touching him. She felt euphoric, ecstatic, energy drilling into her with the same relentless intensity with which he now fucked her face. She gagged, spilling even more saliva out of her mouth. Her chest was sloppy wet with it now where it ran down her chin in streams.

 His eyes were madness inducing. A deep, sort of red streaked with black, no pupils, all iris. Eyes that had unraveled the mysteries of the universe stared into her, knowing her fully, claiming her. She felt trapped by his gaze, locked into the intensity of experience.

 Wanting to please him, desperate to do so, she willed the muscles of her throat to relax and she pushed her face down the huge shaft. The feeling of resistance gave way finally, and she slid his length all the way in, deep throating him until her mouth was jammed tightly against his body. Her jaw felt as if it would unhinge.

 His eyes narrowed in pleasure, framed by the savage curling tusks rising from his brutally thick mandible. He grinned, revealing white fangs. He was a monster, a real, literal monster and she was deep throating his cock like a sex worker in a Tijuana sex show.

 She loved it.

 “That’s it, girl,” he rumbled. “Good, good. Look in my eyes, do not, on your soul, look away.”

 “Good,” Octavia said in her ear.

 The Sylph’s hand kept at the back of her head, pushing her down farther until if felt as if her skull would split at the jaw. She felt the powerful thighs of the Magi shift as he gave into the pleasure and pushed himself forward.

 God, she thought, I think I can feel him in my chest!

 “The balls, Sylph,” he snarled suddenly.

 Octavia did not hesitate to obey. She reacted instantly, plunging her face between the Oni’s legs just below Veronica’s. The human heard the female’s suckling as she latched on to the Magi’s great testicles. Her own tits swayed and bounced as she plunged her head up and down the unrealistically long dick, letting the warlord sheath himself in her to the hilt, taking him almost out, then plunging forward again. With each downward thrust, her bouncing tits struck against the side of Octavia’s face. The feeling was pleasant, intimate.

 She despised the bitch.

 The scene went on for long moments until, to her shock, and just as her jaw began to ache to the point of agony, she felt the Magi’s legs quiver slightly. As commanded, her eyes never left his and he snorted like a bull in the pen, flexing his thighs hard.

 Rolling his head, tusks gleaming, he blinked. She felt the enchantment that was the power of his gaze lessen for a moment. “Enough,” he told her.

 He pulled his cock clear of her throat and out of her mouth. It was harder than ever, swollen and angry looking, curved like a Calvary saber and seemingly almost as long. Ropes of spit clung to it and it glistened wetly, drenched, in the hot light of the braziers.

 To her surprise Skavis bent forward and reached for her, massive hands wrapping around her arms. Her breath left her body as he easily scooped her to the wide, thick plates of his chest. She gasped in surprise. His heart pounded hard against his chest, loud enough to hear.

 She had done this, had made him pant with desire. This being had the whole of time and space in the cosmos to find what he desired, and he chose her, and in return she made his heart pound. She leaned against the curved mass of his pectoralis, touching his deep blue skin with a sense of wonder. She trembled in his arms as he turned and strode toward the sprawling divan that was the only furniture in the room.

 All around her galaxies spun in brilliant, scintillating points and streaks of light. Suns burned and planets of every description tumbled across the observatory windows above her head. The view was amazing, spectacular and she felt small, insignificant against the stretching eternity.

 But she was in the arms of a creature who ruled the secrets of that eternity, who spoke the occult words, and new the forbidden names. How could she be insignificant when a creature such as this wanted her so badly?

 She cried out in surprise as Skavis dropped into place. As he settled back he lifted and turned her, facing her toward him and lifting her so that her parted legs rested on the mountains of his shoulders. She grasped the prongs of his antlers in her shock, steadying herself. Her vagina, vulnerable and exposed, was within intimate inches of that terrible mouth, with its savage tusks and lustrous fangs.

 If he wanted to, he could have ripped her belly and womb open in a single jerk and eaten her guts as they came spilling out. His mouth opened, a black tongue, long and wide as a farm animal’s, as the stallion from the stables of her youth, emerged.

 It slaved her vagina, parting the lips and licking wetly into her depths before scrubbing her clitoris in great swipes of the meaty thing. She grabbed hold of the antler-horns harder and cried out loud enough for her voice to echo in the vast chamber beneath the stars. His breath came out in snorts from the wide splash of a nose, the air humid and hot against her inner thighs.

 “Uhggn,” she sobbed. Then again and again, “uhggn, uhggn, uhggn.”

 It was just inarticulate noise, but the Oni’s tongue moved inside her tight cunt like hot, oscillating waves, transporting her to someplace else, into someone else. Her hips came down into the press of his tongue and it was thick enough, long enough, that he was actually fucking her with the organ, sliding it in and out with quick thrusts, only to stop and lap at her like a cat at a bowl of milk.

 Holding tight to his horns, she rolled her head in ecstasy. Unbelieving of the intensity of the sensations she was subjected to, her eyes rolled wildly, scanning the room as if from a great distance. Looking down, she witnessed Octavia on her knees by the divan. The dark sylvan female crouched between the Magi’s legs. Her head bobbed furiously as she sucked him off. Just below her mouth her hands clenched the great shaft, one atop the other, as she jacked him with each smooth bob of her head.

 Veronica felt a burning pressure building low in her belly, a violent need, like storm driven surf crashing over granite breakers. She ground down harder as Skavis worked his tongue into her hole, his fangs shone like his lips now with the sheen of her pussy juice. Her orgasm reached a breaking point.

 She felt a great finger, perhaps as large as another man’s penis, slid between the clenched globes of her ass. The blunt spade of the digit wormed its way in and found the opening there. Gently, Skavis began to rub her anus in time to the rhythm of his lapping, thrusting tongue.

 Her eyes, heavy lidded with approaching release, opened wide in shock and the sensation proved too much, She swept over the edge and, turning her face to the heavens swirling above, she screamed. Her pussy clenched like a fist and pleasure jolted through her body in wide, hot currents. She screamed again and her vagina released in an explosion of fluid.

 The power of her squirting orgasm sprayed out like water from a hydrant. She shuddered in spasms so strong they were beyond her ability to control as her orgasmic secretions flowed from her in rivers. Skavis grunted in satisfaction as those hot, orgasmic juices gushed across his face. It ran down his cheeks and collected in the hollow of his throat.

 Still impaled on his great tongue, she shuddered, and shuddered. She heard a rumble, like thunder gathering over a mountain range, and felt a strong vibration shaking the massive breast beneath her. The tongue slid clear of his slit and she realized the Ogre Magi was laughing.

 She looked down. The terrible face was twisted into an ugly grin, tusks looking incredibly fierce. She felt a thrill of understanding; he approved. He liked making her cum. The Oni enjoyed it.

 A great hand came up and grabbed her breast, thumb going to the erect nipple there and tracing a lazy circle. She inhaled sharply, then relaxed into the strength of his grip. She no longer felt frightened. Instead her pussy throbbed, pulsing with hunger to be filled.

 “The devil-whore, Octavia,” Skavis said. “Has got me worked up, human female. My cock is slick enough with her spit, and your slit wet enough after that gushing, that you should be able to take it. Now climb down on your Lord’s cock and get me off.” His voice rumbled, joviality fled now. It was the voice of a being who commanded legions.

 “Yes, Magi,” she breathed. “I obey. I only wish to feel you in me,” she said. In that moment it was utterly true; it was all she desired.

 She scooted down his torso, feet finding purchase on the divan to either side of his wide hips. The thing between his legs curved up like a forearm and fist. He hadn’t been wrong, Octavia had slathered his cock. Lines of her spittle hung in white strands up and down the pole. She’d never seen a cock so wet before.

 It was still incredibly intimidating, a formidable hammer of flesh. She remembered how it had felt poking in and out of her throat and she swallowed in trepidation, butterflies fluttering in her stomach. But his body heat was like a furnace and it warmed her wet pussy through his blue skin and she felt her need driving her on.

 She had to take it.

 She looked at Octavia, still crouched submissively between the Magi’s legs. The dark Sylph smirked, the challenge clear on her face. Fail to take the cock of Skavis and she was of no use as a concubine. She needed to have a plan.

 Reverse cowgirl, she thought, do not fail me now.

 Setting herself down on the lower part of Skavis’s abdomen, she spun quickly, spreading her legs wide and securing a steady foothold once again on the plush cushions of the divan. Octavia, face even with the Magi’s balls, narrowed her eyes. Gone was the tepid, hesitant, human stolen from her own mundane and civilized world.

 Here now was a confident, self-possessed, concubine, claiming her place in the harem of Skavis.

 “The balls of our lord our getting dry, First Concubine,” Veronica said.

 Octavia scowled, but bent her head. As the human began to impale herself, the Sylph continued her oral ministrations. The two females locked eyes in a silent power struggle to see who would blink first.

 Veronica took the cock by the shaft below the helmet of his corpus spongiosum. She stopped momentarily, shuddering as she felt the Oni’s heartbeat pulsing through the great stream of his dorsal artery. The shaft was thick enough to frighten her, but she wanted this, wanted it as badly as anything in her life.

 She spread her knees a little farther apart as she picked the giant cock off his stomach. Carefully, she rubbed the head against the dewy folds of her opening, using her own juices to slicken it. Slowly, she put it at her opening and eased herself down on the erection.

 She expelled a breath in a quick, hard gasp. The great blue cock felt magnificent as she pushed herself onto it. She moaned and pushed the head inside of herself. Slowly, the walls of her vagina relaxed and accepted the massive, blunt instrument.

 “Oh god, my Lord,” she whispered as the cock of the Ogre Magi slipped into her for the first time.

 Her own secretions dribbled down around the fat head and mingled with Octavia’s spit, greasing the way, and she relaxed her knees, letting gravity pull her down the length. She was filled up, stretched and utterly fulfilled. She hadn’t even started thrusting and she already felt more thoroughly fucked than she ever had before.

 The thick finger found the rosebud of her anus once more and she gulped. Instantly she felt the gears in her lower belly starting turning, churning her toward the next orgasm. Skavis did not invade the opening, merely pressed and stroked patiently as the concubine skidded down the length of his dick.

 Half way down, Veronica felt the fist-like head brush her cervix and knew she’d taken all of the phallus she was capable of. It was amazing. She perched, hands braced on the ridges of the Oni’s abdominal wall. Slowly, carefully, she began moving up and down.

 Quickly the member began skidding in and out like a train on rails, smoothly navigating her depths, pushing her beyond the pain of the stretch and deep into realms of pleasure she’d never understood could even exist.

 “Ah, ah, ah, oh, god,” she said in rapid pants.

 Her hands kneaded his stomach as her inner thighs began quivering. She sounded so wet down there, so willing and aroused. Slowly, the great hips began to lift to meet her. She heard him growl, again the sound so bear-like it was eerie. She stopped all motion as Skavis began picking up the pace, lifting his hips, sliding his cock deep, pulling it out.

 She arched, holding her position, as he jackhammered into her pussy. The Magi was snarling now, finger gone from her ass, both massive hands wrapped around her waist, picking her up, pushing her down, jamming his cock into her.

 Veronica looked down and saw Octavia had given up trying to keep the big bouncing testicles in her mouth. The Sylph eagerly nestled under the sack, tongue working furiously to rim the Ogre Magi. The female held one hand locked between her legs, fingers sliding in and out with piston-like regularity.

 The clever anilingus pushed the Oni past the edge. His hips punched into her. Tearing screams from her throat as the pole between his legs pummeled her. Then the motions lost any sensibility of rhythm and he just bucked, almost spasmodically.

 She felt the base of his shaft swell, then the force of the thick knot of his ejaculate roll up the urethra. She was stretched so tightly across his prick she could feel every minute vibration. Inside her the head of his cock jerked back and forth and it was Skavis’s turn to call out.

 She’d though the Orcs had cum a lot. She really had. But the Oni began pumping three times semen into her with twice the force.

 She felt it squirting up against her insides, felt the canal become immersed with it until the thick white fluid slid back down the outside of his shaft and between her lips as she continued sliding up and down on his erection.

 The feel of the slick ejaculate was all she need, the scorching heat as it splashed into her the last touch of pleasure required. Her orgasm shook her hard and her fingers dug into the Oni deep enough to draw blood. She could hold it no more and began to sob, to cry with the intensity of the orgasm.

 Her juices flowed out of her, running down the huge penis to mix with the Magi’s semen and Octavia’s saliva. She collapsed backward against the Lord, and to her surprise, felt the prodigious arms envelope her.

 She couldn’t stop the tears streaming down her face and she turned into his embrace, kissing the face, kissing the terrible tusks, running her arms around the pillar of a neck.

 “My lord, my lord,” she whispered. “I am yours,” her voice was almost a wail.

 “You pleased Lord Skavis well,” Octavia said. She did not make it sound like a compliment.

 “I took pleasure too,” Veronica replied. She smiled coldly. “I think you tasted a little of that, there at the end.”

 Octavia gave her a wane smile. “It’s powerful you know.”

 “What is?”

 “His cum. It is powerful.”

 Veronica remembered the feeling of hot sludge as he dumped his load into her pussy. “He comes hard,” she agreed.

 “No,” the Sylph snapped. “Well yes, Skavis shoots like a dragon when he cums, but that’s not what I meant.”

 “What did you mean then?”

 “I mean his seed is a gift, filled with the cosmic power of life. It will keep you young, ward off disease, let you live for centuries.” Veronica looked at her, disbelief on her face. “It’s true,” Octavia insisted. “Just as the geas sigil he branded on your neck protects you.”

 Veronica’s hands went to her neck where the tender burn scar formed strange welts on her skin. “The brand?” she asked. “The mark that lets me talk to you?”

 “It does more than that,” Octavia whispered. Her eyes burned into Veronica’s with a frightening, almost insane, intensity. “Yes, it gives you the gift of tongues. But under its projection, under his protection, you will need neither air nor food to survive. You will be immune to all but the most extremes of heat and cold. Wounds will heal faster, pain seem less.”

 Veronica felt something rising up in her at these words. She didn’t doubt Octavia. The woman’s words somehow felt correct. The dark sylph cunt was telling her the truth.

 “That is an incredible gift!” she almost shouted, as understanding of its implications really began to sink in. “Does he give this to all his servants?” she asked.

 Octavia looked at her, black eyes glittering, voice a razor blade. “No.” She said. Reluctantly, she added, “he only so marks his favored thralls. His choice concubines. The ones who may yet bear him offspring.”

 Veronica felt a rush of intense pride and satisfaction flow through her. She was the bedmate of a godling. She could be the mother of powerful, demi-human children. She might sit at the feet of a being that could, conceivably, rule the cosmos. She grew hot, and a delicious sensation washed through her; she could continue fucking such a being.

 “Let me show you something,” Octavia suggested.

 Veronica allowed herself to be led to the far side of the vast chamber, to where heavy curtains blocked her view of the rest of the huge open space. She’d never noticed them before, she realized, not that she’d really been here all that long.

 The sylph drew back the curtains and Veronica gasped at the vision. Light, a brilliant golden-tinged, cerulean blue, shot up out of a circular structure made of ancient stone blocks upon which strange runes were inscribed.

 At first afraid to go near the wonder, Octavia finally placed a hand at the small of her back and gently prodded her forward. “Look,” she said into her ear. “Look.”

 Veronica did.

 She saw eternity. A swirling mass of stars racing in spirals, galaxies turning in great wheels. Images, impossible images of wonderous cities, strange races of people, and horrible monsters, filtered through in rapid flashes.

 “Behold the chronos-gate,” Octavia said. “He who beds us, who lets us ride his cock like a stallion, controls this like a vessel. Any time, anywhere in space, any dimension, is accessible to him. He travels through all of eternity in search of knowledge and power. This is Bir el-Arweh, the Well of Souls!”

 Veronica leaned in closer, mesmerized by the magnitude of what she was seeing. Dimly, she felt Octavia’s hands on her body, caressing her skin, running fingers through her dark tresses.

 “You really are beautiful,” Octavia said softly into her ear. “I’ve never quite seen him so enchanted with a creature before, except perhaps for the she-mare Centaur the King in Yellow stole from him. But maybe not even her.”

 She paused and when she spoke again her voice was steel hard with anger.

 “I’ve never seen the Magi so quick to lick a pussy, to mark a brood-bitch with his eternal blessing, to make a mere whore his concubine.”

 Now, even through the hypnotic power of the well’s presence, Veronica clearly heard the hate and rage in the dominatrix’s voice. She felt those strong hands on her and fear shot through her heart in jagged currents.

 “This will not stand!” Octavia suddenly shrieked.

 “No!” Veronica screamed, terrified.

 It was too late.

 She felt the light, sensual grip she’d at first mistaken for amorous, turn hard, unyielding, then brutally violent. The dark sylph shoved her hard and, already off balance, she felt her center of gravity shift.

 Screaming, she plunged into the Well of Souls.

 She fell…

 …forever.

 Above her the mouth of the well floated, a simple circle of brilliant illumination in endless space. Octavia’s laughing face remained clearly visible as Veronica tumbled away. She fell until the well mouth became a pinprick of light, then disappeared altogether.

 But she fell through time and space not as a mere human being. She fell with the mark of Skavis upon her, and the Ogre Magi’s sperm in her womb. She fell not as Veronica Doe, flight attendant, a mere mortal with all the frailties and weakness of a normal woman.

 Instead she traveled Eternity as something else, something more.

 She traveled as a chosen concubine…

 Veronica Doe fell.

 Time flowed in strange currents of confused perception. Had she fallen for seconds, or was it aeons? 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 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 pendent. 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 er 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 war 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 the 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 whispering 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 respond, 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, it 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 safety.”

 “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 agree, letting his finger slid from here mouth. She thrilled to 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 standing 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 denyinghey 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 decroative 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 he 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 push 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 slid 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, complimenting the otherworldly beauty of his white-blond hair. While the hunters watched her, she sucked 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, withdrew just as the burly hunter’s 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 cross 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 peform 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, the 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 device.

 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, metalic 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 she 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 to 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 underbreast and played across her belly. She felt it sliding closer to her waist, knew with utter certainty that its ultimate finish line was 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 sensative 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, attempt 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 way 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 holding 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 Amra the Lion. 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 pair of female hands took gently 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 emphasis her gratitude and felt the cool plasti-steel of the cybernetic carapace covering the arm. “What is your name?”

 She miled. “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 jealously. 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 strudy, 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 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 stream 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, machinegun 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 a 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 gateposts and a verdant flash like a sheet of heat lightening 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.

 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’re 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 sharpely. 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 chamge, 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 stepped 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 whishing 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 wonderous images and magical landscapes, at its essence, the lives of the powerful beings roaming these planes of existance 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 her tears, 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 a 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. Arcing 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 openned 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 arcing like a jumping fish as he slammed the big cock home all the way.

 “Ahhhh!” 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, 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 convienent.”

 “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 idosnycrocies 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 time line.”

 “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’yleh, 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, Nyarlathotep 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 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 temprature. 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 batwings, 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 a 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 in more fantastical 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 amazment.

 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 creatures 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 idenity, that was still a flight attendeant 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 knew existence—her resolve did not slacken. Her fierce decision to not be merely a victim, but a player, in these strange, savage, senssual world she moved through hardened.

 She battled monsters, fought magicians, out maneuvered demons, fucked godlings. She was so fat beyond the mundane woman she’d been she was a super hero 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 down stroke 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 ribcage serving as 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 a 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 Inbetween, 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 millennium, 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 influence of 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 dropped, 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 an 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 in 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 marvelled 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 Pharoh, slowly started to stroke his cock, then looking at her actions realized her hand only took up half of Narlathotep 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 Narlathotep 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 becoming 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 undeinable 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 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 reliancy of her superneatural 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 woman’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 unulating 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 tp 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 trapdoor 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 accumen, 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 long 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, tt 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.

 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 lightening crackled in his eyes and behind him storm clouds gathered, generating lightening 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 lightening 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 a 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 anyway, 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 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 jacking 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, taken 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 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 ridding crop made a swishing sound and smacked smartly across the muscular curves of Bast’s haunches.

 The ensorcered 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 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 monsterous head and stared boldly into the eyes of a godling.

 “I will you 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 existance.

 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 atmoic 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 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 Vernica orally, he moved his own hips, sliding the cock in and out of her quivering pussy in smooth, controlled strokes.

 His great, Brhama 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 shinning 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 boher 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 lightening, though not close. The promise of storm turned damp autumn air oppressive.

 Where 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 pluming 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 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 wall and ruined tower 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 wall 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-roofed 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 lords 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. Shinning 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 planed 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 murmurred. 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 slid 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 too.

 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 stretch 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 apothocary 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 bitter 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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1.

 “You don’t understand what you are asking, Alice,” Dr. Ben Planter said.

 Alice sighed. Planter was handsome, but he’d always been a by the book sort of administrator. Even now, she couldn’t help noticing how fit he looked. She’d surreptitiously watched him working out at the facility gym and he was lean, muscular, and packed quite the bulge in his workout shorts.

 She frowned. Focus, Alice told herself. Her sister needed her and she needed to do whatever it took to help.

 “I know it’s irregular,” she told the head physicist. “But someone has to help her. Only someone with a special access program rating can even know about the Looking Glass. That’s about six people total. Dorothy’s lost and I have to find her. She’s my family”

 Planter removed his glasses and rubbed his eyes. He threw them on the desk and leaned back in his chair, fixing her with a hard look. His eyes were a cerulean blue, intense when he was angry or intensely focused. They fairly blazed at the moment.

 Despite the seriousness of the situation, Alice Drake felt herself blushing under the weight of that stare. She was used to men’s stares, but she’d become quite adapt over the years at ignoring them. Only now, she was locked in an office with a handsome man from whom she needed a favor and he was looking at her in a way that made her nervous.

 “Please,” she said. “I know the Rabbit Hole is a risk, but only members of the diplomatic research team can utilize the gateway. There isn’t going to be some commando team coming to the rescue. It’s us or it’s no one.”

 “I know that,” Planter shot back, meeting her eyes. “I also know your sister broke protocol, left her field team, putting them in danger, and wandered off. I can’t risk more people.” His voice lowered. “Besides, you don’t know what you’re asking. You don’t know what the inhabitants beyond the Looking Glass are like.”

 “You keep saying that,” she fired back. “But what are driving at? What is it I’m supposed to do?” She demanded.

 “The particular dangers, the strange society the inhabitants have set up. It would be a rough experience for a single…ah…female,” he finished lamely.

 “I know there’s danger,” she told him. “I’m willing to take the risks to help my sister.” She folded her arms and sat back, jaw set.

 Planter looked at her steadily. His voice, suddenly rough, and a bit deeper came out tight. “Prove it.”

 “Wh-what?” she asked, suddenly unsure of herself.

 “Prove it,” he repeated. “If your sister is in the hands of the inhabitants, then you could have to travel all the way across the Rabbit Hole, through the territories of dozens of outlandish inhabitants. And there’s only one currency they’re going to demand in payment to cross their land, only one bargain they’re going to make to give you the clues you need to find Dorothy.”

 “I know what the inhabitants are like,” she said. There was hesitation in her voice now. She swallowed. “I know what I’m likely to face. I can handle it.” She sat up, then said again, voice firm, “I can handle it.”

 “Then prove it,” Planter repeated.

 “I still don’t under—“ she began.

 “Shut up,” he cut her off and rose from his seat. He walked around behind her as she sputtered in protest. She heard the lock on his office door click over. “You know what I’m saying,” he told her, now standing directly behind her. “If you can’t even say it now, do it now, in the safety of this office, then how in the hell can you expect to be able to when you cross over into the Rabbit Hole?”

 He was very close behind her now. She felt him loom above her. One of his hands, heavy, and warm, came down on her shoulder.

 “If I don’t think you can do what it takes,” he continued, “then how can I justify sending you over just to fail?”

 “What is it you think I should be doing?” she said. She didn’t look at him. There was a picture of a lighthouse framed behind his desk. The legend read, Be The Change You Want To See. “What do I have to prove to you? Tell me.” Her frustration made her feeling like crying, which she wasn’t going to do.

 His other hand came down on her shoulder and he leaned forward, pinning her in the seat. His voice was a harsh whisper now and she realized, with a start, that she felt the heat of his crotch at the back of her neck.

 “You think you can walk around here, looking like you do, and people won’t notice?” he demanded.

 “I-I-“

 “Shut up. You think you can have a body like yours and not have someone want you? You think you’re going to make it a 100 yards into the Rabbit Hole before you’re fucked seven ways to Sunday? Do you?”

 She’d read the reports. In theory, she knew what it was like over there. Planter wasn’t wrong. “No,” she said quietly. “I don’t think that.”

 “Then you’re going to have to start now,” he said. “I’m the first barrier, and, frankly, I’ll be the easiest barrier you face.”

 He spun her chair around, and her heart began beating faster. It was a short, slow circle on the seat, but it felt like a Tilt-A-Whirl. Her whole universe was being shifted, turned around, dumped upside down.

 She came to a rest facing him, her eyes level with the zipper of his pants. Inside the slacks, he was already half-erect, the material tenting outward in an obvious fashion.

 “Ben,” she said, then trailed off.

 Situation aside, she’d always been curious what being with him would be like. In the gym, in the lab, after work, when the lab staff got together for drinks. All during those times she’d been keenly aware of how hard they both worked, how little time they had for relationships because of it. And, always, that he was a man.

 “Take it out,” he told her. He put his hands on his hips, clearly expecting her to perform.

 Before she quite realized what she was doing, her hand came up. She paused and it hung in the air halfway between his crotch and her own face. This was a line, she knew. And everything else aside, Dr. Ben Planter, had been correct. She was going to have to do more than this if she entered the location the US Government had unofficially named “the Rabbit Hole.”

 “Pull it out, Alice,” he ordered. “Pull it out and put it in your fucking mouth or I’m never giving you that passcode. It’s your choice.”

 She swallowed, closed her eyes and took in a breath. Her heart raced and butterflies twisted in her stomach. But, to her surprise, she also felt a dampness between her legs. Her body responded to his commands, to the sight of his bulge. Part of her wanted this anyway.

 Her eyes opened. She took the first step toward finding her sister.

 Her hands came up and grasped the dress belt in the loops of his pants. Her hands shook, but she was committed, and she undid the buckle.

 “That’s it,” he whispered. “Get that cock out.”

 This close to him she smelled his cologne, and the scent of his body beneath it. Her fingers found the buttons of his pants, then the zipper. His cock, still inside the thin cotton of his underwear, pushed forward, straining against the material.

 Even through cloth, she clearly saw the outline of the head of his cock. It was a swollen helmet and she realized he wanted her very badly. Her fingers slid past the elastic of his underwear, dark blue briefs, and pulled them out around his penis, then down.

 Three-quarters erect, his cock sprang forward, half dangling, half pointing, between them. It was good sized, just as she’d thought it would be, and almost perfectly shaped. Beneath it, a fist-size bunching of his balls, pushed past the underwear. She looked at them and thought, I bet he cums a lot.

 “Put it in your mouth,” he instructed, and she detected the tremor in his voice. “Make me believe how badly you want that dick.”

 She leaned forward and her breath blew across it and it suddenly straightened another quarter inch, seeming to spring directly at her face. She reached up and tentatively took it. It felt thick and hot in her hand, and she became acutely aware of just how moist she was.

 It has been a while, she realized.

 She gently stroked the cock, felt it finish growing erect under her touch. It was lumpy with fat veins, but the skin was soft. She looked at it and a drop of pre-cum oozed out of his piss slit. Slowly, she leaned in, lifting the big organ slightly, and ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft.

 The dick jumped in her hand and above her Planter groaned under his breath. Surrendering herself more fully to the moment, she traced the edges of his corona with her tongue and then opened wide. Her mouth engulfed the head and closed around it in a warm envelope. She sucked gently on just the head, swirling with her tongue as she tightened her grip on his cock and began jacking him slowly.

 “Ah, Jesus,” he whispered slowly.

 Letting her mouth fill with spit, she began pushing her head forward, taking more of him into her mouth. In a moment her head started bobbing in time with her hand strokes. She read Cosmo, she knew how to give a blow job.

 She spread her spit along his shaft, drinking in the scent of him. Her tongue swirled and the hard-on jumped and twitched under her ministrations. Adrenaline amplified her senses as hormones dumped into her blood stream. She heard the wet sound of her mouth on his cock, the motion of her arm as she stroked him off, Planter’s fast, heavy breathing.

 “Goddamn,” he cursed. “I just knew you could suck a dick.”

 His arm came down and he batted her hand clear of his shaft. In the next moment he took hold of her head in his hands, fingers curling in her hair. His hips started moving, slowly at first, as he pushed and pulled her mouth along his cock in time with her own bobbing motions. But as more and more of him slipped further and further into her mouth, he began moving faster.

 His hands tightened almost painful on her head, pinning her in place, and he bucked into her face. She gagged and spit came out of her mouth. Jesus, she thought. She’d never had a guy try and force a deep throat before. This is very bad manners.

 About to protest, she suddenly remembered his words, “I’m the first barrier, and, frankly, I’ll be the easiest barrier you’ll face.”

 If she couldn’t take this now, then she wasn’t going to make it once she stepped through the Looking Glass and entered the Rabbit Hole. Eyes watering, still gagging, she opened her throat. She wasn’t sure she was doing it right, she’d never done it before.

 Instantly Planter shoved it into her throat, pushing his cock in to the base with a single thrust. He almost snarled with passion as her body tried coughing the obstruction clear of her throat. The grip on her hair tightened further, until he pulled her short auburn locks hard enough to hurt.

 “Yeah,” he grunted. “Fuck yeah.”

 Her nose pressed into the kinky bush of his pubic hair, and his balls brushed her chin. Saliva leaked out her mouth and dripped down the nutsack. He pulled out then pushed forward, throat-fucking her. Her gagging grew louder, and her eyes spread wide, watering as she struggled to draw breath in around the fat shaft.

 Her hands found his legs and she gripped them for balance. His whole body swung with the motion, ass pushing in on each, deep stroke into her face. She continued to cough and sputter, spittle flying wildly and soaking his pants, and the front of her Ann Karin blouse.

 She curled her tongue around the underside of his dick, giving it a slick, soft, ramp to plunge into her throat. Suddenly, something in her clicked over and she no longer felt like she was suffocating, she’d learned how to breath with a dick down her throat.

 As it became easier to breath, her panic response quieted down and she relaxed her throat even more. She stopped coughing. She still gagged as he made it down the wet tunnel of her throat, but it was the natural, organically wet sound of a cock slamming into something wet, and yielding.

 She felt flushed, there was something satisfying about the taste of his cock in her mouth, her ability to take all of him on each thrust. Persistent sensations radiated up from between her legs. Unconsciously, she reached up under her pencil skirt and spread her knees in the chair. Her searching fingers found the slick, damp material of her panties.

 She moaned against his cock, vibrating the shaft in her throat, as she found the tender, swollen bud of her clitoris and began stroking it. Electric currents shot through her body, curling her toes, and making the hair on the back of her neck stand up in tingling waves.

 She rubbed harder, matching her movements with each stroke sliding in and out of her mouth. She was so primed for the experience, that in only a few motions she teetered on the edge of orgasm. She took the cock plunging in and out of her mouth, sensed Planter’s on rushing orgasm, and redoubled her efforts. The slurping sounds of their oral copulation seemed to fill up the office and bounce off the walls.

 “Fuck,” Planter swore. “I’m cumming.”

 She felt his load roll up through his cock, followed hard by squirting jets of warm liquid in her throat. He plunged his cock into her mouth, to the balls, and froze in that position, quivering almost to the point of convulsion. The grip in her hair trapped her head up against his body as he pushed every last millimeter of cock he could manage, down her throat.

 Her fingers worked and in the next moment, even as she choked on his meat, her orgasm rippled through her. She felt light headed and it was as if someone had turned on a faucet below her belly. Her legs quivered and her toes curled up as her body locked up through a spasm of pleasure.

 Slowly, the waves of pleasure receded like surf running off a beach. Her body relaxed and she melted into the chair. Planter’s grip in her hair loosened and he stepped back, pulling his cock from her throat. It slid out of her mouth and a long line of spit came out with it, one head anchored to the head of his prick, the other to her lip.

 He tugged his pants up and the strand broke, coming to rest in a loose question mark on one side of her lab coat, over one of her breasts. Self-conscious, she wiped her face with the back of her hand. She tasted his cock on her tongue, her body still warm and aroused from her orgasm.

 Planter didn’t look at her as she buttoned his pants. His face was flushed and he breathed like a man just finishing a foot race. Without looking at her, he ran a shaking hand through his hair.

 “Did I live up to our bargain?” she asked. “You think that was good enough head to convince the denizens of the Rabbit Hole?”

 “It was good enough to convince me,” he answered. “But that was nothing compared to what you’re going to have to go through if the some of the bad ones have your sister.”

 “I can take whatever they throw at me,” she said.

 “Cock,” he said. “That’s what they’re going to be throwing at you, lots and lots of cock.”

 “Just get me to the Looking Glass, I’ll deal with the rest.”

 “You better go to your locker and get changed for a hike, there isn’t any public transportation in the Rabbit Hole.”

 “I’ve packed everything I’m going to need.”


2.

 The Looking Glass sat on a raised dais surrounded by banks of computers, most the stations slaved to one of two Cray supercomputers. The other station and sensor arrays oversaw the functioning and power output of the nuclear reactor used to power the enterprise.

 The material transmission unit operated during normal business hours for the army of technicians, researchers, and government scientists who staffed the unit. At night, it was not powered down, but remained under guard. However the military personnel, members of an elite Security Police unit, knew nothing about the item they guarded.

 Once inside the lab, with the proper credentials, she and Planter had the run of the place. Alice had changed into fashionable hiking boots, a pair of comfortable jeans that hugged the round curves of her ass, and a snug but soft black turtleneck, that she knew clung to the heavy globes of her breasts, but she’d chosen it for comfort.

 Her auburn hair was swept back in a ponytail and kept under a pro-back Green Bay Packers baseball cap. She carried a rugged Danner knapsack stuffed with items she thought she would need, and a light windbreaker. By all reports, the Rabbit Hole was a very temperate climate.

 “You ready?” Planter asked. He avoided her eyes.

 “Will the Rabbit Hole denizens be as shameful after I suck them off,” she asked.

 “Under the terms of the treaty, if you come over without a sponsor, or if you leave designated neutral grounds, as your sister did, without diplomatic escort, you are considered a ‘non-aligned inhabitant’ of the Rabbit Hole.”

 He paused, still not looking at her. His fingers flew nervously across his keyboard and lights flickered on the arrays encircling the mat-trans device code named the Looking Glass.

 “Their system of government is feudal,” he explained. “Each level of the Rabbit Hole, and sometimes even rooms and chambers within an individual floor, belong to a warlord. We do not understand anything about how they interact with each other, or the purpose of these divisions, but each principality, biggest to smallest, defends its sovereignty with brutal violence. The one thing consistent across the levels is the slave trade.” He paused. “And their preoccupation with filling as many hours in a day as possible with sex.”

 The Looking Glass hummed and Alice swallowed. “Why would my sister wander off?”

 “I’m sure I don’t know,” Planter replied. “She’s not the first field researcher and anthropologist this has happened to, however.”

 “How many have gone missing?”

 “I’m not sure, its classified, but maybe dozens over the life of the program since the bridge technology was introduced and brought on line.”

 A sheet of blue plasmatic energy flickered to life like an overhead light and the Looking Glass shimmered between the uprights. Alice’s stomach tightened in apprehension. She was afraid. Despite their both getting advance degrees, and going to work for the same government agency, her sister was always the brave one, the more adventurous one. She lost her virginity first, had the bad boy boyfriends, once “borrowed” a car and was arrested.

 But now that reckless nature and curious daring had gotten her into real trouble. She needed help, and Alice appeared to be the only one who would help her. She sighed, resigned.

 She looked at Planter. What a pussy. He’d been aggressive and strong while she sucked him off, manly and self-assured. After the act he was craven. Somehow she doubted the warrior males of the Rabbit Hole would act in a similar manner after they took her.

 She remembered the feel of the cock in her mouth, the pleasure of her orgasm, and shuddered slightly to herself. If everything Planter had told her, and that she’d read in the field reports, were true, then that rough blowjob was only the beginning.

 Planter’s voice snapped her out of her revere. “It’s ready.” His voice quiet.

 She nodded once in acknowledgment. Shouldering her knapsack, she steeled herself and stepped onto the stair leading up to the rabbit hole. Each step required a conscious effort of will to climb as she moved closer to the blue plasmatic wall of inter-dimensional energy.

 She closed her eyes, settled her nerves and prepared to step through.

 “Good luck,” Planter told her. “And I hope you brought birth control with you.”

 Before the implications of the comment had time to register, she was through the wall of energy and down the Rabbit Hole.

3.

 There was a stomach dropping sensation of falling as she blinked against the intensity of the light. Then her foot came down on a hard surface where she’d been expecting a drop off, and she tripped. Disorientated by the abrupt transfer, she stumbled forward.

 She was on a flagstone floor shot through with verdant veins of what she thought was malachite. Catching her balance, she stood. And gasped.

 She stood in a vast underground chamber. The floor was obviously constructed, but the walls, nearly a football field away on either side, were rough, living stone. High above her head the ceiling was obscured by thick shadows and hung with stalactites.

 Whatever she’d been expecting, this was certainly not it.

 In front of her, about twenty yards away, the floor abruptly ended in the precipice of a vast chasm. She blinked, taking in the sheer scope and saw fluttering, darting shapes, circling above the seemingly bottomless depths. She shuttered; bats.

 Arcing away into darkness were two curved bridges. The far side was too far to see, and the ends of the bridges simply disappeared. Her heart beat faster as her brain caught up to her emotions in comprehending just how vast the space was. She looked slowly around, taking it all in.

 At the foot of each bridge two giant figures in full plate mail armor stood at attention, obviously guardians of some sort, pole arms held at the ready. They were massive, each seven feet tall and very broad under the heavy armor. In addition to the pole axes, they wore long, broad bladed swords at their waists. Face masks down, they stared forward, not acknowledging her presence.

 There was nothing else. Just floor and chasm and bridges and guards. And bats. She took a step forward. The guards did not react. Realizing she had little choice, Alice stood up straighter, and walked across the chamber to stand between the two, what she assumed, were knights.

 “Uh, hello,” she said.

 The knights remained silent. The torch light glittered off the wicked curve of their ax blades. Swung by men of that size, she realized, those edges would cleave limbs, or even heads, cleanly from bodies. She felt herself blanche and nearly swoon as the image filled her imagination.

 “My name is Alice Drake,” she pressed on, voice cracking from nerves. “I’m from, uh, the other side.” At a loss for how to proceed, she gestured vaguely back toward the strange altar holding the Rabbit Hole side of the Looking Glass.

 “Who is your sponsor in the Rabbit Hole?” both knights said at once.

 She froze at the strange synchronicity. Laughing nervously, she cleared her throat and tried to answer.

 “Uh, I’m afraid I don’t have a sponsor,” she looked at the unmoving grills of their face plates. “For the moment.” This addition sounded lame to her own ears. “I’m looking for my sister, you had to have seen her.” She looked from one immoveable object of a knight to the other. “You must have seen her, she looks like me,” she hastened to add, “we’re twins.”

 “You have no sponsor,” they replied in unison. “You must navigate the challenge of the bridges as a free citizen of the Rabbit Hole.”

 She recalled the feeling of Planter’s cock in her throat and swallowed. She was suddenly vividly reminded of his final warning. “I hope you brought birth control.”

 “How do I do that?”

 “You pay the price.” They answered.

 She sat her knapsack on the ground. She felt the fabric of her shirt stretch comfortably across her breasts. She wondered if the knights were staring at the twin missile heads of her tits, even now. Her cheeks flushed and colored at the thought of them looking at her.

 They were so big. This close to them, they felt like mountains. Mountains in heavy plate armor. My god, she thought suddenly, what if they want sex and they don’t take off that armor? She broke out in perspiration.

 The knight on the left turned his helmed head to face her, the first indication of individual movement she’d yet to witness from the bridge guardians. When the mysterious bass echo of his voice emerged from behind the face plate, the knight on the right remained silent and immobile.

 “The price and the challenge, girl.” He said. “One of us always tells the truth and one of us always lies. Once you pay the price you may ask one of us a single question and then you may choose which bridge by which you will cross and enter the Rabbit Hole proper.”

 “The price?” she repeated. She wrung her hands together. The knights (were they even men in there?) loomed above her. She had to look straight up to even converse with them. What did this bode for the cocks hidden behind that armor?

 “You are unsponsored,” the knight on the left said. “So the price is whatever we ask.”

 “What do you ask?” she closed her eyes, waiting for the answer.

 “To be serviced,” he replied simply. “You must service both I and my brother, then you may ask your question.”

 She stood for a moment, almost petrified at the thought of how big the knights were. But also curious. What did the penis of a seven foot giant look like? Bigger than Ben Planter’s, she wagered.

 But, whatever else he’d done, Planter hadn’t lied. She’d just set foot in this strange place and already she was facing a double team sexual experience.

 The further in you go, he’d warned. The weirder it gets.

 She swallowed. She thought of her sister, and there was no question about what she must do. She had set herself on a path. She hadn’t really known what to expect, but Planter had warned her, had showed her, what her place would be here through the Looking Glass.

 “I accept you price.”

 The two knights looked at each other, their helmets swiveling in unison. Something seemed to pass between them, they nodded together, then looked down at her. In perfect synchronicity, their huge hands, covered in mail gauntlets, came down to their cod pieces.

 Alice felt herself slipping into a sort of disassociated shock at the surreal nature of her experience. She felt the familiar thrill of sexual energy building inside her, along with uncertainty and fear. Watching the knights press the release latches on their codpieces, she regarded the scene in a sort of out of body experience.

 Incredibly, the giants wore no clothes beneath their armor, at least none over their penises. As they removed the armor cap from their crotches, their cocks spilled out and hung low. She’d been ready for what she would see, prepared to accept this could get rough.

 Despite all this mental preparation, she froze in shock. Her mouth fell open as she saw the massive members hanging between the legs of the two knights.

 She remembered to breath, and gasped.

 The cocks drooped low, a foot long fully flaccid. Blue veins big as a child’s fingers, ran in y-branches under the pale skin. She’d never seen uncircumcised penises before, and a wrinkled sheath of flesh covered the heads of the uncut cocks.

 Under her amazed gaze, heart hammering, the cocks twitched and began swelling. The two knights dropped their code pieces and halberds to the ground without ceremony. Alice jumped at the harsh clatter, but her eyes were drawn back to those giant cocks. They were over a foot long now, and only just beginning to grow.

 The pair had several inches on Planter, limp. She could only guess where they were going to stop at once fully erect. And my god, they were so fat, she marveled. There was little difference between the circumference of the meat poles and the handles of their long swords. The head of the cocks were like pommels in their own right.

 How am I going to take those! She thought.

 Without realizing it, she fell back a step, intimidated. The knights, faceless, anonymous, identical, in their armor, merely waited. They made no move to chase her or command and compel her. She needed something from them, they had named their price, it was up to her to meet it or not.

 She stopped her retreat, eyes still locked on those massive erections. The foreskin slid back in a hood and the helmet shaped heads emerged, engorged with blood and an angry purple. She was reminded of a kink she’d learned about in her Human Sexuality class as an undergrad.

 Glory Holes.

 Circles cut in public bathroom stalls or porn viewing booths. Men went there and stuck their dicks through the openings. Whoever was on the other side, male or female, ugly or attractive, sucked whichever prick came through the hole. It was completely anonymous, neither side knowing anything about the other.

 Everything was about that dick poking through the hole, about getting it off. No words exchanged, just someone looking to get off and someone willing to get them off.

 She felt like the warm mouth on the other side of the hole. She could see nothing, really, of these two giant males, identical and faceless in their armor. All she could see were two great cocks, standing at attention and waiting to be pleasured.

 As if hypnotized by the sight of that selfish, demanding flesh, Alice took a step forward, and then another. The knights regarded her in silence. She stepped up between the two figures, feeling like someone else, not herself. Her hands came up and she reached out for them.

 Her palm grasped them from the top and she closed her hands, but her fingers were too small to encircle the thick shafts. The heat of the flesh wands surprised her, warming her grip, and she cooed softly. Slowly, getting a feel for them, she began stroking slowly.

 Already erect, the cocks grew harder under her touch. She shifted her grip so that she grasped them from underneath, palm up, then tightened her hold. Picking up speed as she went along, she began jerking them. They felt like soft, warm, soda cans in her hands.

 The knights were tall, but she wasn’t overall short for a women, and she realized she could reach the veiny, fat-headed monsters from her knees, as long as she knelt tall. Still stroking the hard-ons, she sank to her knees. The ground was rough through the relatively thin material of her jeans, and she shifted to find a comfortable place.

 This close up she could smell them. Beneath the heavy scent of male musk, she detected the order of oil, presumably to keep the joints of these metal suits articulating properly. The knights turned slightly in toward her, cocks pointing toward her face. One her knees, she jacked them off, staring at first one and then the other.

 This was going to be nothing like sucking off Planter, she realized. If one of these giants lost control and started face fucking her, there could be a real problem. She had to get them off, make them cum, as quickly as possible.

 The panicked, near hysterical part of her brain--the part that couldn’t get past how goddamn huge these cocks were--thought crazily, if I swallow the loads coming out of these big balls I won’t need to eat for days. The more rational part of her mind was forced to agree, it was a whole hell of a lot of protein.

 Hesitant, still nervous some random movement or shift on their part might bump into her and send her sprawling, she dipped her head toward the left cock.

 Her tongue came out and she ran it across the underside of the corona up to the groove of the frenulum where it split the underside of the glans into halves. Her hand milked the shaft, keeping a firm hold, rubbing the looser layer of skin on top against the unyielding firmness of the deeper shaft.

 The cock tasted like cock, only more so. There was no smell of perfume like cologne, or scented soap. It smelled like flesh, and sweat, and faintly of pee, and overwhelmingly of male. She used her tongue to lick the head, coating it with her spit. She turned to the right, arm still beating the giants off, and licked the other head.

 She dipped forward and gave the cockhead a sloppy, open mouth kiss with lots of tongue, feeling the piss slit separate under her probing. She slobbered across the shaft, sucking then licking, hand pumping up and down in a steady rhythm. She turned her head and pushed her face into the left cock. She gave it the same passionate French kiss, swirling her tongue across it like lapping up soft serve ice cream from a cone.

 She was starting to get into it, a distant part of her mind realized, she was starting to get off on blowing such giant cocks. She liked the feel of them in her hand, the taste of them in her mouth. Slowly, as her confidence grew, the panicked, flustered part of her began to relax.

 Yeah, there were two of them, and yeah they were fucking huge pieces of meat, but blowing someone was blowing someone, she decided. You can do this, she told herself.

 Running with her new confidence, she opened her mouth wide and bobbed on the left cock. She took it in to just past the head and grasped the shaft just below where her lips wrapped around it. She began stroking in time to her bobbing, making a point of sucking hard. There was a shift of a huge body in armor from the left knight and she knew, faceless or not, the giant was getting into it.

 She pulled her mouth clear, still jacking the dick, and turned. Her head darted forward and she repeated the shallow swallow action on the right cock.

 Her tongue burrowed into the seam of frenulum again, rubbing back and forth as she let her mouth fill with spit. Her jaw started to ache at being stretched so thoroughly, but she also felt the clenching of desire in her pussy, and for the second time in as many hours, she made her panties wet with a dick in her mouth.

 “That’s enough brother,” the knight spoke, and the strain his voice was obvious. “I can’t wait to take turns anymore.”

 “Drop your pants and give my brother your cunny, woman,” the knight told her.

 Adrenaline spiked through her at the thought of this thing she could barely stretched her lips around, battering into her pussy. But at the same time her curiosity drove her, her excitement of feeling what it would be like to take such a massive thing between her legs, feel it moving in and out of her body.

 Obediently, she dropped her hands from the cocks and reached for the buttons on her jeans. She opened her fly, mouth still sucking the big dick in her mouth, and came up to her feet, pushing her pants down around her ankles. The left knight moved around behind her.

 Bent at the waist, she reached out with both hands and pressed them against the metal clad legs of the right knight, keeping her balance.

 No hand touched her. Instead, the baseball-sized cockhead butted up against her vaginal lips like a battering ram at a castle gate. She braced herself, still jacking the right knights cock and sucking hard on the head.

 The knights reached up and put their hands on each other’s shoulders, forming a lattice for support. Their voices echoed through the metal containers of their helmets.

 “She’s good, brother,” one said.

 “She’s done this before,” the other agreed.

 “She’s tight.”

 “Just push it in, brother!”

 And by god, Alice realized, that was exactly what he was going to do. The massive cock head parted her lips and split her wide. Her lips came off the fat cock in her mouth and she yelled out loud at the invasion.

 “Ahhh!”

 The knights, holding arms braced above her, stood firm and the cock in her tight pussy gave way half an inch at a time, sliding in slowly, painfully.

 She gasped, panting as she fought to take it inside her. She pushed against the legs of the knight in front of her, trying to stay on her feet against the abuse.

 She moaned, deep in her throat, as the pressure built, pushing inwards, splitting her apart. The cock near her mouth lay across her cheek in a hot iron bar of flesh. She turned her head, surprising herself, and ran her tongue along the shaft. She pushed her face down and licked the big balls bulging down there.

 Something in the sensation was changing. The pain was still there, but now the cockhead made it up against her cervix and stopped. The knight held it there, forcing her to spread her feet apart to compensate.

 She realized what she was experiencing. She was filled up, completely. Never in her life had a cock touched her so far up inside herself, or left her feeling she was on the very ragged edge of being able to take it.

 The massive timber sheathed inside of her began moving. It pulled back, smearing her own juices along its length, then rammed forward. She grunted under the impact, her clit, swollen and sensitive, throbbed like a live wire between her legs. She needed more of her natural lubricant, she realized, and one hand flew between her legs and she furiously worked at it.

 The huge cock drove inside her, like tides shifting, each outstroke feeling as if she was going to turn inside out. The jolts of each impact against her cervix jarred through her body, rocking her back and forth as the knight fucked her.

 Her juices sluiced down her leg, and her moans sounded loud in her own ear. Her lips jostled back and forth on the underside of the cock stuffing her face.

 I’m getting fucking pounded here, she thought in amazement.

 Her high pitched squeals echoed weirdly off the chamber walls and rolled back on her. The sounds were animalistic, part pain, part pleasure. Then the fingers working her clit pushed her past her edge and she put her head back and screamed.

 The orgasm slammed through her, sending tingling pulses radiating through her body. Her thighs quivered and her knees nearly buckled. She was dizzy and lost for a moment, her nipples so erect they ached with the need to be touched. She was subsumed in the feeling and tears formed at her eyes. She’d never dreamed she could be stuffed like this.

 Suddenly boiling jets of cum spilled out in a wild spurting stream inside of her. The knight fucking her grunted loudly. “I’m cumming, brother, I just unloaded in her cunny!”

 “Jolly good brother!” the other knight cheered. “Huzzah! Give her the root, give her the root!”

 The knight in her pussy began bucking even harder. “I am brother! I am! Oh tally ho this one is tight!”

 Warm sperm overflowed out of her pussy and made sticky smears on her legs. Tears of shock and pleasure spilled out of her eyes. Then the knight pulled out, leaving her empty.

 “No,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “No,” she protested. Having felt it, she didn’t want to lose the experience, to have the sensations end so soon.

 Without being told, legs still hobbled by the jeans bunched around her ankles, she turned and reached for the knight who’d just dumped the massive load inside of her. She grabbed him by the belt and turned around so that she was facing his moistened, cum slimed cock.

 “Fuck me,” she said. “Hurry, fuck me,” she said.

 It felt like someone else said the words. That raw need couldn’t be coming from her, could it? Was she suddenly so wanton? Didn’t matter, she didn’t want to question it. Not right now. She just wanted to feel the steel velvet touch of their massive cocks inside her.

 The knight she’d been sucking off pushed his spit-lubed cock forward. It slid in with much less effort than his brother experienced, her juices and the other knight’s sperm greasing the groove for him.

 For all of that, it still hurt. She squeezed the knight on the left, pressing her hands into his armor, and shoved herself back along the cock.

 There it was, she thought, eyes spread wide at the shock of the sensation. She was filled, Pussy stretched wide, cockhead butting her cervix. She had no room left in her to fit anymore dick.

 She’d taken all she could take. The knight on the right exploded into a frenzy of fucking, slamming his hips into her, stabbing her over and over again with his hard prick.

 She closed her eyes, reveling in the sensation. She realized the pain of the stretching added a flavor to her pleasure, an accentuation that had never been present before. But, before she could build herself up to another toe-curling orgasm, the second knight let out a hoarse, barking cough of “huzzah!” and exploded into her.

 Again she felt like a hose was shoved up her pussy and turned on. Copious amounts of sizzling ejaculate splashed into her. She thought, inebriated from the sex, that it would take three regular ball sacks to dump this much cum into her.

 There was a wet, squishy sound as the knight pulled out and there it was again, the feeling of hollow emptiness. God knew she needed the break, but already she longed to experience that sense of being filled up to the edge of her physical limit.

 What’s happening to me?

 She slowly stood, still lightheaded, and carefully pulled her pants up. I didn’t bring enough panties, she thought, buttoning them up. She ached between her legs, and she understood what people meant when they said, rode hard and put away wet.

 The brother knights stood still, cocks still hanging out, making no move to retrieve their armor piece or pole arms. She looked at them, looked down to the wet cocks, back up to the impassive face plates.

 “It is customary for you to clean a swordsman before he puts his root away,” the left knight informed her. The knight on the right nodded.

 “What do you expect me to do?” she asked. She looked around, “there’s no water, no towels.”

 “I expect you to fulfill your bargain and pay the price,” the knight replied. “In full.”

 “Oh my god…” she trailed off, at last realizing what was expected of her.

 She moved over to the dangling cocks, wet with her orgasm juices and their own cum. As she once again sank to her knees in front of the massive knights, she realized with a start, that there was a naturalness to what she was doing.

 These were men-at-arms, warriors capable of battling and killing against opponents she couldn’t yet dream of imagining. They were of a class to be served.

 Her lips found the first cock, and she began sucking it clean, lifting the limp, damp, weight of it and licking it free of any trace of her coupling. She soon lost herself in the act, working diligently until the flesh shone clean and pink.

 She placed a gentle, respectful kiss on the fat purple head of the first knight’s cock and let the foreskin fall back into place like a theatre curtain dropping at the end of a show.

 She looked up and the knight nodded.

 Without bothering to stand, she turned and repeated the process on the second knight. She took the great sticky weight in her hand, and licked up and down its length, tongue slathering every exposed inch. She took the flaccid organ into her mouth and also sucked it clean. When it too shone as pink and clean as the other, she looked up, and smiled as she earned her nod of approval.

 Standing, realizing it was going to be awhile before she walked straight, she faced them.

 “Have I paid the price?”

 “You have,” the knight on the left answered.

 “So I may ask you now which way my sister went?”

 “After I have explained the conditions as laid upon us by the Rabbit Hole.”

 “Go ahead.”

 “One of us must always tell the truth, one must always lie. One path leads to death, the other to freedom. You may ask one question to one of us. We will answer only yes, or no.”

 “You’re kidding.”

 The knight remained silent.

 “I’m a physics major.” She said. “You don’t think I understand Boolean Algebra?”

 The knight remained silent.

 Alice sighed. Now that she wasn’t getting ploughed seven ways from Sunday, as Planter had foreseen, she found them a lot less charming. She walked up to the knight on the left.

 “If I were to ask, him,” she jerked her thumb toward the knight on the right, “would he says the path you guard leads me to freedom?”

 “Yes.”

 “Then I must take the other way,” she said. “If you were the truth teller, you would tell me of his lie. If you were the Liar, you’d be lying.”

 The knight remained silent.

 “Don’t want to talk, anymore?” she asked.

 The knight remained silent.

 “Want another shot at my ‘tight cunny?’”

 The knight looked at her.

 “That’s what I thought.” She walked over to the knight on the right, shouldering her knapsack. “Out of my way, you guys may be some well hung sonofabitches, but you aren’t much for conversation.”

 The knight stepped to one side.

 Alice entered the Rabbit Hole of carnal miscreants.


4.

 The bridge spanned the chasm in a single, impossible arch.

 She crossed the length quickly, looking down at her feet and telling herself to ignore the drop off that plunged forever into the depths of earth. Hot winds blew up from below, swirling her hair and tugging at her jacket.

 Between her legs the left over cum from the knights spilled out into her panties with every step. She’d prepared for quite a few contingencies when she formed her plan to rescue her sister, but she hadn’t even thought about the possibility of having so much cum pumped into her she squished when she walked.

 It just wasn’t something that had crossed her mind.

 She came down the gentle arc of the bridge and stepped onto the other side of the chasm. She looked around, getting her bearings. Instead of constructed materials, floors, walls, stairs, as she expected, she found herself in a cavern of living rock. Phosphorescence rich lichen provided a strange, blue-green illumination, casting everything in an undersea pallor.

 Stalagmites jutted up from an uneven floor, but as she stepped closer, she saw that the majority of the dim shapes were gigantic mushrooms, some as big as apple trees. She was in an underground forest, she realized.

 “They lied to you, you know that, right?”

 Alice jumped at the voice and looked quickly around. Even with her eyes adjusted for the gloom she could see nothing, She took a step back.

 “What?” he voice came out nervous.

 “I said,” a voice from the shadows between two gargantuan mushrooms repeated. “You know they lied to you, right?”

 “Who are you?” she demanded.

 A pair of bright green eyes appeared in the gloom. In the next instant a mouth appeared, lips pulled back to reveal gleaming white teeth off set by fangs.

 “Someone who could help you,” the bodiless mouth answered.

 “What do you mean they lied?”

 “I mean, the game of Knights and Knaves amuses those two. They get very little stimulation being posted here. Both bridges lead to death.”

 “Fabulous.”

 “Though, to be fair, both also lead to the Rabbit Hole,” the invisible creature added.

 “That’s good.” She squinted, but could not even see the outline of a shape among the shadows. Just grinning fangs and luminescent eyes.

 “This way leads more toward death, than Rabbit Hole, though.”

 She sighed. “Of course. You said you could help me?”

 “I can,” it affirmed.

 Now she was able to discern an outline in the gloom. A vaguely human-shaped and man-sized outline. She got an impression of a slightly crouched figure, broad shoulders and narrow hips.

 “Will you?”

 “Perhaps.”

 “I suppose there is a price?”

 “Of course.”

 More of the figure came into view and she had the distinct impression of a great cat merged with the body of an NFL tight end. The thing radiated powerful strength and slinky, quick, agility.

 A motherfucking cat-man? She wondered in disbelief.

 “Does your price include sticking your dick in me?”

 “Of course,” the cat positively purred.

 It stepped forward and she saw it clearly now. Muscular body covered in soft black fur, face of a cougar, with that odd glint of human intelligence in its eyes. Hands tipped with claws, a flickering tail moving idly behind its back.

 A long, pink horn of cock pushed up through its fur.

 “I just got double team hammered by Tweedle Dum and Tweedle Dummer, back there,” she protested. “My panties are soaked with knight sperm.”

 “I know,” it replied. “I was watching.”

 The thing had an air of the predator about it, she thought. It watched her so intently she felt the stirrings of the apprehension that had quieted momentarily once their conversation began.

 It stepped closer, and she fought not to retreat. If she ran, she was sure it could catch her in two easy leaps. Maybe one.

 She looked at the cock. It was good sized, nothing compared to the knights, however. She could get down and dirty on it, if she had to.

 Jesus, how did Dorothy get through this? She wondered. Granted, she’s always been wilder, and more adventurous, especially sexually, she even did her college boyfriend and his roommate at the same time her freshman year, but this place is insane.

 “I heard you speak of your sister,” it said.

 Her attention snapped back to the present. The beast moved very close to her. The long, pink cock was close enough to touch now. The creature stood a head taller than her, and she looked up into the cougar face.

 “Do you know where she is?” she asked, voice eager.

 “I know where she left her diplomatic contingent, at the draw bridge to the barbican, where the lizard men emerge from the sewers to collect tribute and tolls.”

 “And you will take me there?” her heart beat faster in her chest, she dared to hope. This was the first tangible clue she’d found.

 “I don’t like lizard men,” the cat-man told her.

 “What can I do to convince you.”

 “Turn around and drop your pants,” it purred.

 She sighed. Every time. It gets weirder the farther in you go. Planter’s words haunted her. The cat was purring, a rumbling sound deep down in the swell of its chest. The creature was magnificent, she had to admit. Somewhere back at the beginning of the day, when she’d gotten out of bed, she’d already passed the Rubicon of what this adventure would take, in her mind.

 Every time she did one thing, it made it harder to give up, to turn around and head back. Would she abandon Dorothy because she couldn’t fuck this cat-creature?

 After she’d already sucked Planter’s dick and let herself be double teamed by two armor clad giants? She’d just arrived, but she’d already gone too far to quit.

 Dropping her knapsack to the ground, she unbuttoned her pants and pushed them down to her knees. She bent at the waist, thrusting her ass backward and presenting her sex to the cat-man. Reaching out, she took hold of a cool, smooth pyramid of stone thrusting up from the cavern floor.

 She looked back over her shoulder, saw the cat man staring at her bare pussy, hand rubbing the shaft of its cock. Somewhere in the back of her mind, in the trash bin of trivia that she collected as she moved through life, a fact about cat penises nudged at her memory.

 “Do you have a name?”

 “You may call me Ches,” it answered. It stepped closer.

 “As in ‘Cheshire’?” she demanded, incredulous.

 “Yes, something like that.”

 Ches grabbed her hips like jug handles and slowly crouched down. She felt his nose go to her pussy, felt his whiskers and heard him sniff like, well, a cat at a bowl of tuna. Suddenly a warm, wet sandpaper rough tongue lathed her bruised vagina.

 “Oh!” she cried out in surprised pleasure, and went up on her toes.

 Chex continued purring. She felt his nose nuzzle into her, getting in close, and felt the wet rope of his tongue slither inside her. The intensity of the feeling raced through her, those familiar tingling waves of nerve endings dancing with pleasure.

 The cat continued working, licking from clit to taint several times, before penetrating her in a series of tongue thrusts and swipes inside her that soothed her battered and slightly traumatized pussy. Her fingers pressed hard against the unyielding surface of the stalagmite.

 “Oh, oh, oh,” she whispered.

 She began bending and rising slightly at the knees, bouncing up and down as she rubbed her pussy back against Ches and into his tongue. The sandpaper roughness of the tongue teased her clit, and she felt it swelling tight, pushing out from its hood of flesh. The tongue rubbed against it, teased it, lashed into it until her knees started wobbling.

 Diligently, she felt it lapping up the cum still inside her, and clean the sticky spots of semen dried inside her legs. She squeezed her eyes tightly shut. This should happen after every time I get fucked.

 The wet tongue came up in a long stroke and brushed across her asshole. She nearly jumped out of her skin in surprise at the startling pleasure. Her eyes opened wide, and then closed again as his swirling tongue found her ass again.

 The tongue caressed her further, smearing down between her pussy lips and then brushing across her asshole.

 “Oh shit, oh shit, please, please,” she moaned out.

 After a day of deep throating and double team doggy style, Ches’s tongue was just the soft counterbalance she needed. Her orgasm hit her like a bomb and she barely caught herself as her knees buckled. Vaginal secretions poured out onto her inner thighs, and the cat-man eagerly lapped them up.

 “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

 Her shout echoed back weirdly to her from deeper within the cavern. It rolled back into her ears in a chorus of excited moans. Gasping, dizzy, and shuddering with the power of the orgasm, she didn’t notice at first when the tongue disappeared and Ches rose.

 She felt his hands, ticklish with fur, but powerlifter strong, grab her once again at the folds of her hip and rock her back toward him. His cock head pushed through her aroused and swollen labia.

 And she remembered what she’d forgotten about cat cock; the barbs.

 In order to help females ovulate, and prevent them from escaping, cat dicks were barbed, the penile spines used to stimulate the Vulva and ensure it released an egg. Alice doubted that would be the effect on her—but she was in no mood to take chances. Or feel it.

 “Stop!” she screamed.

 Ches stopped. Looking entirely feline, the creature cocked its head. “I feel it is late to retreat from our bargain at this point,” he said.

 “Dick spikes!” she half-shouted, trying to push her way up and stand.

 Ches placed an unyielding hand between her shoulders, keeping her from rising. “Relax,” he said, voice course but soothing. “As one of my shifting abilities I can control that aspect.”

 Alice stopped struggling. “Shifting abilities?”

 “Yes. I can make my prick more human like in order to spare you the fertilization barbs.”

 She looked over her shoulder. “You can turn into a man?”

 “I’m not exactly a man, but I can reduce my feline characteristics.”

 “Show me.”

 “Later, I’m about to consummate our agreement and I’m not in the mood for a timeout. When we are finished, I will show you.” He butted the tip of his dick up against her. “No barbs, I promise.”

 “Okay,” Alice said, voice dubious. “In for a penny, in for a pound.”

 With a gentle shove and slight pulling motion with his hands, Ches slid the smooth, hot cylinder of his cock into her. She breathed a sigh of relief and felt her vaginal muscles clamp down hard on the shifter’s prick.

 When it came to fucking, Ches, used much less technique than with oral copulation. He see-sawed in and out of her, going deep on the first stroke and immediately taking up a rapid pace.

 Deep in the pit of her stomach, she felt her physical desire stir. As the cock slipped in and out of her, the familiar butterfly undulations began, and then quickly intensified. Slowly the tingling feeling and wash of heat spread to her clitoris, then across her body until even her ears were burning.

 “Oh, damn,” she whispered.

 She began rocking back into his thrusts. Home and her old life and everything she left behind, seemed very, very, far away. She felt free to do as she wished, free to experience pleasure wherever and however she found it. She slammed her ass back into his hips, feeling his balls bounce against her.

 Inside her shirt her tits swayed back and forth, jostled and swinging wild. Inside her bra, her nipples grew diamond hard and rubbed against the fabric of her clothes as chills raced back through her body, joining the tingling waves coming from her pelvis.

 The dull pulse grew and emerged from inside her, spreading ache through her pussy, and she ground into him, taking the cock, loving that feeling of being penetrated, of taking a cock inside her.

 “Do it, fuck me, do it!” she panted, urging him on.

 When the orgasm hit her it was an electric current gyrating in wild circles up from her pussy, through her clit, and into her body. She put one hand down between her legs, found her hyper-sensitive clit, and rubbed hard. Her body locked up and she tensed hard into the muscle spasms.

 Ches suddenly pulled out and she felt cords and curlicues of wet cum splash on her ass. The cat man’s cock slid between her ass cheeks and rubbed there, milking the last of the sperm out of his dick and spilling it on her.

 Slowly, she relaxed.

 She waited for her heart to stop pounding, for her breathing to return to normal. In no great hurry, and making sure she didn’t become dizzy, she stood. She reached down and hiked her pants into place, turning as she did.

 She froze.

 Ches stood before her. Or, more accurately, a six foot tall human male stood before her. His hair was a long, black, mane, and his eyes the same green feline orbs, but he had an entirely human build. It was rugged, lean and defined with muscle, from cannon ball rounded deltoids and flat, rock hard pecs above the quintessential washboard stomach.

 The cock hanging between his sprinter’s thighs dangled long, utterly human in appearance. He put hands on narrow hips and smiled. She realized with a start that his eye teeth remained curved fangs. He was, she had to admit, gorgeous.

 “Good god,” she whispered, drinking him in. “That’s what I’m talking about.”

 “You are even more enthusiastic than your sister was,” he said.

 Dorothy? What the fuck! “You slept with my sister?” she demanded. I was? I was more enthusiastic?

 “Uh, no.” he seemed confused.

 “But you just said I was ‘more enthusiastic’ than her. How can that be if you didn’t have sex?” Alice demanded. She buttoned her pants, the motion angry.

 “Oh!” Ches smiled. “I misunderstood. Then, yes. I fucked your sister. It was a good fuck,” he made a fist and pumped his arm slightly for emphasis. “I enjoyed it very much.”

 “Where is she!”

 “She entered the territory of the lizard men. I told you that.”

 “Is she in danger?”

 “The lizard men are not known for charity,” he admitted. “But if they struck a bargain, then they would honor it.”

 “A bargain?” Alice frowned. “You mean she had to sleep wi---, she had to fuck them,” she corrected.

 “More or less,” Ches agreed.

 “What do you mean, ‘more or less’?”

 “The lizard men have a thing for peeing on females. It has to do with pheromones and mating territory.” The were-cat ran a hand through his male model hair. “Not my thing, mind you, but not all females hate it.”

 Alice stared at him. But her response was almost automatic now. Whatever Dorothy was doing, she’d gotten in over her head and needed help. She wasn’t turning back.

 “You said you’d guide me there.”

 “I did.”

 She threw her knapsack over her shoulder. “I don’t suppose you know of some place where I could maybe clean up do you? Other than lizard men, what sort of, uh…beings, live around here?”

 “Several,” Ches beamed. “In that direction lives a hatter, and in that direction lives a March Hare. We could visit either if you like. They’re both quite mad.”

 “Go on…” A feeling of déjà vu tugged at her, a sense of familiarity at the shifter’s words. She pushed the thought away as ridiculous, even in this place.

 He shrugged. “All paths lead to the drawbridge.”

 “Which way did my sister go?”

 “To the Tea House, with the hatter.”

 “Then let’s go there.”

 They began to move out, Ches not bothering to cover himself. The whole experience, rapid paced and intense, had taken on an acutely surreal feel. So much had happened that she’d grown numb to the experience.

 Why had her sister chosen to leave the party? Why was she still moving deeper into the Rabbit Hole? What was going to be the next thing to stick its cock into her?

 These all seemed like good questions.

 She stopped. Startled, she looked around. Everything was lit by the blue-green glow of the lichen. Toadstools, large as kiosks at the airport, crowded in around the path, pushing in claustrophobically. She turned this way, then that.

 Ches was gone.

 “Ches?” she asked. Apparently the were-beast had other things in common with felines beside his eyes and cock spines. “Ches!”

 Rough hands seized her from behind and jerked her back into strong arms that locked around her in steel bands. She gasped, and a big hand covered her mouth. She struggled. The arms squeezed hard. She stood still. Shapes moved around her in the periphery of her vision. She couldn’t make out who, or what, held her.

 “Look at that,” a deep, gravelly voice chuckled right into her ear. “A fetching prize has just wandered into our laps. Just strolling around without a sponsor.”

 “She’s going to get a high price,” another voice said. A different pair of hands touched her, roaming across her breasts, squeezing them hard. “Look at the tits on this one.”

 “Oh, I plan to.”

 “Hey, wait a minute,” the second voice said. “She looks just like that other one, the one the Wizard claimed.”

 “Thought it was the Blue Queen,” he said.

 “Either way, she’s going to be used real good.”

 “But what if they’ve claimed this one as well?”

 There was a long pause. Then the first voice said, “shit. Let’s get out of here.”

 There was a sound of rustling, a sense of frantic motion in the darkness, and then everything went utterly still around Alice. She stood, waiting. Long moments drug by. Nothing happened. She turned in a slow circle, seeing only more giant mushrooms and shadows.

 A pair of glowing green eyes appeared out of the darkness.

 “Are they gone?” Ches asked.

 “I need a dog,” she muttered. Then louder, “they’re gone.”

 Ches emerged from the shadows, shifted into his were-cat shape. His tail flick nervously.

 “I have to find the wizard,” she paused. “or someone called the Blue Queen.”

 “Oh man,” Ches said. “This is going to get crazy.”

 END
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 Swept through a dimensional portal known as the Looking Glass in pursuit of her sister, Alice finds herself on the borders of a strange, surrealistic kingdom. Here impossible creatures from myth and legend wander freely and the only form of barter seems to be the performance of sexual services.

 Tested immediately, Alice discovers a side of herself emerging under the stress of this strange Wonderland. With each consecutive encounter she finds herself growing in capability and confidence. But no matter how deep down the rabbit hole she goes, she is haunted by the parting words of her Hare, physicist Ben Planter; The Farther In You Go, The Weirder It Gets.

 In the company of a feline shifter calling himself the Cheshire cat, Alice makes her way to the Tea Party of a certain Hatter…

1.

 Alice stepped around the corner and entered the tunnel.

 Behind her the Cheshire cat followed close behind. Occasionally, during her walk, she turned around to gaze at him. He was that gorgeous. A weird, fairly twisted, feline shifter with a penchant for cleaning up the messes other males left in her, but utterly gorgeous.

 The tunnel itself was really more of a natural lean-to formed by two giant boulders slammed together, with a massive, angular overhang keeping them separated by a meter of so of space, but the path went directly through it, so she followed it.

 She blinked.

 She emerged in a copse of trees under a pale blue, spring sky. Just beyond the stand of willow and pine, she say a green meadow with a little babbling brook. There was a footbridge over the stream, and a narrow dirt lane ran from it, across the meadow in front of her, to disappear into the woods beyond.

 She looked behind her, saw the rock overhang, shadowed with the gloom of the cavern she’d just emerged from. Above the boulders there was only more sky. She looked at Ches, who at the moment had decided to resemble a cougar on two legs. A sexy, well hung Cougar. He looked back at her with the big, luminescent eyes of a feline.

 “Why didn’t you tell me we were leaving a cave? I thought we’d be underground the whole time.”

 “I assumed it was obvious.”

 “How delightful,” she remarked. “Any other surprises you care to share?”

 “Not at the moment,” he replied. “I assume you realize the Hatter is quite mad, and that the tea he serves is made from a rather aggressively hallucinogenic species of mushroom.”

 “Fabulous. But as long as he knows where my sister is, I don’t care.”

 “Well, about that…” Ches left his voice fade.

 “Ches,” Alice warned. “What aren’t you telling me?”

 “Well, you know the Hatter doesn’t give anything away for free.”

 “I figured that much out on my own,” she said. “I’ve sort of got how the rules of commerce work in this place.”

 They work by trading sex for everything, she thought. She briefly flashed on everything she’d had to endure and perform just to get as far as she’d made it. She’d willingly given a rough blowjob to her Hare at the international applied physics laboratory (really more of a letting myself get a hard face fuck, actually, she clarified silently), been tag teamed by two improbably gigantic knights (with the cocks to match) in plate mail armor, and then been sodomized and orally cleaned by her current traveling companion, a cowardly (but beautiful) feline shape-shifter, or were-creature, she wasn’t entirely clear on that part.

 “Well it’s just that,” Ches continued, “that if he’s not exactly, uhm, let’s say, ‘clear,’ when he makes the deal, you may end up at the business end of a group sex train and then have nothing to show for it.”

 “That seems a large risk,” she protested. “When in Rome, and all that, I’m willing to do what it takes to find my sister,” she went on, “but I don’t want to be played for a fool.”

 “Well, there might be a plan B.”

 “Go on.”

 “Assuming you provide your host with, er, hospitality,” he smiled, “by which I mean if you fu—“

 “I know what you mean, thank you,” she interrupted him. “Continue. What’s ‘plan B’?”

 “Well, having availed himself of your charms, by which I mean if you fu—“

 “Will you just tell me already?!”

 “Right, right. Well, his tea parties occur al fresco.”

 “Yes, so?”

 “So, having accepted and performed any terms he may stipulate, your invitation to cross his threshold is implied.”

 “Meaning?”

 “You can enter his house.”

 “Why would I want to do that?”

 “To find your sister,” Ches said. “He has an item in his possession—" suddenly the shifter cut himself off and his paw like hand went to Alice’s arm. “Get down,” he hissed.

 Remembering her encounter with apparent kidnappers only a short while ago back in the cave, Alice immediately squatted down behind the bushes. She looked to where he pointed in time to see a female figure in a long, formal gown crossing the footbridge.

 She ran, hiking up the full dress and petticoats as she went, constantly looking over her shoulder. Her hair lay piled regally on her head in loose auburn curls held in place by little combs that sparkled with diamonds, even from a distance.

 She rather looks like a Disney princess, Alice thought.

 As she watched the woman, who as she drew closer, Alice saw was both youthful, well endowed, and quite beautiful, followed the little lane toward them in her sprint. Suddenly from behind her, eight figures in a full run burst from the woods and sprinted across the bridge after her.

 Alice blinked. The men wore armor, not the heavy stuff like the Looking Glass guardians, but a lighter chainmail she thought was called a hauberk. Each soldier wore a white surcoat over their mail, emblazoned with a brilliant red heart. Each one held a crossbow.

 None of which, despite being uncommon outside of a Ren-Fair back home, was the strange part. What was tremendously odd about the squad, was their heads.

 They had playing cards for heads. Each card was roughly the same size as a normal head, but paper thin, and with animated faces twisting into various intensely emotional expressions like a cartoon character on a flat screen television.

 “Stop! Stop! I say, stop!” the one in front, armed with a seemingly 17th century flintlock pistol shouted. He was a 10 of Hearts.

 “Stop, stop!” echoed the card men behind him.

 As Alice watched, the leader caught up with the woman and pushed her down in the soft grass directly in front of her and Ches’ hiding place. Worried, she made to rise, Ches caught her and held her back.

 “Be quiet,” he whispered. “That’s the Duchess, and those are the Red Queen’s guardsmen.”

 “She needs our help,” Alice argued.

 “Sure she does,” Ches replied. His voice so sarcastically wry Alice turned to look at him. “She’s engaged to the Jack of Diamonds,” he whispered. “It’s only proper she appear to put up a fight, for propriety’s sake.”

 “Oh?” Alice turned to watch.

 The woman was laughing as she looked up at card man standing over her. She reached down and pulled her fabulously fussy dress up. Alice got a good look at her long, shapely legs. This time it was very obvious that, under several layers of ruffled petticoats, the Duchess was utterly exposed.

 “Tell your men to hurry, Lieutenant,” she said. “I have a luncheon appointment with my fiancée very soon.”

 The Lieutenant smirked down at her and tossed his pistol to the ground. He began unbuckling his cod piece with a rather well practiced efficiency, Alice noted.

 “Being quick isn’t going to be a problem, Duchess,” he assured her in a surprisingly upper crust English voice.

 Behind him the rest of his detail fell into place in an orderly, single file column. They looked the epitome of military discipline as they waited patiently in line for the gangbang to start.

 Watching the group of soldiers freeing their cocks, the Duchess began eagerly rubbing between her own legs. As Alice and Ches watched from hiding, she quickly slid one, then two fingers into her pussy.

 Alice felt a moist heat building between her own legs as she squatted only a few feet away. The good Duchess looked quite eager for the deck of cards sex train to pull into her station.

 The Lieutenant pulled a long, thin, cock free and pumped the shaft a few time, pulling and pushing the cap of his foreskin back and forth over the swelling head. He sucked air in through clenched teeth, making a hissing sound of appreciation as he watched the Duchess finger-bang herself.

 The Duchess pulled her fingers clear, grinning wickedly. Looking up at the engine of her oncoming train, she slowly slid her damp fingers into her mouth and sucked them clean. Her knees rose and her legs spread as she presented the target of her pussy to the 10 of Hearts.

 He dropped to his knees, seemingly having no interest in removing his armor, and leaned forward, arms posting up to either side of the Lady’s body. She reached down between their bodies and guided the head of his cock to her opening.

 Pushing himself part way into her, he groaned out loud with pleasure. The animated face on his card puckered his lips and pushed them out. To Alice’s surprise, the lips actually pushed out of the card face like…like…like a real, normal, human’s would, she supposed.

 Duchess reached up and shoved the palm of her little hand into the card man’s face. The playing card thin appendage actually bent back like a piece of paper under the pressure. The officer made a strangled sound of protest.

 She eased back her hand and smiled, but her eyes were steel windows of authority. “Please, Lieutenant,” she said in a perfectly cultured voice. “Do not presume to take liberties.”

 “Of course, my lady!” the officer said at once. “I got a little carried away, what with my cock in you and all, it won’t happen again.”

 “I should hope not,” she replied. Leaning back she straightened her legs so they stuck straight up into the air on either side of his body. “Do continue.”

 Obeying the royal decree, the Lieutenant pushed his hips forward and impaled her with his erection. She gasped and clutched his back as he began long stroking her in a quick, rhythmic manner. Alice and Ches huddled close enough to hear the little wet slaps of their copulation, the grunts of the Lieutenant and Duchess’s answering gasps of pleasure.

 As Alice watched, feeling her own level of arousal growing, the card men in the military detail all finished removing their codpieces. Seven erections of various shapes and sizes poked out and the soldiers immediately began masturbating as they calmly waited to take their turn.

 “Oh,” Ches said with a hard little sigh under his breath. “I would so just love to clean up after this little party.” He turned toward her. “Normally, that wouldn’t be a problem,” he confided. “I’m actually quite a favorite at court and I’ve cleaned Duchess up more than a few times. This time however…” he trailed off.

 When Alice ignored him and continued watching the Lieutenant pounding into the Lady, he picked up where he’d left off.

 “Yes, I say,” he continued. “This time I couldn’t possibly because we don’t want the guards to find you. Oh, you’re worth it, don’t get me wrong, I could never betray you,” he hurried on. “But still, it is disappointing…”

 She looked over to shush him and saw he was hard, that long, curved, and cat-pink cock poking out from between his legs. He looked at her with big, sad cat eyes. She sighed, exasperated.

 “What the fuck ever,” she muttered.

 Turning back to watch the show, she reached over and took up his hard prick in an overhand grip. I suppose it won’t kill me to give him a mercy tug job, she thought. The hard, ropey flesh of his penis jumped and quivered like a tuning fork in her grip. He’d remembered not to shift his cock into fully feline mode with prerequisite ovulation spikes.

 He purred deep in his chest as she began pumping his hard-on. She quietly shushed him and he looked abashed. She let her hand move in a loose, quick rhythm, up and down, up and down. But before she knew it, she found herself falling in time to the rising and falling of the Lieutenant’s buttocks as he worked the Duchess.

 For her part, the Lady began cursing loudly in the foulest language Alice recalled ever hearing, as she neared her royal orgasm. In no uncertain terms, she berated the Lieutenant, insulting every aspect of his performance (pitiful) his manhood (an unsharpened pencil) and his parentage (inbred airline playing cards). These observations were punctuated with vile curses.

 “By the Chess Board, you are a lousy servant,” she snarled, clearly enjoying herself. “I knew I should have found the Clubs, they know how to treat a lady!” She slapped hard at his broad back, smacking the chainmail with her open palm. “Don’t you dare spunk in me, you paper-headed bastard! Don’t you dare presume!”

 “Yes, my lady!” the 10 of Hearts shouted, voice cheerful.

 At last, driven to his limit, the Lieutenant abruptly stopped mid buck, and jerked himself out of her. His hand flew to his crotch where he took the wet shaft in hand. Eyes rolled back in his head, face tilted toward the sky, he quickly jerked himself empty onto Duchess’s mons Venus.

 “That was fucking horrible!” she screamed. “Next!”

 Instantly the next card man (a 9 of Hearts) in line sprang forward, cock ready, as the Lieutenant stumbled into the meadow, trying to reattach his codpiece. Alice watched, beating Ches off with a smooth, automatic motion now. As the next card man knelt, Duchess reached down with a finger and scooped up some of the cum.

 Sticking it between her lips, she eagerly sucked the finger clean with the same obvious relish she’d given her own vaginal secretions only minutes ago.

 “Oh, oh, oh,” Ches breathed in stuttering gasps as he watched her.

 Alice felt his cock quiver hard in her hand and she pumped four or five spurts of pearl gray cum out onto the ground. Beside her, Ches’ entire body shuddered. She gave the erection a few extra strokes to be polite, and then turned back to the show.

 The second card man pulled out and dumped his load on the outside of the Duchess’ pussy, repeating the precedent established with his commanding officer. Pretending to be outrage and disgusted, Duchess shoved him off of her.

 As he stood she shouted out “Next! By god, I’ll have all of your heads to play cribbage with! Next! Next! Next!”

 In rather short order, the Duchess fucked her way down the line to the card man pulling the caboose, the 3 of Hearts. Finally, as the eighth and last guardsman deposited his sticky load on her now dripping inner thighs, she appeared somewhat satiated.

 “Detail!” the Lieutenant shouted in a deep voice. “Fall in!”

 Immediately, the group shuffled themselves into order, armor straight, and weapons at port arms. The Duchess ignored them and set about fixing her petticoats into place.

 “Attention!” the Lieutenant barked. The deck stepped to. “About. Face!” With military precision the squad executed the maneuver and turned in unison to face back the way they came. “Forward. March!”

 In a tightly geometric and synchronized formation, the soldiers marched away, tromping back over the bridge and into the woods beyond. The Duchess rose, hairdo a little worse the ware from her gangbang.

 With deft, precise, almost comically fastidious movements for a woman who seemed to enjoy bukkae finishes to her impromptu orgies, Alice thought, she straightened her gown, produced a fan to match her clothes, and proceeded down the lane as if she hadn’t just taken eight different cocks in as about as many minutes.

 There’s a lesson in there for me somewhere, Alice told herself.

 She and Ches rose and stepped out of the little copse of trees and onto the lane. Across the meadow a pair of squirrels scampered into a patch of wildflowers. A robin flew in and perched on a branch near them and promptly began singing.

 “Well, that was, I don’t know,” Alice said. “Illuminating?”

 “In what way? Ches asked.

 He’d shifted fully into his feline form while she wasn’t paying attention and was now started studiously cleaning himself. He was roughly the size of a Great Dane, which was disconcerting to see in a cat.

 “Couldn’t you at least shift to your human form?” she snapped. “I just gave you a perfectly good jerk off back there, the least you could do is let me look at your pretty face.”

 “You don’t think I’m attractive as a cat?” His feelings seemed hurt.

 “I didn’t say that, I just like your human face,” she answered.

 “Very well,” he sighed.

 He morphed right before her eyes into a lean, naked, beautiful man with luxurious hair the color his fur had been.

 She sighed. He really was a piece of eye candy. “Thank you,” she said.

 “You’re welcome.”

 “Now,” she went on. “Are we close to the Hatter’s?”

 “Just follow the cards men,” he replied.

2.

 Alice stopped and looked.

 Ches came to a stop beside her and they both looked at the scene before them. It was a depressing bacchanal. Two creatures, she now understood were shifters, a Hare and rodent she guessed, based on her understanding of Carol, was a dormouse, sat to either side of a bucked toothed runt of a man in large top hat.

 “You better do the talking,” Ches told her. “The last time I was at one of Hatter’s parties there was an issue with Dormouse.”

 “Of course there was,” she replied. “Color me shocked.”

 Ches shrugged, not looking particularly abashed. “Don’t get caught up in chit chat,” he warned. “That way lies madness.”

 She almost asked him what he meant, then decided she didn’t want to know. Clearing her voice, she stepped forward and presented herself.

 “I say,” she called out. “Hello?”

 The three obviously inebriated individuals stopped their argument and regarded her.

 “Yes, what do you want?” Hatter demanded. His voice reminded her of Johnny Depp in Pirates of the Caribbean.

 “I’m so sorry to bother you,” she said, taking a step closer. “But I’m looking for my sister, Dorothy, and I think she passed this way. Can you help me?”

 “Lost her, have you,” Dormouse said. It sounded rather more like an accusation than a question.

 “You didn’t arrange to meet at a certain time and then were unpunctual were you?” Hare asked. He checked a gold pocket watch as if gravely concerned about the current time. “I despise a lack of punctuality.”

 “Are you sure your sister wants to be found, dear?” Hatter asked.

 Alice blinked at the sudden verbal barrage, then decided to focus on the most promising track. Actually, given everything she knew, Hatter’s question was a fair one.

 “We did not have an appointment,” she told them. “But I’m her sister and she’d want to see me. Perhaps you’ve seen her?” Alice began describing her sister.

 Hatter cut her off. “Oh, her. Yes, we saw her.”

 “Quite a rude quest, if you ask me,” Hare muttered darkly.

 “Very rude, no consideration for propriety at all,” Dormouse agreed.

 They all lifted their tea cups and drank, regarding Alice with growing suspicion. Despite this, Alice felt her heart leap a little at the news.

 “Oh, that’s fantastic!” she said, clapping her hands together. “Can you tell me where she went, or how long ago she was here?”

 “I’m hosting a party,” Hatter protested.

 “I don’t have all day, you know,” Hare said.

 “I’m high as a kite from the tea,” Dormouse interjected. “And I don’t appreciate people who consort with cats.”

 “Oh boy,” Ches muttered behind her. “Here we go.”

 “Quiet,” she shushed him. “They know something.” Turning back to the trio, she cleared her throat and spoke louder. “I am ever so sorry for interrupting your party, please excuse my manners.”

 Hatter appeared mollified. He was a squat, ugly little man with a pushed in face, bulbous nose, and ridiculously buck teeth. He wore a suit and vest in outlandish shades of lime green and burnt orange. It’s hideous, Alice thought.

 “Well, you do seem rather more refined than she did,” he said begrudgingly.

 “I suppose I do have time for another cup of tea,” Hare declared.

 The Dormouse hiccupped.

 “Join us,” Hatter said. “Sit down, have a cup of tea.”

 Alice walked over to the table while Ches remained outside the yard. She carefully seated herself. Hatter took up a China pattern tea pot and poured some steaming brown liquid into a chipped cup sitting on a silver tea service.

 “Oh,” Alice said as he handed it to her. “I’m not sure I should, really. I need to keep my wits about me, I really must find my sister.”

 Hatter frowned, tea cup frozen in mid reach. “Oh.” He said. “You’re a little more like her than I initially hoped.”

 “Wasting time,” Hare warned.

 Dormouse pointed a decidedly mouse-like finger at her. “I do not converse with people who do not conform to social conventions.”

 Hatter lifted a single shaggy eyebrow, cup held between them. Alice frowned. The trio were obviously altered by whatever they were ingesting, but they didn’t seem to be so intoxicated they were unable to function. As long as she didn’t overdo whatever they had in the cup, she should be able to function and continue…she hoped.

 She took the cup. Who the hell am I kidding? She wondered. I’ve come to far already to back out. She took a sip. It was hot, tasted mildly of sugary dirty, and instantly made her tongue and lips tingle.

 “Thank you,” she said. “It’s quite delicious.” She sat the cup down on the table.

 “I am very good at the brewing,” Hatter smiled. “If I do say so myself.”

 “He’s also very punctual,” Hare pointed out, as if this were a superior attribute.

 “I pick the mushrooms,” Dormouse offered.

 Time seemed to slow down around Alice. Everything became soft and fuzzy around the edges. The tingle on her lips spread through her body in a mild euphoric rush. Unconsciously she rubbed her butt back and forth on the chair, feeling herself growing insistently aroused.

 That was fucking quick! She thought with alarm. Out loud she said, “that’s very, uhm, potent,” she observed.

 More than anything, she wanted to make these three little freaks talk, to tell her what she wanted to know about her sister. Unfortunately, she decided, what she really wanted to know most of all right know was the Duchess had experienced with all those different pricks.

 Three will have to do, she decided. She was too far gone to even wonder at the derailment in her thinking. I am stoned!

 Rising from her seat, Alice crossed her arms, reached down, grabbed hold of the bottom of her shirt, and pulled it over her head in one, smooth motion. She felt acutely aware of her breasts swinging heavy and full against gravity at the motion, bouncing against the restraints of her bra.

 Looking over as she lowered her arms, she saw the Hatter and company staring openly at the soft pillows of her tits spilling over her bra cups. Both shifters and Hatter stared at her with naked avarice in their eyes.

 The March Hare’s tongue flicked out to wet his lips, like a hungry man considering a particularly taste meal. He tucked his watch away. Unbidden, the thought of that tongue flicking wetly across her skin flashed in her mind and her groin tightened. That’s some strong tea, she thought again.

 She reached behind her and undid the clasp on her bra. The brassier popped apart and her big tits swung free. Under the influence of the tea, and the deliberate stares of her audience, her nipples began stiffening. Dropping the bra, she kicked off her shoes.

 Smirking like the Duchess, she pressed her hand flat against the smooth flesh of her belly and slid it down toward her pants. She watched their eyes glassy, bloodshot eyes follow as she traced the line. Her pants opened and the zipper made its own distinctive metallic noise as the teeth parted and it opened.

 “Ahhh,” the Hatter exhaled softly. His hand went to his crotch and began massaging himself through his pants.

 “I have time for this,” Hare agreed.

 “Better than cake,” Dormouse offered. “And cake’s pretty damn good.”

 Alice hooked her thumbs in her waistband and pushed her jeans past the curve of her hips, taking her panties down with them. As her vagina came into view, the Dormouse stood, excited, and she saw his erection. His hand went to the pink cock. She watched as he squeezed and pulled at the head of organ, eyes roaming her body.

 She stepped out of her pants and stood before them, naked, beautiful, in complete command of their attention. Behind her, Ches gathered up her clothes for her.

 “I’d ask them your question now,” he warned.

 She ignored him, though a distant, quiet, part of her mind thought he was making a good point.

 The Hatter reached forward, took two fistfuls of table cloth, and ripped the settings from the table. Cups and saucers and the kettle, as well as several little cakes, flew to the ground in a massive clatter of jangling silver spoons and breaking crockery.

 “On the table!” the Hatter shouted. “On the table!”

 “Quickly!” Hare cried.

 Dormouse squeaked, his body growing more humanoid.

 She saw Hatter’s chest heaving, could see the big tent in his pants formed by his hard-on, and smirked. She had them eating out of her hand. Why this was important, she could quite recall, but she felt wonderful.

 The Dormouse stroked his prick, fist pumping up and down as he stared at her. Beside him, Hare sat back down in a chair, as if dizzy. His cock poked up like a flagpole from between his ridiculously muscled and white furred thighs.

 Stepping forward, using an empty chair as a ladder, Alice stepped up onto the table. She looked down at her audience, feet set shoulder width apart. Almost casually, she reached up with her hands and pinched her nipples, tugging gently at them, coaxing them out stiffer and stiffer. Dormouse’s sighed out loud.

 Taking her left breast in both hands, she pushed it up toward her face and gently kissed it. Her tongue came out and she shivered as she traced a circle of warm saliva around her own nipple. Carefully, she bit down softly onto the button and pulled, stretching it out. There was a hardline connection between her nipple and her pussy, and pleasure currents jolted through her as the sensation travelled between her two erogenous zones.

 She sucked hard for a moment, enjoying the warm, slippery feeling, then let her breast drop. Hare took hold of his own cock and began jacking off. She glanced up, locked eyes with the Hatter. His orbs, under the bushy brows, burned with intensity and his lust poured out of him like heat from a furnace.

 Fully in the grip of the tea, Alice smiled.

 With one hand, she continued pinching and rubbing at her nipple, but her other began a lazy meander down her stomach again. Hand pressed flat against her abdomen, fingers spread wide, she pushed it slowly down past her belly button and into the soft, groomed, bush of her pubic hair.

 Grinning stupidly, Hatter unzipped his pants. She let her middle finger skim over her clitoral hood and rub down along the seam of her pussy. Hatter fumbled with his horridly orange, Victorian-age trousers, hands trembling as he fought to release his erection. Slowly, Alice bent her finger at the knuckle and pushed it in past the sticky folds of her labia.

 “Ohh,” she breathed. She closed her eyes and ran her tongue across her lips.

 As she opened them again, the thick cudgel of the Hatter’s cock, mushroom head swollen like a balloon, popped free. For a man standing about five foot two, his cock could have belonged to an NBA player, she thought.

 Her pussy made a moist little parting sound as she pushed deep into herself, curled her finger back and ground against the ridged roof where her G-spot rested. She rubbed across the rigid folds and shuddered. Pussy juice leaked out of her, sliding in a wet sheen on her inner thighs. She smelled her own arousal.

 She watched Hatter, cock in fist, step forward and grab the table for support to stop from falling over. His face flushed red and sweat broke out on his forehead under his stovepipe hat. His mouth fell open, and he had hold of his hard cock so tightly, the pressure seemed about to burst the distended glans like over ripe fruit.

 “Yes, yes, yes!” he panted, slurring the words in his excitement.

 “Give me a minute, Dormouse and jack me off, Door,” the Hare growled. “Jack me off this instant!”

 “No!” Dormouse snapped back, eyes still on Alice. “Leave me alone!”

 Alice bent her legs and dropped down on her heels, spreading her knees wide to give the trio a good view of her as she finger fucked herself. As they watched, already glassy eyes glazing over with lust, she took the middle finger of her free hand and slid it into her mouth.

 She sucked on the finger, coating the slender digit with spit. Between her legs, she no longer rubbed herself, but instead began running her finger in and out of her damp pussy at a faster and faster pace.

 Finger glistening with her spit, she pulled it out of her mouth and reached around behind her back to the crack of her ass. The three watchers started shouting in excitement and approval, hooting in mad, almost inarticulate whoops.

 “Screw a Raven or a Writing Desk!” barked Hatter.

 “I’m glad I took the time to come today!” Hare shouted.

 Dormouse squealed in a frenzy.

 Her moist finger slid over the puckered ridge of her pink anus and rubbed lightly there, spreading her spit around the opening. Her squatting position worked to pull the opening apart, and her finger slid slowly into her ass.

 “Oohh,” she cooed.

 “Come now, we’re not on the clock, jerk me off, Dormouse!” The Hare shouted, his own hand beating his dick almost too fast for the eye to follow. He reached out with his other paw-hand and grasped at Dormouse’s arm.

 “No!” Dormouse, shouted back, slapping the hand away.

 Alice experimented with the plunging fingers inside her, finding a smooth, sliding, alternating rhythm as she pushed in and out of her spit-slick ass, and damp flowing pussy. She groaned, a deep animal sound, as the pleasure built up inside her and everything around her had taken on a funhouse mirror quality

 All three of the party goes crowded up to the table, hands jerking cocks, reaching out with their others to touch and run them across her body. She closed her eyes as the hands roamed her body, squeezing and pinching at her tits, rubbing the smooth curves of her ass cheeks.

 She surrendered herself to the insane moment. The hands grew more insistent, rough, and almost frantic, with need and she started losing her balance. Pulling her finger out of her ass, she reached behind her to steady herself on the table.

 The motion caused her back to arc and push her hips forward, even as she continued finger fucking herself. She felt the tickling whiskers and soft fur of the Dormouse, in his human-esque form, push up between her thighs, jostling her. She pulled her fingers free and reached behind her for another point of balance. Luxuriating in the effects of the tea, she opened her eyes just as the shifter shoved his face the rest of the way forward.

 A long, warm tongue slid into her, she moaned down low in her throat as Dormouse began eating her out. His long, quick tongue, every bit as clever as Ches’s, began lapping at her cunt, burrowing inside to tickle her, or hungrily licking her rapidly engorging clitoris.

 “Oohh, aahh,” she gasped.

 She did a half crunch movement and looked down between her legs where the shifter went busily to town. The party goer made wet, slurping sounds as he turned her on, and more and more of her vaginal juices began flowing.

 Hare stood right next to the crouched Dormouse, eyes locked on his companion performing enthusiastic, sloppy cunnilingus. His hand pumped his erect cock, jerking it hard as he took in the scene.

 “That’s it! That’s it! I don’t have time for this!” Hare shouted, sounding near crazed. “We must capture these moments in tie! I told you to jack me off! I told you! But noooo!”

 The bigger Hare quickly and quite rudely positioned himself behind his friend, grabbing Dormouse’s hips at the waist where he bent over the table to service Alice. Hare continued nodding and muttering to himself, but once his cock found Dormouse’s backdoor, he locked in with determined focus.

 Dormouse lifted his head and squeaked as Hare shoved into him, stabbing fast and hard with his meat pole. Alice watched in stoned shock and fascination as the weird, strange, kinky scene continued unfolding. As Dormouse continued to squeak his halfhearted protest, she suddenly realized how much her pussy missed his tongue.

 Doing a half sit-up, thank you Pilates, she reached out and caught Dormouse’s head by the ears. Taking hold of them firmly, she pulled his face back down between her thighs. “Don’t stop, Mousey,” she urged. “Please don’t stop.”

 Hare’s thrusts as he butt fucked Dormouse rocked the smaller shifter forward with each thrust, pushing his face deeper between Alice’s legs. Again she felt the hot, wet rope of his tongue slide between her lips and begin working inside her.

 Gooseflesh broke out in rippling waves across her skin. Groaning with the ecstasy, she lay back and let her head loll off the edge of the table, her hair trailing down. She closed her eyes, feeling dizzy, and listened to the sloppy slurping of Dormouse, and the hard fleshy slaps as Hare pumped his cock in and out of the smaller shifter’s ass, grunting with the effort.

 A broad strong hand took hold of her head and she turned her head instinctively. 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 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, still feeling too dizzy to open her eyes. In the next moment she felt the head of what had to be Hatter’s cock lay itself on her tongue. She smelled male, a slight trace of urine, and the salty tang of pre-cum leaking from the meatus slit. 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 were in her hair, pulling it roughly. As the cock began slamming in and out of her mouth, making her sputter and cough and gag, she felt the oddly familiar sense of comfort at having a big cock fucking her mouth. It had come to feel very natural for her.

 She tried moving her head on her neck in time with the thrusting, but the hands holding her kept her locked firmly in place. She wasn’t sucking this strange cock off, it was fucking her, taking what it wanted. Her tits rolled heavily back and forth on her chest under the assault.

 There was a flavorful musk odor come from the crotch each time her nose pushed roughly into Hatter’s public hair. It was a scent she most associated with the Looking Glass guardians who’d double-teamed her upon her arrival from her own Earth.

 She pressed her thighs tighter, trying desperately to provide more stimulation for swollen clit. Down between her legs, Dormouse squeaked in protest.

 She kept coughing, the throat invasion coming too fast, too rough for her to relax, and she continued gagging up long ropes of spit. She suspected Hatter of getting off on her choking, and enjoying the sadistic power game. The feeling was, she had to admit, with a sort of fuzzy, euphoric logic, utterly singular.

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

 The little fucking runt’s close now, she thought.

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

 Giggling wildly, Hatter pulled his dick free. Bending her face upward again, she felt several thick slugs of come dribble out onto her cheeks and bridge of her nose. She got a blurred image of him looking down at her 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, rubbed 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. Hatter stumbled backward in an inebriated lurch and sat down in his chair.

 Meanwhile between her legs, things were heating up.

 Dormouse’s mouth opened wider and his tongue slaved her vagina, parting the lips and licking wetly into her depths then scrubbing her clitoris in long, slow licks. She grabbed hold of his hair and cried out. His breath came humid and hot against her inner thighs.

 “Yes,” she sobbed. Then again and again, “ugh, ugh.” It was inarticulate noise, but the shifter’s tongue moved inside her tight cunt in hot waves, driving words from her mouth. Her hips came down into the press of his tongue and he began fucking her with it, sliding it in and out with quick thrusts, then lapping at her in broad strokes.

 She rolled her head in ecstasy, disbelieving the intensity of the sensations sweeping through her, and her eyes rolled wildly. She felt a burning pressure building low in her belly, a violent need, like a storm. She ground down and Dormouse worked his tongue into her, his lips wet with the sheen of her pussy juice. In the next moment her orgasm reached a breaking point.

 She felt a his finger slid between her asscheeks and the tea really started kicking. The digit pushed its way in and found the opening there. Gently, he began rubbing her anus in time to the rhythm of his tongue.

 Her eyes, heavy lidded with approaching release, opened wide in shock and the sensation proved too much, She swept over the edge and screamed. Her pussy clenched like a fist and pleasure jolted through her body in wide, hot currents. She screamed again and her vagina released in an explosion of fluid.

 Her orgasm sprayed out and she shuddered in spasms so strong they went beyond her ability to control her body and rivers of orgasmic secretions flowed from her. The Hatter’s part guest grunted in satisfaction as her hot, orgasmic juices gushed across his face. It ran down his furry cheeks and collected in the hollow of his throat.

 Still impaled on his tongue, she shuddered, and shuddered.

 Dormouse’s hand came up and grabbed her breast, thumb going to the erect nipple there and tracing a tight circle. She inhaled sharply, then relaxed into the strength of his grip and her pussy throbbed.

 “Good job, Dormouse!” she yelled, sitting up. She shoved him back and scooted off the table, getting to her knees in front of him.

 “Yeah! Yeah!” Dormouse cried as she took him in her mouth and returned his favor. Behind him, Hare kept pounding away.

 Hare growled, pushed, grunted, and Doremouse cried out. Lips wrapped around his little pink shifter dick, Alice felt the shock as Hare shoved his cock into the other shifter’s ass. Dormouse bucked forward, pushing his dick into Alice and she bobbed her head faster.

 She felt Hare heave forward, sinking balls deep in Dormouse’s ass.

 “Goddamn,” he hissed, struggling to take it.

 Alice brought her hands up to his hips and pressed, giving the slighter shifter something to resist against and steady himself. Dormouse tried centering his balance, but the Hare didn’t give him a lot of time to compensate.

 He began fucking him in long, full strokes, cockhead to root, on each push, picking up the pace quickly in a hard, brutal rhythm. It struck Alice as very bunny like. The sound of flesh slapping flesh filled Alice’s ears, mixing with the wet tempo of her mouth sliding up and down along the little boner.

 “Oh my,” Dormouse whispered, voice suddenly shifting in tone.

 His fingers massaged Alice’s hair and she heard Hare grunting like a man lifting a heavy rock.

 She breathed in, absorbing the scent of animal musk and wet cock. The dick in her mouth began twitching and she stopped bobbing, sucked harder and ran her tongue furiously along the underside of the shaft, massaging the glans.

 “Oh, oh, oh!” Dormouse whimpered. “Please, please.”

 “Oh my,” Hare growled. “Lost time is never found again! Shoot in her mouth, shoot, Dor! .”

 “Yes, Hare, yes, Hare,” he moaned. “Oh, this is a great party! I’m going to shoot!”

 He bucked into Alice’s face, slamming his ass back into the March Hare’s cock, then thrusting his dick forward into Alice’s waiting mouth. Warm, watery, almost sweet, jets of semen suddenly squirted into her mouth. She eagerly swallowed.

 Tastes better than the damn tea, she thought.

 “Oh, Hare,” Dormouse groaned. “Her mouth is so good.”

 “Time you enjoy wasting is not time wasted!” Hare barked.

 Abruptly the Hare, obviously pushed over the edge, began fucking Dormouse harder. The little shifter squawked out loud in surprise, and Alice heard the bigger shifter’s hips impact Dormouse’s asscheeks like punches, slamming into his smaller body with feral force.

 “Ugh, ugh, ugh!” Dormouse gasped.

 He leaned forward under the assault, hands going to Alice’s shoulders as his dick, still leaking cum, slipped out of her mouth. She hugged his legs to help support him and Dormouse half draped himself across her body. The force of Hare’s impacts traveled through him in seismic tremors.

 The little shifter’s dick jumped and swung under the impact, spraying cum drops on Alice’s face and neck. “Fuck me, Hare, fuck me,” he urged as Alice held him.

 “Conserve time! On your knees by the girl!” Hare ordered.

 Instantly, Dormouse obeyed. He dropped to his knees, pressing his cheek against Alice’s. Hare moved between them, big hands grabbing them both by the tops of their heads and pushing their faces into his cock. On either side of the massive erection, Alice and Dormouse pressed their lips around the shaft, and he pumped it back and forth between their open mouths.

 Alice stared deeply into Dormouse’s eyes as they shared the thrusting cock, letting the big shifter use their faces like fuck toys. The cock, slick and greasy from being in Dormouse’s ass, slipped and slid between their lips.

 “Time waits for no man!” Hare yelled, face scrunched up like a man in pain. “I’m going to shoot!” He stopped moving. “Seize the moment! Jack me off on her face, Dormouse! Jack me off before time runs out!”

 Instantly, Dormouse grabbed Alice by the back of her neck, holding her firmly in place. His other hand wrapped around Hare’s dick and began furiously beating him off, his fist pumping so quickly it was a blur.

 With obvious relish Dormouse pointed the meat pole at Alice’s upturned face and pumped faster. “Open your mouth!” he sang out. “Open your mouth!”

 Firmly in the grips of the tea, Alice opened her mouth.

 Jets of thick hot cream, clotted and salty, surged into her open mouth, across her out thrust tongue, and all over her face. Sticky semen syrup plastered into her as Dormouse jacked Hare’s balls empty onto him.

 She felt clumps drip off her tongue, and marveled in amazement at the amount of cum Hare had to dump. She looked up, and Hare stood rigid, almost up on his toes, as Dormouse finished pumped his cock down onto Alice’s face.

 He opened his mouth, gasping for air, then, gradually, as the amount of cum slowed, Hare relaxed. Dormouse leaned forward and stuck the cock between his lips, going ass to mouth without the slightest hesitation.

 This tea is some strong stuff, Alice thought, remembering Dormouse’s earlier reluctance to submit to Hare.

 Hare looked down and pulled his hard-on out of his friend’s mouth. He looked over at Alice. “You are a much better party guest than your sister,” he informed her gravely.

 As he collapsed back into his chair, Alice, strangley pleased by the comment, realized that was the first time Hare had spoken a non-time related utterance.
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 Exhausted, Alice sat up on the table. She wiped her chin with the back of her arm and looked around in stunned amazement. Hatter lay face down on the table, snoring like a ban saw buzzing. Both Hare and Dormouse sprawled out on the lawn, dead to the world. As she watched Hare’s cock leaked a little cum.

 “Christ,” she muttered. “I know men get sleepy, but that’s ridiculous.”

 Ches, morphing smoothly into his most human aspect, pressed his handsome face in close to her. He eyed her lips hungrily. Sensing his need, which he did very little to conceal, she leaned forward and snowballed him. Their tongues met in a swirling, eager kiss, and he gently lick-sucked the last of Hatter and Hare’s semen from her mouth. Breaking the passionate kiss, he gently lapped up the mix of cum and spit that smeared her chin.

 Exhausted herself, she leaned back for a moment and enjoyed the post-coital glow. That had been a weird, funky scene. The further in you go, the weirder it gets, her Hare had said. So far, he hadn’t been wrong. She abruptly realized she was thinking coherently again and felt glad she’d only taken a sip of the tea.

 Ches finished, stepped back and allowed himself to blend into more of a hybrid form. He promptly began grooming his chin and whiskers with his long, rough tongue. Suddenly his ear twitched. He stopped licking and looked up, head cocked to one side. His ear twitched again.

 “What was that?” he asked.

 “What was what?” Alice asked. Fighting off the last vestiges of the strange tea, she swung her feet off the table and sat up.

 The musical notes of a trumpet sounded across the meadow from inside the woods. Startled, she stood up. If she was surprised, Ches seemed shocked. With a hiss, the cat-shifter leapt up onto the table in a single, fluid motion where he crouched.

 The horn blew again.

 “Those are card men!” he said in a yowling voice.

 “Guardsmen?” Alice repeated. “Card players? What?”

 “Are you stoned still?” He demanded. “We watch them pull a train on Duchess not an hour ago. They are the Queen’s Cohort,” Ches explained. “We do not want to be caught traveling through the land without an official writ.” He looked at her. “Hint; we do not have one!”

 “What do we do?” Alice demanded. She remained more effected by the tea than she’d initially thought, she realized. She began looking around for her clothes, but this time the horn sounded again, much closer. “What do we do?” she repeated.

 “Do? We run!” Ches replied, as if she were a mental handicapped student.

 “I’m naked!”

 “No time!”

 “Run where?”

 “Inside,” Ches said.

 “What about them?” she asked, indicating the sleeping members of her mini-orgy.

 “They’re drunk at tea time,” Ches shrugged. “This is all their misfortune and none of my own. Besides, Hatter may currently be in poor standing with the Red Queen, but he’s still the Hatter, he’ll be fine.”

 “Won’t they search the house?”

 She looked down the curving road and saw banners and red flying pendants flapping in the wind on the end of long white lances, crest the hilltop. She recognized them.

 “We engage plan B. We’re going to use Hatter’s Looking Glass!” Ches answered.

 Looking glass? Alice wondered in surprise. Surely it’s not the same…

 She had no more time to reflect. With an agile leap, Ches cleared the table and made the front door in a single, easy bound. Without looking back, the shifter threw open the door and darted inside. With one last look at the passed out party goers, head still fuzzy, Alice raced after him.
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 The Hatter’s house reminded her of a twisted theme park creation. Everything was constructed to a smaller scale, but also oddly canted. Door frames leaned crazily, a pair of wide curved steps ran in a twisting staircase that listed hard in the other direction.

 The furniture, again done in a proper late-Victorian fashion of heavy, dark woods, looked uneven, the items such as silver candle sticks, vases, crystal dishes, and oak humidors, all looked ready to slide off and fall to the floor.

 All of these strange, unsettling impressions, whirled by as Alice hurried after the fleeing Ches. From outside the Cards men came close enough for the heavy tromping of their feet to be easily heard. When a final trumpet blast echoed out, it rang close enough to rattle the glass panes in the window.

 Coming off the stairs into a short hall on the top floor, Ches, who had apparently been in the house before, threw open the first door and plunged inside. Alice followed him into the room just as heavy pounding shook the front door.

 “Oh, come on!” Ches growled. “They’re passed out right in front of you!” He turned to look at Alice. “Cards men are not chosen for their insight.”

 “I should think not?” Alice said, mainly because she couldn’t think of anything else to say.

 Blinking her eyes into focus, she looked around the room. There was a lavish, four poster bed with silk bedding. A white stone fireplace, boasting a canter-hung full length mirror above the mantle.

 Laid out on the bed was The Dress.

 “Oh,” she said.

 Ignoring the protesting Cheshire she moved over to the bed. She looked down at the garment, strangely fascinated, almost absurdly so, she managed to realize. She wondered if this were still the effects of the tea. Doesn’t matter, I’m naked. A pale blue puffed sleeve dress with a crisp, white pinafore, it was plainly in her size. Beside it were black ankle-strap shoes and stockings.

 She picked it up, mesmerized, and saw the eponymous Alice-headband, color matching the dress. Delighted she scooped everything up. It felt like she’d been given her superhero costume.

 You’re high as a kite, she thought. You know that right?

 “Dress later, run now!” Chez said from behind her. She turned, clothes clutched to her, and he leapt nimbly onto the mantle and looked back over his shoulder. “This is where we part ways, for now, I’m afraid.”

 “No!” Alice said, surprised. She needed her local guide in this insane universe. Needed him very much. Besides, she admitted to herself, all that cream pie cleanup is awful nice, and he’s so, so very pretty.

 “Look, it’s not that I don’t want to help you,” Ches said. Downstairs the door burst open with a loud bang. Alice heard angry shouts fill the front room. “Sorry,” he cut himself off. “No time. Just try and picture your sister when you pass through.”

 “Pass thro--?” Alice started to ask.

 Ches leapt in a graceful dive straight into the mirror and passed through the glass like a swimmer into a pool. She blinked in surprise. He was gone.

 “They must be upstairs!” the ridiculously cultured voice of the 10 of Hearts shouted. “After them!”

 Alice spun and, operating on pure instinct, slammed the door shut. She saw a metal skeleton key sticking from the lock, and she turned it, leaving the key in the door. Nearly panicked, though not entirely sure exactly what she was afraid of, or how much was the tea, she cast wildly around the room. Over underneath a window sat an ornate, but sturdy enough chair.

 Tucking her new clothes under one arm, she drug it over in front of the fireplace just as heavy footsteps pounded up the stairs to the accompaniment of shouts and vulgar cursing. Using the back for balance, she hoped up onto the chair and looked into the mirror.

 He said picture my sister, she thought, but before she could do so she saw the glass begin swirling like clouds gathering for a tornado. Suddenly her entire focused was drawn into the swirling images before her and she stared into the looking glass, hypnotized. Behind her the door shook.
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 The door splintered as an axe blade bit through the wood. The terrifying sound and fury snatched her back from her mirror-gazing revere.

 “Fuck!” she screamed, horrified. “What the hell do you want!” she demanded.

 The axe bit into the wood again and she decided she didn’t want to wait around to hear the answer to her question.

 “Dorothy, Dorothy, Dorothy!” she muttered quickly.

 Closing her eyes, she pictured her sister, and without looking, jumped up off the chair. Using the mantle to push off, she vaulted forward, fully expecting to bash her skull open as she did so.

 That didn’t happen and in the next instant she was falling.

 “Ohh,” she gasped in surprise.

 Opening her eyes, she saw she was falling, tumbling down through a beautiful blue sky. But she was hardly plummeting to her death. Instead, she floated downwards like a feather on a gentle breeze. Indeed, a warm breeze played through her hair, caressing her naked body, and her pounding heart slowed as she realized not only had the Looking Glass worked, but she was safe, comfortable even.

 Curious, she looked down. She say a fairy tale land of idyllic pastures in segmented rectangles of deep green and rich brown. Here and their hillocks rose in gentle undulations, capped by copses and stands of hardwood trees. To one side stretched an expansive, verdant orchard, to the other a lazy creek, dappled in the sunlight, meandered through the idyllic landscape. Arrayed like a chessboard, sections of the landscape lay segmented by neat, uniform rows of hedges breaking the topography up in orderly, symmetrical squares.

 Curious, and completely devoid of apprehension, Alice looked down beneath her. Running in straight, hard edges, the outlines of a hedge maze spread away some 10 stories beneath her. With a start, she realized that, on her present course, she was going to land right in the labyrinth.

 Intimidated by the sheer size of the thing, she quickly attempted to memorize the layout once she identified the closest possible exit through the shrub walls from where she estimated she’d make landing. In the center of the maze was a gigantic hot air balloon, fully inflated and running riot with swirls of primary colors.

 Even as she floated downward, the balloon began to rise. Taller than the three story farm house she grew up in, the helium filled canvas, in kaleidoscope patchworks of yellows, reds, blues, and greens, rose up past her, about a fifty yards away.

 In the next moment the great, rounded curve of the balloon swept inward toward the gondola and Alice clearly saw three riders. Two small figures flanked a third, larger one. Her eyes opened in shock.

 “Dorothy!” she shouted.

 It worked! She thought, heart leaping with joy. The Cheshire kept his promise!

 But it was a Dorothy of a sort she had never seen before. Dressed head to toe in a white leather jumpsuit that hugged her body, every bit as lean and heavy breasted as Alice, her sister’s icy blonde hair, in sharp contrast to her own Auburn tresses, was swept back and pinned up, a golden tiara sparkling with diamonds, resting easily on her smooth, untroubled brow.

 Almost as surprising as seeing her sister, was seeing her casually standing a long side the Duchess. The Lady, hair once again immaculate, regarded Alice with a disapproving stare. Seeing the falling, or at least floating downward, girl, completely naked, she sniffed and turned her head.

 “Slut,” she sniffed.

 Alice gaped in shock at her audacity. Gaped in shock at the whole experience, really. Behind the two women another of the shifter breed, Alice assumed, stood impassively. A sort of lizard man dressed as Victorian dandy, complete with monocle, regarded her with an implacable gaze.

 A gigantic, ridiculously muscled, figure, Alice realized his features reminded her more of a mythical dragon than they did a common lizard. He was utterly savage, but also somehow regal in appearance.

 Alice swallowed, he seemed like a creature not to cross.

 Realizing they were drifting apart, Alice shook herself out of her tea assisted fog of surprise. “Dorothy!” she called again.

 “Alice,” Dorothy nodded. Her tone was conversational, her expression, bland.

 They floated past each other, one drifting up, and the other floating down. Alice blinked in surprise at the lack of reaction from her. Shouldn’t she be shocked to find her here, joyous to be reunited…?

 Only, Alice realized, they weren’t really being reunited. The man-dragon pulled out his pocket watch (much larger and nicer than Hare’s) glanced at it, tsk tsked with a disapproving shake of his massive head, and put the watch back in his pocket. Not bothering to look at the falling woman, the dapper creature reached over and jerked down on a loop of dangling cord.

 Instantly, with a fierce roar, the burner ignited in a sheet of flame, jetting super-heated air upwards into the balloon. The gondola began rising faster as Alice floated down past them.

 “Dorothy! Wait!” Alice called, shocked. “Wait, I’ve come to find you!”

 “My dear,” Dorothy said, “I’m afraid I can’t wait, I’m late you know, terribly late.” She looked away.

 “Have some shame you tasty little trollop,” Duchess snapped.

 Alice’s mouth worked in amazement. She didn’t know what to say, didn’t know how to grasp this situation and its implications. The foul Duchess was getting under her skin with her arrogant pronouncements.

 “I’m not the one who banged a whole deck of cards,” she shouted back. It was a slight exaggeration, she knew, it’d really been more of a hand of cards, really, but still…

 The Duchess looked as if she’d been slapped. “Execute her!” she screamed. “Execute her!”

 Dorothy lifted an eyebrow at her sister while the dragon (she couldn’t really think of him as anything else) appeared to smirk behind the Duchess’ back.

 Then the balloon floated past her and rapidly drifted away.

 “Dorothy!” Alice called one last time. There was no answer.

 In the next moment Alice dropped down between the towering walls of the hedge maze and realized, to her horror, that in the confusion of the exchange with her sister, she’d forgotten to keep her bearings.

 As her view of the outside world slipped away behind the verdant shrubbery, she knew she had little idea of how to proceed through the maze.

 “Sonofabitch!” she cursed as she came to a gentle rest on soft, emerald green grass. She rested next to a little stone bench in an unremarkable corridor between high shrug walls of what she thought could be arborvitaes…sort of.

6.

 Unsure of what to do next, and feeling soundly deflated by the exchange with her apparently indifferent sister, Alice got dressed mechanically. Gone now was all her joy in finding the Hatter’s little fetish dress. She was more worried that ever.

 At least on the tea I didn’t care about any—

 Startled at her thoughts, she cut herself off. Of course! She’s drugged! It explained a lot, and now she had to find her and rescue her more than ever. She stood, pleased with the dress, and slid the headband on her hair.

 “Now I’ve just got to get out of this maze,” she thought.

 “That can prove much harder than you might think,” informed a voice behind her.

 Startled, Alice spun, then gaped, then fell back several steps in a mixture of fear and amazement. “Oh,” she squeaked out, reminding herself uncomfortably of Dormouse. “Oh, my, hello.” She looked between the figures legs at what hung there and added, somewhat lamely, “sir.”

 “Yes, hello,” the Minotaur said.

 The fantastical creature stood as tall as the Looking Glass Guardians, and his penis seemed every inch their equal as well. If possible, he was even broader than they were. She’d once been taken on a very bad first date to a professional wrestling match, while still an undergrad.

 The Minotaur displayed a musculature even larger and more ridiculously grotesque than those carnival performers had. Head of a Brahma bull with strong, wide set horns that tapered inward. A human body writ large, but covered with the chocolate hide of a bull.

 Long, heavy cock dangling, gigantic testicles swinging between hugely muscled thighs that swept down into cloven hooves. A tail swished casually behind him.

 “I do not believe you are from around here.”

 Sweet pick up line, Alice thought. Out loud she said, “I need to follow that balloon!”

 “You should take the other one,” the Minotaur suggested.

 “Where is it?” she asked, excited. Never mind that she didn’t have the first clue about flying balloons.

 “Why, in the center of the maze, of course,” the Minotaur said.

 Alice smirked at him, he pretended to ignore her. “And I don’t suppose you’d be willing to just tell me how to get there?”

 “I wouldn’t be much a Barrier Guardian if I did,” he pointed out.

 “But you can be bribed.”

 “It’s happened before,” he admitted.

 “I presume I already know your price?” Her flippancy left her. The being was a very intimidating creature, quite capable of hurting her, she realized.

 “It’s no very original, I’m afraid,” he admitted. “But, I’m sort of here to serve a purpose, and rules are rules.”

 Alice didn’t ask him who it was, exactly, that did make the rules. They certainly had their own internal consistency, she admitted. She stepped closer, he loomed above her.

 Sooner begun, sooner done, she thought.

 Hand trembling, she reached out to touch the smooth, heavily muscled hide of the Minotaur. Tentatively, she ran her hand across his lumps and ridges, it felt like rubbing living marble. The power suppressed in his mighty limbs fairly thrummed under her touch.

 At the feel of her touch, the beast man snorted, well, like a bull, and stamped one big, hoofed foot on the ground. Startled, Alice drew her hand back quickly.

 “No,” the Minotaur said, voice a rumbling basso profundo. “Continue.”

 Done between his legs, his swinging cock began to stiffen, growing fatter and plumper as he grew excited. Up close, she saw that, while his member would have given the Looking Glass Knights a serious run for their money, his heavy, hanging ball sack was second to none.

 Alice, a product of proper private schools, and Ivy League universities, had never been on a farm in her life. Her own frame of reference for testicles came from viewing Animal Planet. Still, the softball sized globes tightly bunched under the Minotaur’s growing cock were the most massive she’d ever seen.

 She pressed one small hand against the sculpted wall of his chest and looked up into the mirror of his black eyes. His horns, much like the one between his thick thighs, were huge. They swept upward and then curved inward so that the gleaming points were much closer together than at the base, where they emerged from his thick, broad skull.

 “May I?” she asked. She was suddenly so curious to have this experience she could barely suppress the shockingly strong urges she felt to throw herself at the thing’s cock face first.

 “Proceed,” the Minotaur growled.

 Alice found her voice. “I need to follow that balloon,” she reminded him.

 Leaving her hand on his chest, where she felt the gong-like beat of his heart pulsing against her hand, Alice reached down and gently cupped his balls. They were smooth and soft and hot to the touch. The creature’s skin was velvet smooth over the testicles as she gently rubbed them, feeling her own nipples stiffen in response.

 Above the balls, the thing’s cock stood fully erect now. Thick as her forearm, veins scrolled up and down its length in red ropes. The tip was a rounded helmet with a deep, dark slit of a meatus. She imagined cum spurting out of the wide opening, pumping up from the big reservoirs of the balls she was holding. It would be a white sticky mess, and Alice thought the bitch of a Duchess would approve.

 Ches is going to be positively jealous he missed cleaning up after this, she giggled silently to herself.

 She slid her hand up to the Minotaur’s shaft and grasped it at the base. The hard cock was like a wooden bat in her little hand, her fingers unable to encircle the prick. She was acutely aware of how big the creature was standing next to her. Heat radiated from it in waves as if she were basking in the glow of a fire. One wrong move and it could knock her to the ground without trying.

 She shivered a little in delighted fear.

 She brought her other hand down and took the battering ram of a shaft in a two fisted grip, exploring. She began running them up over the head and then back down to the base. Again the Minotaur snorted, bull-like, but this time she didn’t jump, even when hot, moist breath washed down over her like a swampy breeze pushing her hair around on her head.

 “Like this?” she asked in a soft, eager voice.

 “Do not stop,” it commanded.

 “Sir,” she said, “it’s so big, I’m worried it’s too big for me.”

 “Take it or leave it,” the being told her. “You can wonder the labyrinth for as long as you like for all I care.”

 She began stroking a little faster, stopping at the top of each motion to lightly squeeze the head. The inner shaft was a steel rod under the softer, slightly spongy outer layer of tissue. She picked up the speed a little more and added a slight twisting motion in opposite directions with her hands.

 The Minotaur made a strangled sort of gurgle deep in its throat. The muscles of its thighs quivered in a tic and its tail lashed back and forth. She leaned down and gently kissed the head of the cock.

 “But you’ll tell me the way out,” she murmured into his cock.

 “I keep my bargain,” by the sudden shift in the tone of his voice, it seemed as if he were now eager to assure her.

 She slowly licked the shaft with her tongue, leaving a trail of her saliva along the upper part, and gentle massaging the resilient crown in a probing, wriggling motion.

 “And you know where the balloon went?”

 “Yes, yes!” the Minotaur roared. It stamped a hoof hard enough for her to feel the reverberations up through the ground and into the soles of her feet. “Do not stop your ministrations, human! Finish and I will tell you all you wish to know.”

 She licked him again, slow and long and dripping with spit. “Do you so promise?”

 “I swear! I swear!” the beast man bellowed.

 In response, Alice fit half of the top of the head of his cock in her mouth and sucked, letting her tongue swirl around as she jacked him with both her hands. With each bob of her head she made loud slurping noises and pushed more of the huge cock into her mouth.

 The first three inches of the thing’s erection filled her mouth until she felt her cheeks bulging. Knowing how hard the organ was going to split her once he decided to take her, she pulled her head back and spit some more, coating it with her saliva.

 A heavy, clean animal musk filled her nose and she inhaled, feeling connected to something larger than herself in every sense of the word. The massive penis in her hands felt primal, pagan, strong and wild. It made her think of maidens left chained by cowardly villagers for mythical beasts.

 Now that she’d seen such a legendary creature this close, she had to wonder if the stories were true. If she had managed to come to this world, this Wonderland, then maybe in the past these magical beings had visited her world.

 Maybe she wasn’t the first human woman to taste Minotaur cock.

 Excited, she redoubled her efforts, head bobbing, fists pumping. Her heart hammered in her chest with adrenaline and she felt herself growing more aroused with every moment. These sensations were utterly new to her, seemingly a product only of this place where she was free to indulge her desires without the risk of anyone she knew discovering her dark secrets. She knew she could no longer blame everything on the tea. For the moment, she was past caring.

 The truth was, sucking this man-beast off wasn’t enough for her. She wanted more. She needed more. She wanted to feel this immense organ pushing into her, filling her up, thrusting inside her. She moaned, reached down, and thrust her hand between her legs and up under her new skirt.

 She pulled the stockings down to her knees, moved her wet panties aside, and stuffed two fingers into her sopping pussy. The palm of her hand rubbed at her swollen clit as she furiously masturbated. Above her, the Minotaur leaned back its head and bellowed up toward the sky in pleasure. She thought the mooing was going to rupture her ear drums.

 “Quickly,” the Minotaur roared. “Over the stone bench!”

 Jumping quickly to follow the command, Alice moved over the short distance to the bench and knelt belly down across the white bricks. She looked back over one shoulder, brushing her hair from her face, and pushed her tangled stockings and panties quickly down further past her knees.

 Her eyes grew wide and her thighs damp as she saw the monster coming for her, the girder-like, monumental erection leading the way in a great plinth of flesh.

 The ground shook as the five hundred pound creature dropped to its knees behind her. His great hands, impatient but gentle, roamed the curve of her ass, pushing the pale blue skirt up over her hips and exposing her vulnerable slit of a pussy, presenting it like a primitive offering for his pleasure.

 To her amazement, it was his turn to dip his head and present mouth to her sex. The big tongue tasted her as the Minotaur licked between her legs. The heavy tongue slathered into her pussy, parting her lips and plunging inside her. The soft, wet press of his bovine lips pressed against her flesh in a deep soulful kiss as he tongued her out.

 She’d never been ate out so intensely in her life, including by Dormouse, and counting her “experimentation” incident with the keeper for her school’s soccer team, who’d lived across the hall in her dorm sophomore year.

 Biting her lip, she whimpered in pleasure as the soft, wet instrument explored her depths. Finally, unable to control herself, she began rubbing her aroused clitoris furiously. Waves of tingling pleasure radiated up through her belly in a warm surge.

 Pushing her feet into the ground, she let her head hang down as she draped over the bench, utterly at the Minotaur’s mercy. Turned on, she played her the button of her clit like a fiddle. An aqueduct low in her gut, down near her womb, opened, and she moaned her orgasm out through gritted teeth, letting herself go all over the Minotaur’s oscillating tongue.

 She squirted in a fast, hard rush, gushing her fluids into the Minotaur’s face. The beast snorted and hot breath blew across her back. The creature pulled back and she felt him loom up behind her. In the next moment he lay the mammoth weight of his cock down against the crack of her ass cheeks. She froze at the overwhelming heft the erection, the feel of its inhuman hardness.

 She made a small, frightened sound.

 “You’re as ready as you’re ever likely to get, human,” the creature warned.

 His strong hand came down on the small of her back and pinned her against the top of the low bench. She reached out in front of her with both arms and pushed her hands into the ground to brace against the coming invasion. She spread her legs wide as she could in an impromptu Downward Doggy Yoga pose. Which seems appropriate, she thought with a sort of terrified, sarcastic glee. This was going to be doggy style on steroids.

 “I’m ready,” she whispered.

 The blunt head of the rock hard cock pressed against the slit of her vaginal opening. Patiently, the Minotaur rubbed it back and forth along her lips, coasting it with her cunt juice. She felt her thighs quiver in pleasure.

 Her heart fluttered with anticipation.

 Slowly, the Minotaur began pushing his titanic organ into her. Alice’s head came up like a Jack in the Box, and her eyes widened in surprise. There was no way to take this experience in stride, it was all consuming, and every worry, fear, concern, and uncertainty of life she felt or struggled with completely disappeared.

 Everything came down to now, to the moment, to the feeling of that gargantuan pole arm of hot flesh violating her.

 “Oh,” she breathed out as it slid in. Then she winced as it pushed deep, stretching her more and more. “Oh, oh, oh,” she gasped.

 The Minotaur snorted and pushed more in, like a warrior plunging a sword into an open wound. She whimpered, but the regal animal did not stop. There was pain, pain mixing with the pleasure, and that indescribable feeling of being filled up all the way up to the very limits of her body.

 She groaned loudly and slapped the ground. She flexed hard and pushed back into the cock to keep from being shoved bodily right off the wall. Finally, the tip of the column inside her butted up against her cervix. She had no more room left inside her.

 She panted, having trouble catching her breath against the avalanche of sensation rocking her body. The Minotaur’s huge, powerful hands clamped down hard on her waist and it made a snarling sound of angry lust.

 Now it really starts, she had time to think.

 Then the fucking began in earnest.

 The Minotaur pulled back, shoved forward, pulled back and shoved forward again, stabbing his cock in and out of her like a piston driven pylon. She couldn’t help herself and she let loose with a high pitched squawk as the being picked up speed.

 The concussion of his pummeling traveled through her body in shuddering waves and she rocked back and forth like a plaything in his hands. Her head snapped back and forth with each penetration and she pushed her hands harder into the lawn to brace herself.

 Behind her the Minotaur started up with more of his deafening bays. It mooed like a running cow, and she felt hot flecks of spittle spray her naked ass checks. The two of them fell into a natural, but unintentional rhythm, her howling out and him bawling his call. She began sweating freely, skin running wet with it from the strain of the encounter.

 There was pain and the pain fed her adrenaline. The adrenaline swirled in her body, acting as a powerful stimulant, and she felt as euphoric as she had under the effect of the Hatter’s tea. She grunted loudly as she stretched to the point of splitting, fighting to accept the cock jacking into her like a wildcat drill bit hammering a tunnel into the ground.

 She screamed and started crying as her second orgasm convulsed through her, twice as powerful as the first, and then her natural secretions greased the groove inside her enough to allow her to get hold of the moment.

 Behind her, inside her, the Minotaur suddenly lost its driving rhythm and began a disjointed bucking. She had a moment to briefly wonder if this was what being disemboweled felt like, and then he, it, the Minotaur, she couldn’t think clearly enough to decide, came.

 Cum rolled up his shaft in a bulging gyration she felt through the skin on the underside of his cock and spurted into her. Hot sticky semen sloshed inside her and spilled back down the flesh canal of her pussy as he continued fucking her.

 Its mooing bays grey loud enough to hurt her ears and she felt his cum, hot and clotting, spill out of her and onto the inside of her legs. There’s so goddamn much! she marveled. Behind her, he went still as a statue, frozen in the moment of his final release, the battering ram cock inside her finally falling still.

 The cock slid out and the demi-human fell back. He flopped on the lawn behind her, sprawled out. She looked over her shoulder and saw the elephantine torso with pectorals like shields and deeply sculpted abdominal wall, heaving with the effort of supplying that great body with oxygen.

 Let’s not do that anytime again too soon, she thought.

 I would have liked to see how you held up, Duchess, she thought with a level of snark that surprised her.

 Looking over at the limp figure of the Minotaur, she realized with horror that the beast man was on the verge of falling into a sleep every bit as deep as the Hatter and company. Rising quickly to her feet, unmindful of the pint or so of bull cum leaking out of her, (where in the hell was Ches when you really needed him?) she quickly pulled her panties and stockings back into place, and smoothed out her dress. Rushing over to the selfish beast, she dropped to her knees beside his intimidating girth and urgently shook him.

 “Lord Minotaur! Lord Minotaur!”

 The bull opened one eye. “Yes?” he yawned.

 “I need these answers! The way out, my sister, the balloon! Please don’t fall asleep!”

 The creature let out a heavy, contented sigh. In a drowsy voice, he absently answered her, indicating with one hand in the general direction behind her.

 “In the center of the maze is the promenade of the labyrinth,” he said. “Turn left at every juncture and you will reach if quickly.”

 “If I turn left every time won’t that just bring me in a circle?” she protested.

 “Don’t be ridiculous,” he snapped. He continued talking as if she hadn’t interrupted. “There, in the center, you will find the other balloon.” He pointed vaguely toward the sky. “The wind is to the west, which is where the Duchess’ party must have gone. It is in the direction of the Court of the Red Queen.” He yawned. “If you hurry you can catch her. Now, leave me.”

 Without bothering to say goodbye, Alice got up and hurried back into the maze. She followed the Minotaur’s directions and after several turns hurried out onto a wide expanse of landscaped, park-like lawn. Various sculptures of animals copulating with human figures adorned the fairway, surrounding a brick square stage set directly in the middle of the space.

 Out from the shadow of the hedge maze walls, she saw the towering, brilliantly colored balloon rising up into the air above a straw woven gondola basket big enough for no more than two occupants.

 “Time to channel my inner Dorothy,” she said with determination. Off in the distance she could still see balloon holding her sister floating high above the earth. Running forward, she began casting off lines.

 “Going somewhere?” Ches asked from inside the gondola. He was in his demi-human form, tawny fur ruffled gently by the stirring breeze.

 She jumped startled, and spun on him, furious, “I thought you’d bailed on me!” she accused.

 Opening the gate to let her in, he shrugged, entirely unapologetic. “I do not enjoy the company of the Minotaur. Besides,” he sniffed, “I’m here now.” He morphed into his purely human form and she sighed as she drank him in.

 “Fucking cats,” she muttered. Then, despite herself, she hugged him hard. “I missed you!” she laughed.

 Ches pretended to ignore her, but he looked pleased in spite of himself.

 Untying more lines, she released further ballast and the gondola basket shifted under her feet and began rising. Instinctively, she reached over next to the burner and pulled down on the cord there. A jet of flame shot up, pushing superheated air into the balloon and they rose more swiftly.

 “Where, pray tell,” Ches asked, “are we going?”

 “Breeze is to the west,” she informed him smugly. “Only way you can go.” She pointed toward the swiftly floating dot of her sister’s balloon. “That’s my sister, there. I’m told this direction is toward the Red Queen’s Court.”

 “Oh, goody,” Ches snorted. “The Red Queen. She’s always fun.” He looked at Alice. “That was sarcasm,” he said.

 “Got that part,” she answered.

 “It’s ironic because it is in fact, not fun at all.” He paused again, “because the Red Queen is a wicked bitch.”

 “I got it!” she said.

 They enjoyed the view for a moment.

 “So,” he said after a while. “You fucked the Minotaur.”

 “Well, he fucked me,” she corrected. “I started out kind of strong, but by the end I was just sort of holding on.”

 “I’m told he has that effect,” Ches said amicably.

 Alice felt the bull’s cum drying on her legs in a thick glaze like icing on a birthday cake. She slowly turned her head and looked at her beautiful, beautiful companion.

 “Ches,” she said quietly, “I was wondering if I could ask a favor…”

 He turned toward her, cat eyes bright, and grinned. “I thought you would never ask!”

 Alice leaned back easily against the gondola, taking in the view, and stepped out of her stockings and panties, which she left balled up on the floor. She lifted her dress and the shifter got down on his knees between her legs.

 As his warm, rough tongue began to lathe and cleans her, she closed her eyes and felt tension leak out of her body.

 Below her, Wonderland floated by, and the long shadow of the balloon drifted across the landscape. Off in the distance, partially obscured by the brilliance of the setting sun, she could just make out the turrets and spires of a fairy tale castle coming into view.

 The farther in you go, she told herself silently, the weirder it gets…

 End.
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 Swept through a dimensional portal known as the Looking Glass in pursuit of her sister, Alice finds herself on the borders of a strange, surrealistic kingdom. Here impossible creatures from myth and legend wander freely and the only form of barter seems to be the performance of sexual services.

 Tested immediately, Alice discovers a side of herself emerging under the stress of this strange Wonderland. With each consecutive encounter she finds herself growing in capability and confidence. But no matter how deep down the rabbit hole she goes, she is haunted by the parting words of her Hare, physicist Ben Planter; The Farther In You Go, The Weirder It Gets.

 The balloon drifted, and Alice chased her sister.

 She and Ches floated above a landscape of rich browns and deep, verdant greens. The topography of the square fields lay broken by rows of hedges and the occasional brooks. The symmetrical patterns were laid out in such geometrical precision it was instantly recognizable to Alice as modeled on a chess board.

 Off in the distance, barely a speck now on the horizon, the balloon carrying her sister continued its flowing journey toward the fairy tale castle almost indiscernible from this distance. It seemed as if her sister’s balloon was moving along at a brisk cruising speed while her own conveyance floated in a sluggish drift, barely able to claim forward momentum.

 Frustrated, she said as much to Cheshire, her feline shifter, and somewhat perverted, companion. The shifter, in his fully human and utterly gorgeous form he knew Alice preferred, shrugged.

 “Your sister Dorothy travels with the Duchess,” he said. “The Duchess, as you saw, frequently travels with the Jabberwocky, and,” he continued, “the Jabberwocky prefers to travel quickly.”

 “Lorina,” Alice said, expression sour.

 “What?”

 “Lorina,” Alice repeated, voice firm. “You said Dorothy. My sister’s name is Lorina.”

 “You’ve been saying Dorothy,” Ches pointed out.

 “I know. It was an old joke from our childhood, but after she just ran out on me, forcing me to screw a Minotaur, I’m not in a mood for pet names. Her name is Lorina.”

 “You seemed to enjoy your experience with the Minotaur,” Ches pointed out.

 “That’s not really the point,” Alice snapped.

 She stamped her foot, causing the Gondola to sway. Ches regarded her and she turned her face away. She knew what he saw, a beautiful, shapely woman in an Alice in Wonderland costume of blue ruffled sleeve dress, sparkling white pinafore, and black ankle strap shoes.

 The costume had not been her idea.

 However, after the weird orgy scene at Hatter’s tea party, she had been forced to flee, naked, from a squad of the Red Queen’s guardsmen. In the bedroom of her host’s house, she found his fetish clothes and, lacking other garments, was forced to put them on before following Ches through the Looking Glass and into this part of Wonderland.

 She refused to dwell on the question of why the clothes, seemingly found by chance, fit her so perfectly.

 “It’s not the point at all,” she repeated. “And now her balloon is floating away like it’s a damn helicopter, and we are barely moving.” She crossed her arms. “All I want to do is talk to my sister and everything in this place seems to be conspiring to keep us apart and put as many strange penises in my path as humanly possible.”

 “Falling,” Ches corrected.

 Alarmed, Alice looked at him. “What?”

 “Part of the reason we’re moving so slowly is because we’re falling. After reaching altitude we began losing helium some time ago. I doubt we’ll make it another mile or two.”

 “Are we going to crash?!” she demanded.

 “Assuming you find us a place to land, the leak is slow enough to set us down in reasonable safety.”

 “Me?” Alice protested. “I don’t know how to fly a balloon!”

 “Sure you do,” Ches countered. “You told me “the wind does all the work” when we took off. The Minotaur taught you.”

 “That’s not training! That’s just dismissive drivel.” She scowled. “And after I gave it to him good, no less.”

 “You were probably lucky you weren’t hurt,” Ches said. “He is bull-like, after all.”

 “He loved it,” Alice growled. “He loved it and could have given me better instructions.”

 “He gave you the balloon.”

 “Whose side are you on, anyway?”

 “Mine. I’m a cat.”

 Alice tuned the shifter out, growing more alarmed as she realized just how quickly they’d actually started dropping. Already the tops of the hedges seemed much closer, and her sister’s balloon was just a pinprick in the sky to the west.

 She yanked on the lanyard again, igniting the burner and pumping superheated gas into the balloon. Their descent arrested for a moment, then she heard the sound of fabric ripping and they started to drop again, faster.

 “What do we do!” Alice asked.

 “Hold on!” Ches shouted back.

 The shifter then proceeded to do just that, jumping over and clinging to Alice. Alice, mouth dry as she watched the upward rushing ground, hugged him back. They bent at the knees and dropped to the floor of the gondola to brace for impact.

 They struck hard and the gondola tipped as the balloon collapsed to the ground. They tumbled forward and slid out of the carrier on impact, sprawled out on the grass in various positions of indignity.

 Alice sat up. She blew an errant lock of hair out of her face and then picked some bright green bits of grass of her lip. She looked over. Ches had rolled once and landed on his feet. She was beginning to hate him a little bit.

 Alice pushed herself to her feet. “That wasn’t as bad as I feared.”

 “We have other problems,” Ches informed her.

 “What now?”

 “We’re on the ground.”

 “Yes, I was there for our landing.”

 “In the air you move from point A to point B.”

 “And you don’t on the ground.”

 “No. There are a lot of points between A and B on the ground. Many of them manned by one form of royal guard or another.”

 Alice remember the card men (man-cards?) and their merry train pulling on the Duchesses. She didn’t think she could make her way through more than one (okay, maybe two) such checkpoints, even with Ches’ magic tongue.

 “What do we do?” she asked.

 “We need a script of permit. A passport.”

 “How do we get one of those?”

 “Around here? At the moment?”

 “No, tomorrow, in some other place,” Alice snapped. Ches looked at her. She sighed. “Yes,” she said. “Here, now.”

 “We might ask the White King. He’s playing his chess games with the Red Queen, and he owes me a favor. Sort of, anyway.”

 “What does that mean?” Alice asked.

 “It means he’ll give us one, which isn’t always a sure thing…”

 “But we’re going to have to pay for it,” Alice finished. “I know where this is going…again.”

 Ches sighed. “Not just you. Me as well. The White King as, uh, eclectic tastes.”

 Alice smirked. It was just a tad bit wicked. “Glad to see I’m not the only one putting in work around here.”

 Clearly miffed, Ches looked away.

 The White King was not pale.

 His color was not that of an albino or someone so protected from sunlight they seemed translucent. Rather, he was aggressively, gloriously, white. The white of alabaster, a brilliant shade so ivory hued it fairly glowed. The color covered his body in a seamless sleeve like a tight rubber suit of pearly intensity.

 The effect was so startling it was frightening. It gave him a look that seemed somehow utterly alien despite his human features, an almost android-like perfection. Only his eyes, black as jet, and his crown, a glittering platinum, varied in color. He wore no clothes and she saw, as would be the way in this strange, twisted Wonderland, that he was hung like a porn star, long cock swinging to just above his knee.

 Her breath caught in her throat as his inhuman gaze fell upon her and she felt his power, a raw ambience of cruelty and authority emanating from him in almost tangible psychic pulses. Something in her responded to the power.

 “My, my, my,” he said, voice a mocking innuendo. “Whatever have you brought to my game board to play, Ches?” he asked.

 “Do as I say, when I say it,” Ches warned under his breath. “You follow my lead without hesitation and you just might live to see your sister again.”

 Behind the already imposing monarch, his four litter bearers, massive creatures with the bodies of gorillas and the heads of elephants, stood at attention. Sensing power in them to rival that of the Minotaur, Alice swallowed.

 “You introduce me to the nicest people, Ches,” she muttered.

 “Just follow my lead, darling,” he said.

 The feline shifter stepped in front of Alice, placed one hand at his waist, the other at his back, and crossed his legs. In one smooth motion he bent at the waist and bowed very low before the king.

 “My lord, what a pleasure to see you again.” His voice was solicitous. This was a side of him Alice had not seen before. It made her heart flutter with anticipation.

 However it wasn’t just Ches’ reaction that had her heart beating faster, she realized. It was the sight of the White King. He was a flawless specimen of perfection, more like a statue of living, icy, marble than flesh and blood. It was impossible not to look on every carved and muscular line of his frame and not be curious about what it would feel like next to hers. To wonder what that cock would be like standing out fully aroused and hard as diamonds.

 Keep it together, she warned herself as her mind drifted.

 “Is that Ches?” asked a female voice from inside the pagoda.

 Surprised, Alice looked over and saw a figure emerging from the conveyance. In her own way, she was every bit as stunning as the White King. Where he was gleaming bone and sparkling pearl, she was a vivid shade of red so resplendent it was dazzling.

 The matriarch stood for a moment and regarded Alice. Like the White King, the orbs of her eyes were a pure jet that set off the color of her luminous ruby skin. Like the White King, she was utterly naked except for a golden tiara. Her lines were smooth, an aristocratic beauty of sharp features, lean silhouette and breasts sitting much too high and perky for their size.

 Like the White King, her genitals were as smooth and hairless as every inch of her body. Her teeth gleamed a strange, light blush, right down to the curved fangs of her eye teeth. She inspected Alice like a butcher sizing up a cut of meat.

 Alice swallowed.

 “The Red Queen,” Ches moaned, voice so quiet it was the merest hint of a whisper. “Heavens help us. We are in mortal danger.” In a louder, more social appropriate manner, he addressed her with proper respect. “My Queen,” again he bowed. “As always, it is a pleasure to meet you.”

 “Yes,” she answered, voice droll. “I’ve missed your cleanings, I must admit.”

 “As have I,” said the White King. “Perhaps we have time for a sample before we continue our contest,” he continued, voice a purr. “Thoughts, my Queen?”

 She moved over to him like a stripper coming onto a stage. She leaned into him, pressing her naked body to his and draping her arms around his improbably wide shoulders. Her eyes never left Alice. She lazily traced the outline of his lower lip with a single finger. The nail, a glittering shade of crimson, looked sharp as a stiletto.

 “Now,” she chastised. “You know I’m not your Queen, my dear. Don’t confuse this newcomer.”

 The White King smirked. It was a haughty, predatory smile, in no way reassuring or filled with humor. It did convey power, absolute authority, and indomitable strength. Alice felt herself responding on some subconscious, internal level she didn’t fully understand.

 “Quite right,” the White King said. He turned his inky eyes on the shifter. “Ches, do you care to introduce us to your companion?”

 “Of course!” Chest answered at once. “This,” he said simply, “is Alice.”

 The Red Queen threw back her head and laughed loudly. It was a sensual, full throated sound, rich and melodious. It was also cruelly mocking. Alice felt her cheeks burn at the laughter.

 “Is she really?” the White King asked. He sounded slightly bemused. “She’s not just one of Hatter’s living fetish dolls?”

 “No, no,” Ches said, hurriedly. “I assure you, my lord. She is indeed, an Alice.”

 “She’s not blonde,” the Red Queen pointed out.

 Alice recalled learning at some point that diamonds can be black. Called carbonado, some were believed to have originated in the irradiation of outer space. These, Alice thought, were how the Red Queen’s eyes sparkled. Like sunlight on the blade of a sword.

 “Not all are, your majesty,” Ches assured her. “And really, she’s wearing the headband so she will be very soon.”

 Alice turned to look at him in surprise. “What?”

 Ches smiled hugely and spoke out of the side of his mouth. “It’s the effect of Hatter’s influence. I’ll explain later, just go with it.”

 “I don’t think I’ve ever met an Alice,” the Red Queen mused.

 Alice looked at Ches, who nodded slightly, still grinning hugely. She cleared her throat and stepped forward. The Red Queen arched an eyebrow and the White King studied her, eyes narrowed.

 She tried a clumsy curtsey. It was not a maneuver she practiced, but it wasn’t like riding a unicycle either, so she thought she’d done okay.

 “Ahem,” she tried to begin but nervous, her throat tightened. She cleared it started again. “As Ches said, I am Alice. I’m looking for my sister, who to be honest, I thought was heading for your castle,” she said to the Red Queen. The Queen looked down her nose at her. “Ma’am,” Alice added in a hurried fashion. She tried another curtsey.

 “My castle?” the Red Queen asked. “Your sister is heading to my castle, you say?”

 “She’s with the Duchess,” Alice hurried to explain.

 “Yes well,” the Red Queen sniffed. “You have your facts confused to be sure, which I’m told, is quite common in the Alices.”

 Alice felt her cheeks color. “I am ever so sorry,”

 ‘I am ever so sorry’? What the hell, am I an English school girl now? She thought to herself in a state of disbelief over the words that had come from her mouth. She hurried on.

 “I meant no offense, it’s just the Minotaur said—“

 “I think we are speaking of the Queen of Hearts,” the Red Queen said. Her voice was very cold. “Something altogether different than myself. I will kindly ask you not to confuse the issue again.”

 “Careful,” Ches whispered. “She’s quite fond of executions.” He paused, mused for a moment and then added quietly, “though not necessarily beheadings. That’s a Queen of Hearts thing.”

 “Please accept my apology,” Alice said. Not knowing what else to do, she bowed her head and curtseyed again.

 “I suppose,” said the Red Queen, “that since you are new and in the company of such a useful compatriot, that I can do so…this time.”

 “Oh,” Ches exhaled in relief. “She’s a wicked bitch and we’ve dodge a grisly death.”

 Alice felt the blood drain from her face in a rush. “Th-th-thank you, your majesty,” she managed to get out in a hurry.

 The Red Queen dismissed them. Turning to the White King, she leaned her naked body in him again. “I tire of this. Quite tedious.” She kissed him. “I must go before my king awakens. We do, after all, have a competition to continue.”

 “As you wish, my dear,” the White King replied. He returned his inscrutable gaze back to Alice and Ches.

 His cock grew erect.

 The Red Queen turned from him, nodded once to Ches, then studied Alice once more. The gaze was disapproving, as if she’d been found wanting. Then she turned and simply left. The motion was a scarlet blur too quick for the eye to follow and Alice gasped out loud at the display. Only a red streak, gone from her vision in less than a second, marked her exit.

 “Curiouser and curiouser,” she murmured to herself.

 She looked past the magnificent form of the White King and looked at his litter bears once more. They hadn’t changed. Eight feet tall, massively muscled bodies of gorillas and huge heads of elephants. They were impressive, she admitted.

 “Now,” said the White King, “what say we take up where we last left off, hmmm, Ches?”

 “If memory serves,” Ches said, “it was in flagrante delicto. You, I, the Duchess, and about a quart of Hatter’s tea.”

 When the White King grinned his teeth were strong, dazzling squares. Alice stared openly as he dropped a big hand down to his hard card. He slowly stroked it, looking at both of them with the same possessive arrogance with which the Red Queen had looked at him.

 With a feat of mental effort, Alice shook herself from the spell. She had not come to this strange place, passed through the Looking Glasses on some kind of a kinky holiday. She had come to find her sister and if the twisted versions of this children’s story traded everything for sex ,then so be it. But she knew where her sister was going, where she could find her.

 The question now wasn’t where was she, it was why she was doing it. Before she got her answer, she’d have to catch up to her sister. Sleeping with the White King didn’t seem to be a conduit for that.

 “I’m sorry, your highness,” she began. “But I really have to find my sister.”

 Still smiling, the White King looked over at her. “The Red Queen told you,” he said. “She’s at the palace of the Queen of Hearts.”

 “Which looks like rather a long way on foot,” she said. “So I think I have to get started.”

 He stopped smiling. “You need to get started on something, that’s for sure,” he said. There was a dangerous undercurrent in his voice.

 Alice, please, Ches said in her mind.

 Alice jumped in shock and whirled in surprise at the shifter.

 “You—“ she began.

 Quiet! He snapped in her mind.

 “—was going to ask the King about the vorpral sword,” he cut her off verbally, shaking his head at her vigorously. “And,” he added. “Perhaps, in his highness’s generosity, a passport?”

 Do not offend the King’s pride!

 I’m here to find my sister, she thought. Not to try and sleep my way across Wonderland. Out loud, she said. “Vorpral sword?”

 Ches grinned at the White King. Really? You’re not? Could have fooled me.

 You moth—

 We need his help, he thought back at her.

 Ches said. “Yes. If we are going to take the short cut through the forest where things have no names, then we’ll meet the Bandersnatch. If we meet the Bandersnatch,” he told Alice, still grinning hugely in her face. “We’ll most definitely need the Vorpral sword.”

 Are you telling the truth? Alice demanded in her head.

 Yes! Ches shouted into her mind.

 “Oh!” Alice laughed. “Yes! Of course, the vorpral sword! Sorry, my bad.” She turned and smiled at the White King. “He told me all about it.”

 The White King continued pumping his cock in leisurely manner as he looked at them. “Then,” he said in that impossibly deep voice, “he told you that I have it. And have it you shall.” He stopped masturbating and put his hands on his hips. His cock stuck straight out, like a mountain jutting out of the earth. “Convince me.”

 Ches placed an arm around Alice. I didn’t anticipate us falling to the ground this close to the palace. We stick to the road we run into card men patrols. We try and cross the playing field, that could go wrong in any number of ways. You want to make the palace, we have to cut through the wood where things have no name. That means we could face the Bandersnatch. One does not face the Bandersnatch without the vorpral sword. It’s the way to your sister.

 Alice smiled at the White King. “Let’s do this.”

 The White King stepped aside and waved his arm in a regal gesture, indicating the interior of his outside pavilion. “Please,” he said, “after you.”

 They entered the luxurious tent and Alice took in the accoutrements. The bed, the plush chairs and divans. The table on which rested a crystal cut pitcher of what she recognized as Hatter’s tea.

 In for an inch, in for a Minotaur’s cock, she thought. She smiled at the White King, eyes on his cock. She indicated the pitcher.

 “May I?”

 The White King nodded. “Both of you, drink.”

 “Yes, your majesty,” they both answered at once.

 The taste was delicious this time around. The effect of the intoxicant and aphrodisiac almost immediate. I’m not really the one doing all of this, she thought. It’s the tea. I’m high on the tea so I can do whatever I want.

 She set the empty glass down. Buzzing hard, she approached the magnificent White King and his royal cock.

 Slowly, she sank to her knees on the floor, ending up with her face even with his crotch. His dick jumped and he almost sighed with relief at the feel of her hand. Alice wasn’t coy, or teasing, she just went right to work. Her hand came up and wrapped around the shaft, jacked up and down a couple of times, and then she put it in her mouth.

 “Yes,” he hissed as her hot mouth wrapped around the smooth, pure white helmet of his glans.

 Her tongue moved as she sucked gently on the head, continuing to stroke her hand up and down along his rigid shaft. After a moment, when she built up sufficient spit in her mouth, she began bobbing her head in time to her hand strokes,

 “Gee, Alice,” Ches said. “You’re really good at that.”

 Her tongue roamed around the White Kings cockhead, the tip flickering across his peehole and massaging him there. He groaned and she felt his butt cheeks clench hard in response to the technique.

 His balls drew up tight against his belly and he felt the stirrings of the intense tingling of a Grade A orgasm begin to build. On her knees, Alice sped up, taking more of his prick into her mouth as she bobbed. She made a slurping sound and sucked overflowing saliva back into her mouth.

 That little bit of extra stimulation was enough. The White King grunted, then began bucking his hips forward into her mouth. She didn’t slow down, even as she started to gag as he went deeper.

 His toes curled up violently and his knees locked up. “Argh!” he grated out. A distant, disassociated, part of her mind though, “argh”? What the fuck, is he a pirate, now? But most of her mind was overtaken with the intensity of his orgasm.

 Lava hot, semen rolled up his urethra and spurted into her mouth. Instantly, hand still wrapped around his shaft, Alice pulled her head back and lifted her chin. The White King grinned while, as he continued cumming, she began jerking his load across the top of her perfectly rounded tits.

 “Cum on my tits,” Alice urged, stroking him in slow, loose motions, “Cum on these big titties.” Jesus, she thought, did I just say that? That tea is insane!

 “Ahhh!” the White King shouted.

 The last loops of his cum arced out of him and landed in lazy curly cues across her tits, where they immediately began to dry in a glaze like sugar frosting on a doughnut.

 Ches looked at Alice on her knees in front of the White King, his dick in her hand and glistening with her spit. His cum was drying on her tits.

 “I don’t suppose we’ll be calling that good?” he asked.

 The White King gave him a lazy glance. “That’s worth a passport. But you want to us the Vorpral Sword? It’s going to have to get rough and kinky in this tent.”

 “Yeah, Ches,” Alice said, voice husky from the effects of the tea. “Shut up and let’s get this mini-orgy started.”

 The White King looked at her. “As much as I find the Hatter’s little fetish amusing, Alice, I do not want you in those clothes.”

 Alice stood and shrugged out of the dress. Reaching up with both hands she pinched her nipples, pulling on them and enjoying the sensation it created in her pussy.

 Watching her, the White King, just that quickly, grew erect again.

 “Lay on the couch,” he told her. She hurried to obey.

 Somewhere, far back in her mind, she marveled at her compliance, eagerness even. The tea was incredible. The tea, she thought. She remembered the expression on her sister’s face, saw it mirrored now in Ches’ features as he finished his own glass. She was on the tea!

 The two males gave her little time to consider her insight.

 Ches, fully committed now, crawled up onto the cushioned divan on his knees. Making a low, almost yowling sound of lust, he rudely stuck his cock in her mouth.

 She lifted her head eagerly to take him, and he slipped it past her lips and into her mouth. She sucked the head, but he was too aroused, too worked up, and he crouched over her, holding her head down with one hand, and began fucking her face.

 “Fuck yeah,” the White King whispered as he watched, seemingly almost to himself. “Take that dick, take it.”

 Ches pumped his hips, driving his cock into her willing mouth and down into her throat. Alice started gagging, eyes watering, and blew out saliva on a back stroke. She knew from experience that Ches, normally laid back to the point of being laconic, turned into a different creature when aroused.

 Wonderland was that kind of place.

 Between her legs, the White King also moved onto the bench, balancing on his knees as he looked down at her open, vulnerable pussy.

 Catching her legs, he pushed them back up toward her head and shoved the head of his dick against her cunt, rubbing it back and forth until he slid past the opening of her lips. Centered, he pushed in and Alice jumped as if electrocuted in her pleasure.

 He looked up from fucking her and watched her swallowing, deep throating, the shifter and his penis tingled violently until he gasped his enjoyment. He slid all the way in and flexed hard, feeling the soft muscles of her pussy clench and flex around his shaft, much as her mouth did around the shifter’s cock.

 He pulled his dick out in a single yank, took it in hand, and then shoved his cock back in and she frantically lift her hips to meet each of his strokes, forcing him to go balls deep on each push.

 Pulling her mouth clear of the thrusting cock, she looked down at the White King, eyes bright and shinning, chin damp with her own saliva.

 “I want to feel both of you in me,” she said. Did I just say that?

 He slowed his strokes, sawing in and out of her at a more moderate rate. “How?” he asked.

 “Sit in the chair,” she said.

 As she spoke, she thrust her head toward a comfortable chair set against the wall of the pavilion over by the bed, and the White King pulled out of her and went over and sat down.

 Jacking his dick off with her hand, Alice looked up at Ches. “I want to feel this big dick in my ass while the White King fucks my pussy. Can you do that? Can you fuck my ass so I can feel both of you moving inside me at the same time?”

 Who the fuck is saying this! She asked herself, stunned.

 Ches’s voice came out rough, his need raw. “Get over there and get on his dick,” he growled. He was desperate to get his cock into something tight and warm.

 Dripping, Alice sat up and swung off the bed. She sauntered across the room, in complete control of situation. She walked over to the chair and climbed up into the White King’s lap.

 He lay back as she reached down and guided his cock into her pussy. Leaning in close, she moaned in his ear as she slid herself down his length. His hands came up and began squeezing her tits. She turned and started kissing him, thrusting her tongue into his mouth.

 He kissed her back, passionately, reveling in the heady mix of flavors she offered. She lifted her hips and then rocked them down hard again several times, fucking from the top. After a moment, she broke off the kiss and looked seductively over her shoulder as Ches came up behind them.

 “Do it,” she whispered. “Slide it in my ass.”

 I give up, she thought. I can’t fight this.

 She arched her back, presenting the perfect curve of her Zumba-ized ass toward him. Bending slightly at the knees, Ches took his cock in hand and brushed the head against her rectal opening.

 She gasped at the sudden invasion, willing her sphincter to relaxed and accept the hard cock knocking at her back door. Ches was too tea-drunk, too worked up, to be careful. Almost enraged with the need to start fucking, he shoved his dick halfway up her ass in a single stroke.

 “Ahhh!” Alice cried out in a loud mixture of pain and pleasure.

 Beneath her, the White King began pumping upward, driving his cock rapidly into her. Again Alice cried out and hugged him, pressing her sperm wet tits against his face. He took an erect nipple in his mouth and began lightly biting it as he felt her quivering, almost helpless in his arms.

 Behind them, Ches groaned as his dick slid all the way into Alice. He felt the White King’s thrusting cock moving like a piston through the thin flesh separating Alice’s ass from her vagina.

 He began moving his cock, trying to time his thrusts so that he was going in as the White King was pulling out.

 Suddenly, Alice wailed, “yes, yes, yes! Fuck me boys, fuck me!”

 Both Wonderland beings increased their pace, earnestly trying to give Alice what she was craving. Ches in particular, in a better position, began hammering away at her snug asshole.

 “Gee whiz,” he grunted. “You sure do have a tight ass, Alice!”

 Alice groaned, low and satisfied as she breast fed the White King. “I’ve experienced a lot of firsts here in Wonderland.”

 The White King squirmed beneath her, continuing to bite her nipple as he lifted his ass off the chair and pumped his cock into her. She felt his balls clenching in anticipation of shooting his load off.

 Alice leaned down, riding the cocks moving inside her, and whispered in his ear. “I’m going to cum now, okay, Mr. White King, sir?” she asked. “Would you like that? Would you like me to cum while you fuck me?”

 “Hell yes!” the White King managed to get out through clenched teeth. “Let it go!”

 His dick see-sawed up into her, and Ches’s fat cock rubbed against him through the thin membrane, his heavy balls drawn up tight between his legs. His abs started burning from the dozens upon dozens of bottom up crunches he performed.

 Then, like hot water pouring from a shower, feminine ejaculate exploded out of Alice’s cunt. The warm liquid gushed down over him in a streaming waterfall, dripping down past his balls and running into the crack of his ass. His thighs ran wet with it and, in his arms, Alice came.

 Throwing back her head, she howled and he bit down harder on her nipple, knowing she loved the rough treatment. Her pussy spasmed in concentric waves as she wiggled uncontrollably, ass stretched tight by Ches’s savagely plunging cock, while still fully impaled on the White King’s own thrusting member.

 The sort of pressurized hissing sound of her letting go as she squirted out around his cock drove him on, making him more ferocious in his fucking. Somewhere in the middle of her orgasmic scream, Alice began crying, tears running down her face in ecstasy as she started sobbing.

 “Don’t stop!” she wailed. “Don’t you fucking stop!”

 Goosebumps broke out across her flesh as her orgasm rocked through her. Her hands slipped behind his shoulders and she raked his back with her nails, gouging shallow furrows in the skin.

 “Ah, fuck!” he cried out.

 Adrenaline poured into his body, initiated by the pain of her scratches, and he grabbed her hips, holding her tight, slapping his hips up into her. He snarled in frustration, unable to deliver the fucking he wanted to give from that position.

 “That’s it!” he said. “We’ve got to switch, it’s my turn to hit that ass, Ches.”

 “Absolutely,” Ches agreed. “As you wish, my lord.”

 Alice lay limply in the White King’s arms, her body almost gelatinous from the aftermath of her orgasm. She moaned as Ches pulled his cock out of her rear hole, leaving her feeling empty and hollow.

 “Get up,” the White King urged. “Let’s do standing doggy.”

 Legs shaking, Alice moved to comply and the White King, energized, quickly stood as well. Alice turned and leaned into Ches, kissing him full on the mouth and he kissed her back, hard. She sucked on his tongue, hands sliding down to his cock where she began to jerk him off.

 Coming up behind her, the White King took her by her narrow waist and pressed his thumbs against the back of her hips, bending her over. Holding onto Ches, she shifted her feet into a wider stance, and then bent her head to go ass-to-mouth on her shifter companion.

 Ches groaned as her hot, eager mouth slid over his dirty dick, sucking and licking at the head as she began bobbing her head up and down. “All hail, Alice!” he shouted, voice almost deliriously happy.

 The White King, rubbing his hard cock between her ass cheeks nodded enthusiastically. “I know, right? Someone is earning themselves a powerful relic…”

 Suddenly, from the tip of his dick, another stream of cum shot out, pouring onto Alice’s back and running down the side of her ribcage under her heavy, swinging tits. She moaned into Ches’s balls and began rubbing herself back against the White King’s dick as he dumped his load on her.

 “Uh, uh, yeah,” he groaned.

 He stepped back and aimed his hard cock as best he could, so that his stream of cum splashed directly on her puckered asshole, running down in thick white rivers over her swollen pussy lips and soaking her pubic hair.

 Alice groaned like someone biting into a delicious piece of cake as she felt the hot stream squirt against her ass, and, reaching down, began licking Ches’s balls as she jacked his cock.

 Behind her, the White King drizzled the rest of his cum out and then pushed his still hard cock into her ass. All hail the king, she thought. The king and his cock that just keeps on giving. She wiggled her hips, helping him find purchase, and then pushed off Ches’s hips a little until the White King was up to his base and grinding into her buttocks.

 He started thrusting, balls slapping against the back of her legs. For a moment Alice simply clung to Ches, loving it, until she found the rhythm and gained her balance. Still stroking the kid’s dick, she looked up, meeting Ches’s eyes.

 “Turn around,” she told him. “You ever feel a tongue in your asshole?”

 Ches’s eyes widened, but he quickly spun around and offered his ass to her face.

 “It’s only my favorite thing ever!”

 Alice didn’t hesitate, plunging her face directly into the muscular crack of his taunt ass, she began eating him out.

 One of her hands snaked between his legs, grabbing his cock from behind and milking it. “Oh shit!” he stuttered out as she performed the Rusty Trombone on him.

 Not satisfied with just licking, Alice thrust her tongue in and out of his butthole, tongue-fucking him. Her hand squeezed and stroked his hard dick.

 Behind her, the White King continued fucking her ass. Abruptly, a wild jet of female ejaculate shot out of her pussy and began spraying down her leg. At the sound of her cumming while getting butt fucked, the White King snarled and began pounding her harder.

 Hot juice doused him, and he felt his toes grip the floor for purchase as his own building orgasm rocked through his body. His hips made several spasmodic stutter thrusts as his thigh muscles locked up, and then the intense burning pleasure locked in a ring around the base of his cock, surged into him, and he knew he was at the point of no return. He reached up, grabbing her shoulders with each hand, giving him a firmer hold to thrust against, pulling her back as he shoved his cock into her.

 He grunted with each impact, and listened to her exhale loudly under the force of each of his thrusts. Feeling dirty and barbaric, he reached over with one hand and took hold of her hair. His fingers curled into the tangles of her tresses, and he yanked back like a rider reining a horse in.

 Her head snapped back under his grab, thrusting her chin up and pushing her face deeper into Ches’s ass. The White King slammed his cock home, feeling the shock wave travel through her, and watched it push her tongue further inside Ches’s ass. His cock felt like it was swelling like a balloon inside the tight sheath of her butthole.

 “Fuck!” he yelled, and began ejaculating yet again. Then, becoming inarticulate with need, he began slurring out random, bestial sounds. “Uhggh, uhggh!”

 His cum shot up inside Alice, and she ground her ass back into him as she felt his semen splashing up inside her. Her juices continued streaming out of her, making a loud sound as it formed a puddle between her legs.

 She felt Ches’s cock stiffen in her hand and she knew he was close. She squeezed harder, bearing down on the steel-straight inner shaft of his prick, and continued pumping hard.

 Her tongue burrowed deep up his asshole, licking and thrusting in a slick, slippery tempo that teased his sensitive prostate.

 “Alice! Alice!” he hollered.

 His cum spewed out between his legs in a watery-white mess that clung to his calf where he got himself. The warm, tingling sensation ripping through his cock caused his ass to pucker and Alice could actually feel it squeezing her tongue as she oral fucked his rear opening.

 Excited by how crazy she’d made the two fairy tale creatures, Alice dropped to her knees, and, reached out with both hands, taking control of their bodies, and pulling them toward her by their still hard dicks.

 In a motion not unlike the head bobbing of an Ostrich as it walked, she sucked first one dick, licking the cum from it, before turning her head and sucking the other. She went like that, bouncing back and forth between each dick until they shone, clean and pink.

 Finally, satisfied, she sat back exhausted. the White King collapsed back into the chair while Ches leaned heavily into the bed. The three of them rested like that for several long moments, panting hard.

 After a moment, Ches crawled over to her and began licking her clean. She moaned and ran her hands through his soft hair as his tongue explored her well used openings.

 The White King leaned back on his lounge and tucked one arm behind his head. Alice regarded him. The pose was studied casual, it said “look at me, I’m totally together and I don’t care. Wouldn’t you like to suck my cock?” It was an infuriating mixture of arrogance and grace.

 “I think you may have a problem,” he said, voice bored. He held his free hand up and studied the nails. They were perfect.

 “What is that, my lord?” Ches asked from between Alice’s legs. He was smiling but his face was tight.

 “It’s just that the Red Queen saw you here…”

 Worried, Alice looked to Ches. The shifter sat up. “I am well acquainted with the Red Queen, your highness.” He seemed to be choosing his words carefully.

 “Yes, yes, of course,” the White King smiled. He tucked his other arm behind his head and propped one leg up. His long cock dangled like the arm of a grandfather clock. Alice found her eyes drawn to it despite herself. It held an undeniable fascination for her. “It’s just that,” he went on. “she saw you in my company.”

 “She was in ‘your company,’” Alice protested. Some instinct told her to start dressing.

 “Well, yes,” he laughed. “But no one knows that, do they?”

 “What does this mean for us, your highness?” Ches asked. He started pulling his clothes on.

 “Just that, since she and the Queen of Hearts are so close…”

 “Is the suit of Hearts coming for us?” Ches asked. Alice froze in the act of pulling up her stocking.

 “Yes, I imagine so,” the White King admitted. Alice began buckling her shoes.

 Ches looked at him. “Highness? The Vorpal sword?”

 The White King pursed his lips. “I suppose you’ve earned it.” He gestured to a trunk. “Take it.”

 “Ches,” Alice said. “We should hurry.”

 Ches, ignoring her, crossed to the trunk and knelt, quickly opening it. He pulled what looked like to Alice, a King Author style sword.

 “Careful,” the White King warned. “It’s sharp.”

 “I should hope so, majesty. Passport?”

 “There’s a signet ring in there, that’ll do.”

 In the distance there came the sound of trumpets.

 “She always did have the worst timing,” the White King noted, voice bored.

 “Alice,” Ches said.

 “Yes?”

 “Run.”

 They raced through the woods where things have no names.

 In rapid succession, they crossed over the chessboard square fields, through the hedge rows, across the brook and into the wood.

 “Why?” Alice asked him after they’d slowed down. “Why is chasing us like this?”

 “Because I made a deal with the Red Queen after I jumped through the Looking Glass in Hatter’s house,” he replied.

 The feline shifter was moving fast enough that she had to break into a jog on every other step to keep up.

 Alice felt the pit of her stomach grow cold and tie itself into a knot.

 “What do you mean, ‘a deal,’” she asked.

 They stopped running and looked at each other. The trumpets of the Suit of Hearts blasted again. The note was clear and pure and almost upon them.

 “For you, Alice,” he said. “I made a deal for you.”

 “What does that mean!” Alice shouted.

 There was the sound of bodies breaking brush, of boots striking the ground, of men approaching.

 “It means,” said the Red Queen, “that you should never trust a cat.” Alice looked at the regal figure. The Red Queen smiled. “Unless it’s to clean up spilled milk.”

 “Cum,” Ches offered. “By spilt milk she means cum.”

 “Yes, thank you, Ches,” Alice said. “I quite understand what she meant.” She turned to look at him. “The signet ring for passport? The Vorpral thingie sword?”

 “That was a different deal,” he said. “I happen to also need those things. I’m sorry, Alice.”

 The Red Queen laughed. The Suit of Hearts came out of the trees and formed a circle around her. The card-men (man-cards?) looked very serious. She thought she quite preferred them pulling a train on the Duchess.

 “You don’t seem very sorry,” Alice told him.

 Ches looked away. He was gorgeous. “Yes, well, as I said. I am cat…”

 Alice felt tears building at the back of her eyes and angrily blinked them back. She turned to face the Red Queen. “Why go to all this trouble? What could you possible want with me?”

 “Why,” the Red Queen said. “The same thing I wanted from your sister.” She nodded and two guards grabbed Alice. “I want the secret of the Looking Glass.”

 Alice closed her eyes.

 END

 SAVING DADDY’S LITTLE BRAT FROM THE WHOLE GANG!

 Hank Maximum’s big hand grabbed Jessica’s ass and squeezed. She squealed and in the next moment he...pushed.

 Jessica James, JJ to her friends, went out the open door of the Cessna and fell. Spinning, the warm tropical air pushed up against her, forming her jumpsuit around her curves. She spun in a tight circle as the aircraft powered away, 145-horsepower Continental engine droning.

 Around her the sky was dark, moon hidden by clouds. There was just enough light for her to see the strip of beach she was aiming for, growing larger as she plunged downward. Palm trees waved gently below her in the soft breeze. Dropping down from a thousand feet, the breeze was anything but gentle.

 She still felt Hank’s handprint on her ass. The sensation made her damp between her thighs. His hand wasn’t the only thing big on Hank, and before they’d gotten on the Cessna Skyhawk, he’d bent her over the back of the couch in their Hilton Suite, and steadily pounded her to a toe curling orgasm as she watched the setting sun paint the sky vermillion over the Caribbean.

 She remembered the feel of his cock, like a velvet wrapped iron bar, moving inside of her. She liked the way his hands always wrapped possessively around her hips when he did her from behind. It made her feel primal and protected all at the same time. With the thick, veiny shaft see-sawing back and forth against her G-spot, he got her every time.

 He grunted like a goddamn ape when he came, his heavy balls slapping against her pussy lips and swollen clit. Hank, with his full beard, army of tattoos, and pedigree as a former Air Force Pararescue Jumper to boot, took the term “alpha” to extremes.

 Lost in the memory, her pussy still throbbing from the beating it’d taken just two hours before, Jessica let her eyes wander over to her altimeter.

 Oh shit!

 She snatched for the ripcord and pulled. The dark silk of her parachute unfurled out behind her like a parade flag, then the canopy popped and she was jerked upright in her harness.

 “Damn!” she swore. The thigh straps had ridden right into her crotch and the sudden jerk made her ache.

 Reaching up, she hauled down on the chute risers and cut sharpley to the left. Eight seconds later, she made a running landing on the soft, white sand of the beach. At the edge of the wall of palm fronds separating the beach from the jungle, she turned and hauled the parachute in before shoving it under a lilac bush.

 Her time frame was tight, and she had to move fast. Her cover before she got into the compound, was a lost tourist wandering the beach, so under the jumpsuit she wore a string bikini. After she was in the compound the situation could turn dicey.

 Stripping off the cover alls, she felt the nipples of her C cups 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 and stuffed her Fendi sneaks and the jumpsuit in with the parachute.

 She wore a compact pair of Zeiss binoculars around her neck. She thought an ornithologist in a string bikini was pushing things, but she’d use her tits and ass for distraction and, it was vital, she already looked the part of a mistress to some jet setting day trader.

 Finding a little dirt path she knew was there thanks to Google Earth, she cut through some trees, climbed a small knoll with a vantage point, and scoped the compound of Gordon Geller-Smith. She ran the glasses around the palatial two story mansion, six foot stucco walls, boathouse, and helipad. The place could have been featured on Getaways of the Rich & Famous. Of course Mr. Gordon Geller wasn’t exactly seeking the notoriety.

 She heard the pulsating tempo of rave music blasting from the house, as predicted, the orgy was in full swing. It’d taken a thousand bucks, U.S., in bribes to the maid to get the party schedule, but it’d been worth it.

 She caught a flash of motion and and turned in that direction, focusing the binocular lenses. There, in the little sheltered cove where Geller-Smith kept his Pavati AL26 speedboat (in fire engine red), and a 30 meter long displacement yacht named The Rigid Member, were two people by the boathouse. She zoomed in.

 A blonde model type in a Agua Bendita designer two piece, was talking to one of Geller-Smith’s security staff. The guy was big, bigger even than Hank, his skin burnished obsidian, and he wore neatly pressed cargo shorts and a camouflage pattern t-shirt painted over his muscles. It was rumored Geller-Smith hired ex-Jamaican Defense Force combat swimmers as bodyguards. This guy looked buff enough to fit the bill. He had a H&K MP7 submachine gun hanging from a 3-point tactical harness.

 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 man’s white teeth flashed as he laughed. Casually, the blonde reached over and put her hand on the sizeable bulge in the guard’s shorts.

 “Oh my,” Jessica said softly. “Well, they are a demented sex cult, so…” she let the words trail away as she watched the woman unbutton the guard’s fly one handed. When she was done she pulled a semi-hard, firehose of a cock.

 “Jesus wept!” she said.

 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 black cock (the guard wasn’t laughing now) she sank to her knees. Jessica zoomed 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 Jessica 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,” Jessica said, impressed beside herself.

 The blonde was taking that cock, throating it like a sword swallower at a carnival. The Zeiss was powerful enough for Jessica to see the drool building up in the corners of the blonde’s lips. The guard’s shaft glistened with her spit and Jessica could hear the moist slurping in her mind.

 Unconsciously, her hand trailed down to the little triangle of fabric covering her pussy. She’d had a Brazilian done, naturally, as soon as she learned the case was in the Caribbean. She loved the way Hank’s facial hair felt against the shaved skin when he was eating her out.

 Now her finger found the swollen little bean of her clit and she gently rubbed it, making small, concise circles. In the lens, the blonde’s head bobbed wildly, hands placed on the guard’s thighs as she sucked him off. The guy’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 had a secret. 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.

 Luckily, as a private investigator and intelligence contractor, she was called upon to “get the goods” for clients all the time. Sometimes she and Hank would sit side by side in the surveillance van, her jerking him, he finger fucking her, as they watched a target having sex through hidden cameras on the monitors.

 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. In her binoculars the blonde, obviously inspired by internet porn, leaned back, took the fire hose in one hand and aimed it at her B cups, jerking quickly.

 Jessica gasped as her orgasm struck, and her knees buckled a little. Thick, white cum spurted out the end of the big black hose and landed on the blonde’s chest. Sagging a little, Jessica 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 Jessica 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, JJ” 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, a usual, she got lucky. Two more guards, just as tall, just as muscular, and just as black, 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,” Jessica grinned. A good, hardcore menage was just the thing to keep the sentry’s eyes turned inward.

 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 people's’ voices grew as well. The party was a rager, and if the side show performance on 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 Jessica was close enough now to hear everything.

 “Okay, Miss,” one of the guards said. He had a gold tooth 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?”

 Jessica loved the way the dirty words came out of his mouth with the thick, laid back Caribbean accent. If anything, hearing that kind of raunchy talk made her ready for a real good fucking.

 She thought about Hank. Their plan was simple, the way the best plans were. The pilot was to circle back slowly around so as not to arouse suspicion of anyone in the compound, and Hank was going jump, only about half a mile into the warm waters of the ocean. A trained combat swimmer himself, who’d dove on operations with both Navy SEALs and Army Special Forces, he was going to infiltrate the boat house and secure the Pavati speedboat for their escape.

 He was also going to be bringing the SPAS-12 shotgun incase things got messy. She really hoped he didn’t need to use it.

 All she had to was find the Senator’s 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, Jessica 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 anytime putting the bang into gangbang. The third guard stood with his back to Jessica, cargo shorts 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 tooth 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 eagler began slobbering over it, her jaw stretched tight to accommodate it.

 “Uh, uh, uh,” the blonde managed to get out.

 I take it back, Jessica thought. You’re not just good, you’re goddamn fantastic!

 Reaching out with both hands, the blonde clung to Gold tooth’s hips. She 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 Jessica’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, Jessica 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 Golf Ball Kohuhu hedge into the pool area. There were people fucking in the shallow end of the kidney shaped pool. There were people fucking in the hottub. There were people fucking on the Adirondack patio furniture.

 Jessica stopped, impressed despite herself.

 The heavy pungent scent of Jamaican Marijuana hung in the air and she immediately got a contact high. She and Hank had infiltrated a lot of places before. Swinger clubs, high end brothels, and even a live sex show in a Mazatlan strip joint, once. She’d seen hundreds of people getting down and dirty while doing the nasty, but this took prize.

 First off, by some manner she didn’t fully understand David Geller-Smith, (international arms dealer, narcotics money launderer, middle man to Cayman Island bankers and Middle East despots, and leader of the Fiery Brand Tabernacle, a rather infamous sex cult known for recruiting among the Hollywood elite and Ivy League colleges) had managed to convert, or brainwash, whichever, some very attractive people.

 The groups of people didn’t seem constrained by any one certain preference. On one of the cushioned lounge chairs, a beautiful black woman with a derriere like Kim Kardashian, lay on her belly, gripping the legs tightly as she took it in the ass from a tanned surfer looking twenty-something. As he finished, one of the four men lined up behind him took his place without missing a beat.

 Over in the hottub two brunettes took turns sucking off a hispanic man and fingering each other viciously. In the pool, a man had a beautiful redhead up against the side and was between her legs, pumping away, as a broad shouldered man stood directly behind him, pushing his own cock into the guy ass with perfect synchronicity.

 Moans, groaning, and gasps filled the air and Jessica realized she was smelling something else other than just marijuana. 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 pot.

 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 Holly McCabe 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 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 Jessica 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. Jessica 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 Holly. She blew out a pent up breath. Time to enter the house.

 Holly McCabe was twenty years old, and from all the photos and snippets of family video Jessica had seen, was as bubbly and vivacious as a high school cheer captain, which, of course, she had been.

 She was supposed to be at UPENN, getting a degree in Communications. Her father, the Senator, had not been pleased to learn that, after sending his little darling to the islands for Spring Break, she’d fallen under the spell of the most infamous sex cult in the world.

 Worried about his own security clearance, and reelection chances in his deeply Red district, he’d sought the help of some “discrete” professionals not afraid to “get their hands dirty.” Basically, for a fee in the mid five figures, plus expenses, little Miss McCabe was coming off orgy island one way or another.

 Coughing, Jessica entered the mansion. It was a little dimmer in the building, and it took a moment for her eyes to adjust. The smoke was thicker in here, the effluvious fog of pot 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 men 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.

 Jessica 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 man next to her, desperate to feel the touch of someone else’s skin next to her own. The man was tall, past six feet four inches and very lean, like a swimmer, blond hair tousled, blue eyes a little 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 get herself off.

 Fight it! She heard Hank’s voice telling her. It’s the goddamn incense!

 She blinked in surprise, realized 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 man 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 Holly, quickly. Much more exposure to this smoke and incense and there was no telling where she’d end up. Her swimsuit top fell away, and her already barely restrained breasts swung free. The tall man moved 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 Holly 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 man positioned in between them. One of the women, with deep, beautiful, olive skin, had her face buried in the man’s ass cheeks, tongue fucking him in an enthusiastic rimjob as her opposite, a redhead with absolutely gigantic fake tits, deepthroated his dick.

 Something riveted Jessica’s attention. She saw a woman sitting on the lap of black man, riding his hard dick with short, hard strokes, crushing her breasts against his broad chest. Another man stood next to the first and the woman was giving him a blowjob over the black man’s shoulder. As Jessica watched, a third man, chiseled as a professional bodybuilder (was no one here not gorgeous?) came up between the splayed legs of the man the woman was riding.

 Jessica felt her third (her fourth?) orgasm building and she began pumping the hot flesh throbbing in her hand all the harder. The tall man hissed in pleasure through gritted teeth and began pulling her nipple harder. Biting back a scream of pleasure, she couldn’t take her eyes off the scene unfolding on the divan.

 As she watched, the third man put a warning hand on the small of the woman’s back and she went still. Slowly, he pushed forward and Jessica heard the woman gasp as the head of his cock pressed against her anal opening.

 The man 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 men began slowly moving, and Jessica wondered what it must feel 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 tall man 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 tall man 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. Geller-Smith wasn’t down here, and his rooms had to be upstairs. Without looking back at the tall man, 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, Egyptian, 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 breath the mind altering substance, Jessica 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 of the woman on the divan taking on three guys out of her head.

 I’m high as fuck, she thought. Then, Hank, I’m sorry, but if I don’t find Holly soon, and get the hell out of here, there’s no telling what, or who, or how many, I might do.

 At least now she knew the mystery of how FBT did its recruiting. She also felt pretty comfortable in the fact that Holly McCabe wasn’t truly a willing participant. She might have shown up for some cocaine and a nice group grope, but leaving everything, including her own bright future, behind, was most probably a result of the incense.

 Geller-Smith had built his own little Disneyland After Dark here. Just move a pallet of heroin in Europe, a few crates of hellfire missiles in the Middle East, and a metric ton or two of cocaine in the Western Hemisphere, and then jet off to your own private island for round the clock group bangs with hypnotized human sex dolls.

 Walking up the stairs, she passed a couple making out. The boy and girl were innocent enough looking to be on the cover of Teen Cosmo magazine. Sitting just below them, one of the Jamaican combat swimmers had set his submachine gun aside and was servicing both of them.

 His skin was the color of old mahogany, and the kid’s prick looked very white sliding in and out of the muscular man’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 boy’s hand roamed across the girl pert, pink-nippled titties.

 Jessica 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, JJ, she told herself, eyes on the prize.

 But, dammit, watching was her thing, her favorite kink. With her trusty Magic Wand vibrator, 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 swimsuit 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 FBT sigil and a burning incense brazier.

 At the far end of the hall in front of a picture window was a larger FBT 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, hispanic beauties sucked her erect nipples. The 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 uniformed bodyguards. He was biggest one she’d seen yet, with a brutal face, and massive lumps of muscle hanging off his body. Naked, except for the submachine hanging muzzle down on his back, his onyx skin glistened with sweat.

 Slowly, he pushed his fist into the Asian woman. When he met resistance at his scarred knuckles, he stopped for a moment. Picking up a tube of lubricant, he squirted more down over his hand and her pussy. Her pubic was cut in a narrow landing strip just above her slit. As the fist worked, Jessica could see the inside of her pussy, the skin was very pink.

 “Do it,” she 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 girl rubbing her clit sped up her motions and the Asian 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, Jessica moved forward, once again entranced a trance. Drawing close, she heard the bull of a man snorting through his nose with each thrust of his muscular arm.

 “God yes! God yes!” The Asian shrieked.

 As Jessica grabbed hold of the black cock, the man began twisting his fist as he pushed in and out. The Asian screamed, hiccuping the cries in a voice gone hoarse. Jessica 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 soorgasmic her pussy sloshed as the Jamaican fisted her. The hispanic girl, 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 Jessica met her eyes.

 On the bodyguard's body her 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, Jessica started finger fucking his ass as she jerked him off.

 “I’m cumming! Cu-cu-cum-cumming!” the beautiful Asian 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 Jessica’s and the bodyguard’s legs, running hot and honey-like down their skin. Jessica 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 hispanic girl’s hand. The big bull went up on his toes as she pumped the last drop of goo from his cock.

 Like someone waking from a dream, Jessica came suddenly 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 quiver 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, a bitch in heat herself, 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 men 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 men’s robes hung open and each man’s cock pointed out like a sword.

 Bent over the pommel horse was Holly McCabe.

 Jessica blinked in recognition. At last, she thought, but how in the hell am I going to get the little brat out of here?

 Holly’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, Jessica took a lungful and felt it rush through her body.

 David Geller-Smith threw back his 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 Jessica 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, Geller-Smith stepped up behind the bent over, tied-up, and blindfolded girl. As soon as the fat, plum-colored head of his cock touched Holly’s pussy she gave a little, soft, gasp that turn into a low, long moan as he slid the hard on in, inch by inch.

 “This’ll teach that Senator to try and get me put on a no-fly list,” he snarled.

 Transfixed, Jessica walked forward. Geller-Smith 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. Holly rocked back forth under the assault, squealing. Drool dribbled from her mouth in clear ropes.

 “Whose pussy is this?” Geller-Smith demanded.

 “This pussy’s yours, master!” she shouted back. “Fuck your pussy, master! Fuck your pussy hard!”

 Reaching her, Jessica looked up. The other robed cult members stood in a line behind their chief priest, obviously waiting their turn banging the Senator’s daughter.

 “Kiss her,” Geller-Smith commanded.

 Without hesitation, Jessica went to her knees.

 Reaching out, she took the blindfolded girl’s head in her hands. Leaning in, she pushed her mouth into Holly’s soft, giving lips. Instantly, the girl responded, thrusting her tongue forward wildly. Each slam of the cult leader’s cock pushed them together. Jessica tasted the salty residue of cum on Holly’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!” Geller-Smith suddenly shouted.

 Jessica pulled a way for a moment and watched him sliding that ugly, great, long member from Holly’s pussy. Cum dripped thick as glue from it. Geller-Smith seemed to have cum about a quart of sperm. With a laconic motion he stepped to one side and the next man in line stepped forward and began fucking the girl. His cock slid in easily, slick with both Holly’s pussy juice and Geller-Smith’s copious amounts of cum.

 Jessica 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 Naloxone, far more powerful than that used by paramedics in ambulances, slide down her throat.

 Naloxone was an opioid antagonist that prevented drugs from clinging to the receptor sites in the brain. It was a real buzz-kill. Literally.

 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 Holly’s hair and twisted until the girl’s face was pointed up at her.

 “Open your mouth, whore!” she ordered. “Take my spit, slut!”

 Holly, simpering with passion, did as commanded.

 Squeezing shut the girl’s nose, Jessica bit the second capsule and, leaning down, squirted the condensed Naloxone into the girl’s mouth under the guise of spitting. 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?”

 Holly 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,” Geller-Smith demanded.

 Jessica rose, fully herself again. She wasn’t an expert hand-to-hand fighter, and, while fit, was not abnormally strong. Hank 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 Geller-Smith 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, Geller-Smith 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.

 “What--!” the three cult members began yelling in confusion.

 Though bigger and stronger, they were highly drugged, and taken by complete surprise. Jessica exploited this without mercy.

 Dropping the handcuffs, she snatched up a Cricket bat S&M paddle with several tidy rows of holes drilled into it.

 “Get it on, bang a gong! Get it on!” Jessica belted out, not sure why, just feeling the justified rage and loving it.

 She swung the paddle in a two-handed, over her head, grip like chopping wood. The edge of it struck the man who’d just shot his load of cum into Holly square on the top of his head. It made a brutal crack sound, and he fell.

 “Hey, bitch!” a cult member 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 the man’s 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,” she sang.

 “What’s going on!” Holly 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 Holly. Jumping back, Jessica picked up a handy bullwhip and popped it sidearm.

 Who the hell could take getting whipped by this thing? She wondered, amazed.

 She snapped the leather whip into the first guys balls and he crumpled just like the rest of them.

 Then the second guy was on her, and there was no time to dodge him. As he tried grasping her in a bear hug, she executed another of Hank’s moves. It was one of her favorites.

 Dropping the whip, she grabbed the man’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 tumbled.

 He struck the table holding the toys, and smashed through it with a crash. That’s sure to alert someone, Jessica thought.

 “What was that!” Holly hollered. “What’s happening! I’m getting really horny again!” She paused. “Is there any free cock around?”

 Jumping forward, Jessica 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 Geller-Smith’s ankle.

 Turning, she pulled the blindfold off Holly.

 “Hold on,” she said. “We’re getting out of here.”

 “Thank god you came!” Holly said.

 Literally, Jessica thought. Several times, in fact.

 “This started out as a fun party, plenty of X to go around, and tons of cute guys. Then I just got confused and super horny, and missed my plane.”

 “We’re taking a boat out of here,” Jessica said.

 She finished untying the girl. Cum leaked from Holly and ran down her tan, shapely legs. The ever present incense was beginning to affect her again because, for a moment, Jessica was lost in thought, imagining a willing, eager Holly taking one cock after another.

 “No! Goddamnit!” she shook her head to clear the fugue.

 Grabbing Holly 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 a bodyguard rounded the corner, submachine gun in hand.

 “What be going on here, mon?” he shouted. “What’s getting broke?”

 “The window,” Jessica said.

 Spinning, she threw the paddle through the big window at the end of the hall, shattering it.

 “Trust me,” she told Holly, giving the girl a shove. “Jump and swim! You’ll be alright!”

 Holly went with the push and dove through the window, knocking down the knock off Eye of Horus that was the FBT’s sigil. The bodyguard unlimbered his submachine gun.

 That’s not in the plan! She 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 FBT sigil which crashed to the floor.

 Jessica felt like she was leaping from another airplane as she flew through the broken window. Tumbling, she hit the blood warm water with a clumsy splash. Down the short stretch of beach, Hank suddenly burst out of the boathouse, the Pavati held wide open as he raced toward her.

 The bodyguard appeared in the window.

 “Dive!” Jessica shouted.

 Putting her hand on Holly’s head, she shoved the Senator’s daughter underwater and dove after her, kicking strong. The sound of the approaching speedboat rumbled like thunder below the surface. They swamp deep as bullets knifed into the ocean.

 The speedboat passed above them and slalomed around to a stop, powerful Jacuzzi engines churning the water. Jessica, guiding Holly, kicked for the surface. They came up on the far side of the boat, and Jessica pulled herself up and over the gunwale. Hank, shirtless and looking like a hero in a 1950’s war movie, began unleashing round after round at the upstairs window with the SPAS 12 shotgun. The bodyguard ducked for cover as Jessica scrambled behind the wheel.

 “Pull the girl in! I’ll drive!” she yelled.

 “You’re naked!” Hank yelled back.

 “I know!” she shouted.

 “This wasn’t the plan, JJ!”

 “I know!” she answered.

 Sliding into the seat, she looked back. Hank reached over the side of the speedboat and hauled the naked Holly into the boat. As soon as she touched the deck, Jessica slammed the throttle forward, and the high performance watercraft shot away.

 Turning the prow toward international waters, she pushed the engines to the limit. She looked back again. Holly seemed to be enjoying herself in Hank’s arms, maybe a little too much. Hank didn’t seem to be hating it if the bulge in his pants was any indication.

 “Hey, big hero, you mind using the radio to call our Coast Guard rendezvou?” she said. Her voice was a little sharp.

 She realized how ridiculous her being jealous might be construed, given the circumstances of the last twenty minutes. Looking a little sheepish, Hank extricate himself, adjusted his crotch, and came forward.

 “I--” he began.

 “Honey?” Jessica interrupted.

 “What?”

 “Remember how we promised to always tell each other everything?”

 “What did you do?”

 “Remember that time you got drunk at that club in Key West, and showed the waitress your cock because she asked so nice?”

 “What exactly did you do, Jessica.”

 “I may have inadvertently jacked a couple of guys off…”

 “A couple of guys!”

 “And given one a finger blast in the ass…”

 “What the hell?”

 “Also I might have rubbed my clit up and down on a good looking guy’s leg until I came all over it.” She paused, then added. “It was a good thing he wasn’t wearing any socks, I’d have soaked them.”

 Hank plopped down in the white leather co-pilot seat. “Was there any particular reason you started acting like a cheerleader in the back of the football team’s bus?”

 “Yes! A very good reason!”

 “Then let's go get paid, JJ,” he sighed.

 “Hey,” Holly thrust her head between them. “You guys want to have a threesome or anything?”


END
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 Bel Air, 1968. Caught up in the sexual revolution, flower children and Hollywood elite throw themselves into LSD and free love. In Vietnam, soldiers fight an increasingly vicious counter-insurgency. Into a cesspool of kinky sex, drugs, media glamour, and brutal violence, enters a private escort and mercenary both coolly lethal, and stunningly sultry.

 On the nation's West Coast an unlikely triumvirate of the LAPD's newly formed Special Investigations Section, rouge operatives of the Defense Intelligence Agency, and a perverted Opium Warlord in command of strategically vital Cambodia terrain, are all about to clash with a call girl who could pass for a modern Mata Hari or a Sunset Strip burlesque dancer.

 Jane Delacroix likes her job as a high end call girl to the Hollywood rich and famous. She’s not afraid to get her hands dirty, and she’s down for whatever the client wants. But now the LAPD and US Government want her to use her talents for her country. She thought celebrities engaged in some twisted swinging, but she’s about to get an education in debauchery.

 Before the bullets start flying, she’s going to have to put out every way imaginable, and in the dungeon of a sadistic criminal kingpin, she’ll experience both her greatest challenge, and greatest release.

 Things quickly started going to hell.

 The sleek black Rolls Royce limousine was a rental. It pulled up outside the wrought iron gates of the secluded Bel Air mansion like a discrete note from a married woman to one of her lovers; looking expensive and filled with sensual promise.

 In the back Jane Delacroix sipped a tall, thin flute of champagne and did her best to look like a high priced Hollywood call girl. It wasn't much of a stretch; she had a body built for a dirty dream and an experienced glint in her eye that could make a priest give up thinking about choir boys.

 She was an hour glass figure in a tight silk sheath of startling emerald and white-blonde hair worn up like a countess on her way to the Vienna opera. Nails, long and murder-red, grasped the stem of the champagne flute with delicate precision.

 She was a startling portrait of femininity. She also really was a high priced call girl, which helped.

 Across from her the Cambodian warlord watched the rise and fall of her generous breasts, his tongue flicking out to wet his lips in greedy swipes. His palms itched as he thought about getting his hands on the beautiful woman's hips and rounded ass. He made no attempt to cover the bulge growing in the crotch of his tuxedo pants.

 He gulped the rest of his own champagne as his other hand dropped to his lap. Jane eyed him through cobalt blue eyes hooded by long lashes. All night long, as General Kou Hun Sen clumsily pawed her breasts or pinched her buttocks Jane giggled and laughed. She let him rub himself against the curve of her long legs and tell her all of the filthy things he was going to make her do in his ridiculously accented English.

 "There's no need to wait," Hun Sen grinned. "I'm ready now."

 In case she somehow didn't understand, he took one of her hands and pressed it hard against his erection. Smiling like a pro, she diligently squeezed the stiff cock. It filled her palm in a respectable manner, she thought.

 "No baby, not yet." She licked bee-stung lips and the opium lord actually whined, like a dog in heat. "You told me so much about that big bed of yours and the little Asian honey you keep there, I've just got to see it for myself."

 "It is so refreshing to meet a westerner not hung up on their sexuality, who is able to enjoy partners of both genders equally well. In my palace at home I enjoy the village boys just as much their sisters." Again he grinned. "Sometimes even more."

 Jane kept her face frozen in a smiling mask as she swallowed hard against the knot of vomit that threatened to come up. She removed her hand from where it pressed against the man's crotch and reached carefully for the bottle of Dom Perignon.

 Hun Sen grinned. "But, yes, Chau Kim is a good pet to me. I purchased her from a Vietnamese nunnery on the border between our countries for a ridiculously low price." Again his smile flashed. "I will instructor her to please you while I watch."

 "That, uh, sounds great," her mask slipped and it was only the fact that the opium warlord was already so drunk on $200 dollar a bottle French libation that kept him from noticing.

 He reached out with an authoritative hand and stopped the glass from reaching her lips. She looked up in surprise and met his intense, black eyes. She was suddenly reminded that this was no pampered actor she was with, no effeminate and egomaniacally rock star.

 He was a warlord. At his word men died. He commanded soldiers, led men in battle, murdered his enemies. When he wanted something, he got it. When he gave an order, it was followed.

 She shivered at the raw display of power revealed by his naked gaze. Adrenaline made her tremble, and her heart beat faster. Slowly, she lowered the bottle back into the bucket.

 “I said,” he repeated. “I am ready now.”

 Blushing at the naked hunger in his gaze, she nodded in submission. She felt fluttering butterflies come alive in her stomach, and something lower in her belly stirred as well. She was so good at her job, because, deep down where it counted, she loved it.

 She loved the freedom of the sex with clients, the surrendering to anything they wanted. The unpredictability of how her pleasure came, the look in their eyes when she was done, like they’d been hit with a cyclone.

 The man before her commanded armies, it was his turn to discover what she commanded. Then she would betray him.

 With smooth, practiced dexterity, Jane lowered herself before the warlord. Her ass slid across the smooth leather seat and her knees came to rest on the ground until she knelt before him, subject to his every whim.

 He smiled, and it was a cold, hard line. But he swallowed too, and she knew she had him. He desired her badly. She looked down, demure, and asked shyly.

 “What pleases you, general?”

 “Your tits,” he said. “Take them out.”

 Slowly, she reached up and slid the strap off her shoulder, loosening the sheath-like grip of the dress on her large breasts. One side went down, then the other. Sen’s eyes bored into her and the bulge in his trousers became a tent.

 She paused, arms crossed in an X over her chest. Then, slowly, she peeled down the edge of her dress and freed one double D cup. Sen hissed sharply, and Jane stifled the smile of triumphant that threatened to slide across her face.

 She reversed her motions and the second breast popped free. Rising slightly on her knees, she leaned forward and her tits spilled out to hang low, soft pillows with hardening nipples.

 Carefully, she leaned in and let their weight rest on Sen’s knees. She licked her lips and looked up.

 “Like this?” she whispered.

 He nodded. The movement sharp. His nostrils flared as he inhaled sharply, gaining control of himself. He looked at Jane, then looked at his lap where his erection strained against the material of his pants.

 “Take it out,” he said. “Take out my cock.”

 She reached up, unhurried, and slowly undid his belt. As the buckle came loose she bit her lip lightly. He reached down and massaged her tits, pinching the stiff points of her nipples, squeezing them hard.

 She moaned and paused, leaning into his grasp. Her breasts were extremely sensitive and she sometimes felt as if an express highway of nerve endings traveled straight from her tits to her vagina.

 She loved them touched. Licked, bit. Gentle touches, hard grabs. It didn’t matter. Caressed or mauled, as long they got plenty of action, she could orgasm like a machinegun going off.

 “Take it out,” he said again. This time his voice was more urgent, less authoritative.

 Her hands wandered across his encased cock, found the zipper, and drew it down carefully. She reached in and took hold of the thing, it lay like a steel bar, pointed up by his belly. He relaxed into the limo seat as she pulled his dick out through his fly, exposing it.

 The penis stood like a piece of petrified wood. Dark blue veins climbed up to a purple head in thick vines. Curved like a scimitar, it seemed solid enough to bruise her. Unconsciously, he scooted himself forward, pushing more of it out of his pants and toward her face.

 “Do it,” he ordered. “Put in your mouth, suck it, woman.”

 She leaned forward, letting her hair fall around her face in curtains. Her breath played in a breeze across his hot skin and the hard-on twitched. This close up she smelled him in a heady mix of aromas.

 His cologne, strong but tasteful and very expensive. The scent of male under that, coupled with just the faintest tang of urine. Her lips parted and she reached up to grasp the shaft.

 His hands shot out and locked onto hers. She looked up, eyes shining, and met his look. His eyes shone bright as hers. He lifted his lip in a facsimile of a smile, and she noticed the hard plane of his cheekbones, surely a gift from that French father they’d told her about.

 “No hands,” he said. “Use only your mouth.”

 She locked her hands behind her back, pushing the mountains of her breasts forward across his legs. Awkwardly, mouth open, she nuzzled up to his crotch, groping for the head of his cock with her mouth.

 She put her cheek against the erection. The thing was warm, and so tense it seemed to vibrate with the intensity of its need. She realized having such a diamond dense length inside her already moist pussy was sure to leave her bruised, well fucked, and…satisfied.

 She snuggled up to the full glans of the cockhead and turned her face down, taking it in her mouth. She heard Sen’s sharp intake of breath and felt a surge of affirmation, of power, course through her.

 The savory taste filled her mouth as her lips sealed around the erection. Saliva filled her mouth in a sloppy rush as her tongue began swirling around the sensitive ridges of the corona, finding the deep seam and licking up to the pee slit of the meatus.

 She tongued the opening and Sen groaned out loud. Languidly, she began bobbing her head, sucking inward as she moved up and down, coating it in cords of her spit. She rocked her body slightly with the motion, rubbing her tits into his legs, getting herself off.

 One of her hands slipped under her dress and found the junction of her thighs. Her underwear, boutique expensive and tastefully slutty, was already damp from her leaking pussy. Her finger pushed in through the thin, silky material and rubbed her engorged lips. She shuttered.

 Sen groaned. His hands, strong and calloused, came down on the back of her head, gripping her firmly. He drew her down along his length, forcing her to take him deeper. She gagged as he reached her throat and slid into it.

 Her nose buried in his black pubic hair, and the drool leaking out around her lips dripped onto his balls. Keeping her face pinned in his lap, Sen lifted his ass off the seat and thrust upward, the sound of her gagging seeming to drive him on.

 The head of his dick battered at the back of her throat, pushing her to her limits. She retched, coughed around the invading shaft, and then opened her throat, until finally, she successful took him all in.

 It went on for several long moments. Sen throat-fucking her on her knees, while she masturbated, sliding a finger past her panties and inside herself. The feeling of being dominated, of focusing only on the now of this experience, this moment, was liberating. Fears and responsibilities fell away.

 She was here to service this cock any way it wanted.

 She let her neck relax and his grip tightened down hard. He began forcing her mouth up and down along his length, shoving as deep as he could manage, back arcing off the seat. His breath came fast and hard, and she thought he was close to cumming. Her fingers worked in and out of her pussy.

 Abruptly, he pulled her off his dick and pushed her roughly to the limo floor. She sprawled out, tits swinging free, hair falling across her eyes. Her knees spread as her tight dress hiked up around her thighs.

 She gasped at the sudden violence and her nipples tightened so unexpectedly they throbbed with ache. Subjugated, her eyes went immediately to the symbol of his manhood. His cock jutted up, glistening with her spit.

 She felt the dampness of her own drool on her face and subconsciously ran the back of her wrist across her mouth. Face dark with passion, the face of a man who commanded death squads, Sen snarled at her.

 “I want that blonde American pussy.”

 She smiled, slinky and seductive. She went onto all fours, tits dangling openly, and crawled leisurely toward him across the short distance separating them. He watched her, cock hard, eyes hooded. He looked like a barbarian king appraising his harem.

 The feel of the ridiculously thick carpet under her, and smell of the plush, leather interior, enveloped her. The back of the limo was its own world, a separate universe of opulence. There was nothing else. Just comfort, and her, and the cock.

 At his feet, she looked up, voice husky. “You want this pussy?”

 “Give it to me.”

 “You want American pussy?” She rose, straddling his legs, dressed bunched around her hips. “Want to don’t you get it cowgirl?” she asked.

 His hands, greedy and strong, found her, and pulled her forward. She laughed at the urgency, but came easily to his command, sliding up his lap. Her full breasts pushed into his face and he leaned his head eagerly forward, taking a nipple in his mouth.

 She moaned as his tongue slid across her hypersensitive nipple. She wrapped one arm around his head and ran her fingers through his short, military cut hair. With her other hand, she reached down and shifted her panties to one side.

 His cock protruded between them and she guided it toward the damp slit between her legs. Still sucking her tits, Sen growled as the head of his dick rubbed against her opening.

 She squatted, poised with him at her entrance. She sank, slowly engulfing him until just the tip penetrated her. Sen’s growl trailed off into a sound almost like a whimper and his head fell back on the seat, eyes closed. She felt his fingers tighten in steel bands around her waist.

 Sure she was aligned, she plunged down his shaft. The sensation of being split, of being filled rolled into her body as he slid into the sheath of her vagina. Both her hands went to the sides of his face and she rolled her belly downward, rubbing her swollen and tender clitoris against his pelvis as she took him, balls deep.

 This was the feeling, the one she craved. And in her secret heart the sleaziness of the situation aroused her in a way she never found anywhere else except with a client. Yes, she was an elite escort to a millionaire class, courtesan to the jet set. But at her base, inside where the animal who drove her hunger coiled like a dark snake, she was what she was; a whore.

 She was a whore putting out for money. She rolled her hips again, grinding her clit hard, fucking the stiff dick between her legs. She was taking cock for pay, an activity that dated back through the millenniums.

 She found her balance on her knees now, shifted her weight, and began bouncing up and down. She pressed her tits into Sen, smearing them across his face. They were both full into it now, fucking hard, Sen snorting like a stallion, her crying out with each hard stroke.

 She ground down with her hips, changing the angle of entry, and the head of his dick skimmed across G-spot, making her shout.

 “Fuck, yes,” she yelled.

 Sen’s hands, the brutal hands of a killer and soldier, grabbed the full, soft globes of her cheeks and squeezed hard, and she panted in response. Her body burned with feeling, surging with pleasure signals like electricity through copper wire. Their groins made a wet, slopping sound as they fucked and that familiar burning pressure of an impending orgasm began building.

 “Come on, baby,” she begged as they fucked, head back, eyes closed. “Come on, baby. Put it to me.”

 Sen responded by pulling her down into his thrust as his hips slammed upward. It was too much, all of it, too much. Her clit mashed into his lower abdomen just above the root of his cock, while the dick itself scrapped over her G-spot in a fevered rhythm. Hot, wet lips clamped onto her tits, sucking her nipples. Strong hands massaged her ass cheeks.

 It didn’t matter who she was with, which dick was inside her, it was this bright, intense moment she lived for. The Spanish had a saying for that instant when the Matador stepped into the bull’s charge and slid his sword home; they called it, The Moment of Truth.

 Teeth clenched, her moment of truth, hit her like a train and she shrieked her pleasure. Inside her Sen shot, and she felt hot ejaculate splash up inside her, squirting in a convulsive rhythm so the feeling of his cum pushed her further over the cliff.

 Her body shook as she lulled forward and sagged into his embrace. They sat for a long moment, neither moving. Inside her, she felt his dick begin to soften and she moaned at the sudden sense of loss.

 Faces pressed tight, cheek to cheek, Jane felt herself smiling. Sen slumped, clearly spent. Slowly, his penis slipped out of her and she felt some of his sperm leak onto her thigh. Her grin of triumphant made a hard mask of her beautiful face.

 Now came the betrayal.

 The back door opened and the thick set bodyguard and driver stood to one side. He was built like a brick shithouse, square and low to the ground with a neck so thick and squat it seemed to set squarely on his shoulders. He had the dull black eyes of a Mako shark, and Jane was afraid of him.

 Her information said he'd been trained by U.S. Army Special Forces, working as advisers for the CIA in the Southeast Asian country. Taking out the general would be one thing; taking out his chief torturer and primary hit man would be another matter entirely.

 As she slid out of the limo Hun Sen let his hand slide off the curve of her behind and down between her legs. She forced herself to accept the invasion as she found her balance in high heels on the driveway. She pretended to laugh and could feel the bodyguard's cold disdain as she pretended to stumble.

 She was drunk. There was no way to fake it under the general's watchful eye. An hour ago, when he'd finally excused himself to the bathroom of the China Town restaurant, she'd taken a Benzedrine to keep her sharp and slipped a dose of powdered Nembutal into the warlord's glass.

 If Mother's Little Helper was good enough for the Rolling Stones it was good enough for General Hun Sen, CIA asset against the communist forces in Cambodia, and opium kingpin. She was just praying that the glass marble gleam in his beady black eyes was a signal that he was close to Never Never Land.

 He came out of the car right behind her. She started stepping forward and climb the wide stone steps leading up to the rented mansion's doors. His arm, wiry thin and surprisingly strong, slipped around her waist like a Sheppard’s hook. He pulled her close until the hard shaft of his erection was pushed hard against the globe of her butt cheek.

 Jesus, that was fast, she thought. He’s ready to go quicker than a teenager.

 His face brushed her shoulder and he whispered hoarsely into her back, his spittle blotting the green silk of her dress.

 "I think I'll take you like I do the village boys," he drooled and she took heart in how vicious his slur was. "I like a snug fit and your American ass just begs for it."

 Adrenaline flushed through her amphetamine jacked system and she almost fed him the sharp point of her elbow right then, but she fought the urge and forced the energy out in a tight, high pitched giggle. She was close to the end, she could make it.

 Taking a few quick steps forward, she rolled her hips in the skin tight dress, staying just out of Hun Sen's reach. The sick son of a bitch had Fu Manchu beat hands down for quote, “Yellow Peril,” unquote, and the naked lust on his face made him look like a hyena drooling over a lion kill.

 The sneer on the bodyguard's face was so scornful it practically bled disdain. It didn't matter, her heart was pounding hard in her chest as she let the warlord chase her up the stairs. Her eyes went to the walls running around the compound. She knew her backup was out there, but realized that if things went really wrong in the next ten minutes that Detective David Sten would never reach her in time.

 She opened the door and stopped cold. Snarling dogs greeted her. The Doberman Pinchers barked, showing wicked teeth. For a second the three beasts were so tightly packed they looked like a single animal with three growling heads, a black and tan Cerberus guarding the gates to hell.

 A single Cambodian held all three leashes, on either side of the dog handler two mercenaries armed with Swedish K sub-machine guns stood at attention. It's a trap! she thought and shrank back. Hun Sen came through the door and ran his hands up onto her big breasts. There was no way she could have worn a brassier under a dress that tight and his fingers easily found her nipples, pinching them hard.

 He snapped something in Cambodian at the men and they retreated out of the entrance way. "I can't wait," he said from behind her. "Get on your knees, now!"

 She turned to him, fear giving her creativity, desperation forcing her to play any hand she could think of. "No, please. I, I...I want to see the girl."

 The request seemed odd and as slow and stupid as the man was he paused, suddenly suspicious. She had to be brilliant and she had to be convincing and she had to do it quickly; he was a man used to having enemies who were brutal killers and his paranoia was hard earned.

 "Why?" he snapped. His eyes came even with the twin missile heads of her tits.

 On second thought, she told herself, it doesn't have to be that brilliant.

 She leaned down low, until the pillows of her breasts were inches from the alcohol stink of his breath and she dropped her voice low, down into a throaty whisper, a whisper designed to make men think about the sound of her grunts and moans during sex.

 "Because I like to be watched when a man does me," she purred. "I like to look over and see another girl seeing me get it good. Nothing turns me on more and I'll do anything when I'm being watched."

 Hun Sen swallowed so hard his Adam's Apple bobbed with an audible click. His eyes never left the jutting shelf of her chest as he barked out his orders in a voice suddenly, painfully hoarse.

 "Go! Go now!" He snapped at his men. "Outside. Boupha!" he yelled at his chief bodyguard, "get Chau up to my room, at once." His eyes gleamed wetly as the bottom of a gin glass. He staggered and she was forced to catch him.

 Jane prayed he'd make it to the bedroom. "Baby, I'm ready," she urged him.

 The entry way was French, Louis the XIV influenced with twin, curving banister staircases running up the outside of the marble tiled room above a grand pillared walkway leading deeper into the downstairs.

 At the top both staircases merged into a single balcony hall with numerous doors.

 As Hun Sen and Jane climbed the staircase Boupha emerged from one of the doors and led a slight, willow wisp of a girl toward the only pair of double doors on the landing. Even from twenty yards away Jane could see the girl was stoned out of her mind, eyes more glassy and gait more unsteady than those of the now drugged warlord.

 Pretending to laugh Jane hurried up the steps just a little bit faster. The rug was a thick cream and burgundy, late European Renaissance, with gold brocade. As she reached the landing the sickly sweet scent of opium smoke hung in a thick miasma despite the open space.

 The smoke was so thick it made her momentarily light headed. She again almost stumbled in surprise at the sudden, perfumed intoxication and pulled herself straight. Behind her Hun Sen tripped into a wall, almost knocking a minor Monet from its golden frame. The spring meadow scene complete with slightly out of focus maiden in a sun bonnet and demure dress rocked slightly, as if it too were high

 Boupha held open a bedroom door and Jane pulled Hun Sen in after her. She stopped, disbelieving. The wisp of a girl, raven hair hanging down to her waist, body marred by bruises and teeth marks, was already naked, holding an extravagant water pipe in childlike hands. Her breasts were nubs with big, dark nipples and her skin a deep bronze yellow, like soft Asian gold.

 She was stunningly out of place in the French Renaissance room. Heavy velvet curtains covered windows on either side of an ornate fireplace. A four poster bed with dripping canopy spread out over about a half an acre of floor space. On the wall next to the double doors ran a wet bar made of onyx and teak with gaudy gold leaf trim.

 Sun Hen was behind her, pushing her toward the big, high bed. The bodyguard took one last look in the room and shut the door. She grinned as she heard the lock being turned over. She let herself be shoved toward the turned down sheets of Egyptian cotton.

 She put her hands out like a gymnast, caught the mattress as she was propelled forward and spun easily. Her thighs, long and smooth and strong opened like the cover of a book and her tight dress ripped loudly along the seams. Now she could move.

 Her panties, red satin and cut as French as the Louis XIV chair next to the divan lounge in front of the ostentatious fireplace, winked out as she lay back on the bed. Beneath the thin material her soft, downy pubic hair was as pale blonde as the hair on her head.

 Hun Sen staggered, caught himself then clumsily undid his pants. His erection stuck out, red and purple under the deep yellow of his skin and he staggered toward her. She spread her legs wider, making an inviting target.

 The girl drew deeply on the water pipe, inhaling smooth smoke like a furnace bellows. The size of her hit, given the fragility of her ribcage, was truly prodigious. Her own public hair was a black thatch at the junction of her skinny thighs. If Jane hadn't know she was nineteen years old she might have thought the girl years younger than her actual age.

 The sickness of the situation left greasy stains in Jane's stomach as adrenaline bled into her already ramped up system. She narrowed her focus to Hun Sen as he came forward, his cock leading the way. The Phenobarbital was really kicking in now and the warlord could barely stand.

 The word had come down to the LAPD from the CIA through the State Department; the good General Hun Sen was to be accorded every privilege of diplomacy, including immunity from investigation and prosecution. His army kept the Viet Cong out of his region and strengthened the royal family's hold over the imploding nation.

 The communists had to be stopped and if a little Golden Triangle heroin had to make its way into the west coast to do that, then so be it. If teenage girls were used up and then thrown away, then so be that too. There was a bigger picture, a larger stage where the drama was being played out.

 But Jane Delacroix was used to small stages and small stakes. When you weren't fighting global battles then people could still matter. Little girls strung out on opium while being turned into the abused playthings of sick and twisted villains, could still matter in life, even if the monolithic shadow of the Soviet Union still loomed in the background.

 Hun Sen was on her. Despite his heavy intoxication and their recent encounter, the skin of his penis shaft stretched painfully tight. The light from a Currey and Company period piece chandelier gleamed off the head of his cock as it came toward her like a battering ram.

 Sometimes, she thought, undercover work is a bitch. Time to be a pro.

 She reached out and took hold of the hard-on. The girl came up behind Sen and pressed herself against, running her hands across his body in open admiration. Jane’s stomach did a slow roll, confused by the situation. The girl’s actions didn’t appear to be the kind normally associated with a victim.

 She needed time to figure the situation out. Reaching down, Sen ripped her panties out of the way, and began rubbing his cock on her pussy. Behind him, the girl dropped to her knees and began rimming his ass.

 The sight was stunning, and arousing. She felt herself growing wetter and in her moment of hesitation, Sen slammed his blunt instrument home. She gasped as pushed into her to the hilt, balls slapping her ass. Her thighs remained sticky from his first load and he was going for round two.

 His hands came down and found the soft mounds of her breasts and squeezed. She moaned at the intensity of his fever touch, amazed at the warlord’s stamina. Her back arced up into his touch as he moved inside her.

 Behind him, the girls fingers grabbed his waist from behind and Jane watched her shoving her face fully in between the muscular globes of his ass cheeks. Sen had come up through the ranks humping heavy rucksacks uphill through the jungle, and it showed in his lean, muscular body.

 His fingers formed claws and squeezed her tits hard. The twin sensations met somewhere at the base of her spine and set her body on fire. They made wet sounds as they fucked, the girl eagerly licking her way through the rim job, Jane’s well lubricated pussy taking the pounding Sen dished out.

 She propped herself up on her elbows and looked down as Sen roughly handled her breasts. She saw his cock sliding in and out of her, heard the girl slurping behind his back. It was a kinky scene, and, truth was, Jane Delacroix liked kinky scenes; they were her stock and trade.

 Nothing wrong about taking an orgasm where you can get, she told herself.

 On Sen’s next thrust, she lifted her hips up to meet him, allowing him fuller access to her cunt. She grabbed her legs behind the knees and pulled them back until they stuck straight up in the air.

 She let soft exclamations escape with each breath as he hammer his cock home. She saw his eyes glazing and began fucking him back harder. She had to get off before he passed out or she’d be out of sorts until she came.

 “Come on, general,” she urged. “Hurt that pussy, fuck that American pussy.”

 His hands slid off her tits and found the covers where they knotted into fists around the fabric. He leaned forward, eyes closed, and clearly dizzy. But the warlord was a machine, and his cock kept drilling into her.

 A paralyzing tingle swept through her body, riding the currents of adrenaline from the danger of the situation. She suddenly felt light headed, and her vision went blurry. In the next moment an intense feeling of lightness erupted through her, as if she would simply float off the bed and away. Between her thighs her clitoris throbbed with amazing intensity and she put her head back and screamed out her pleasure.

 Inside her, Sen broke out his second orgasm, gushing into her like a broken hydrant on the street. Copious amounts of ejaculate flooded her pussy and the muscles inside her contracted hard.

 Perks of the job, she thought.

 Between her legs, Sen, now clearly inebriated, backed away. He wobbled as if unsteady and pushed the girl away.

 “Hey, general,” Jane said.

 He looked at her.

 Her leg lashed out once, quickly, like a snake striking.

 The ball of her foot caught the inebriated fool in the side of his knee and he folded like a cheap card table. He stumbled and fell forward as Jane piston drove her hips up, her long, long legs snapping open then closing around his head like the jaws of a trap.

 Moving fast she jerked her body to the side and swept him off his feet as she cinched in the figure 4 leg lock, shutting off the flow of blood to the man's already foggy brain. The girl watched, nonplussed and slowly let smoke leak out her nostrils like dragon breath.

 At first Hun Sen was confused. He tried to turn his face toward her vagina and for a moment she could feel him trying to work his tongue against her crotch. She snarled and cranked her hips to the side. Hun Sen gasped at the pain as his head was jerked to an unnatural angle. Gradually he realized he was suffocating.

 He tried fighting back, Jane twisted her body around, all sinew and hate until she pushed him down on the thick carpet where he couldn't get any purchase. She sat above him pushing down, squeezing hard. His chin was tucked, blocking part of the effects of the Judo hold. She wound her fingers through his greasy black hair and yanked his head back, exposing more of his throat.

 Settling her hips down lower she sunk the leg lock as deep as it could get. Immediately the Cambodian's face turned purple. Jane balanced over his thrashing body like a rodeo rider. She looked to the girl. It finely seemed to be sinking in to her that this wasn't some kind of strange Western sex.

 The girl's mouth fell open. The female private detective realized with a sort of confused, horrified shock, that the girl was going to scream.

 "No!" Jane whispered in a harsh voice, speaking French. "I'm here to help you! I'm going to get you out! There are people waiting just outside the mansion to take us away!"

 The girl paused, her mouth slowly closing. She cocked her head in confusion.

 "You speak French, yes? They said you understood French. Do you understand me? I'm here to rescue you!"

 "I understand," the girl said. "I understand you are a bitch traitor to the God-King Hun Sen, regal lord of the Khmer Empire!"

 Then she began screaming in earnest.

 The girl's cries were like an air raid siren going off.

 The shrill shriek raked Jane's eardrums until she was sure they were going to bleed. There was no way anyone would confuse those for sex but she was betting Hun Sen's men were long used to hearing the sound of a woman's scream coming from their master's chambers.

 Chau sprang to her feet and began screaming a string of wild, frantic words in Cambodian and now Jane knew she had no choice. Everything had been going to plan until the warlord withstood the effects of her Mickey for just a few minutes too long. Now this; his sex slave coming to his defense!

 She looked down at Hun Sen. He seemed out. The girl was on her feet now, stumbling toward the door. Jane had to make a decision and make it fast. Cursing, she released her hold on the Cambodian and lunged after the girl. The man's head thumped off the carpet like a bag of apples.

 The girl was still screaming, lunging for the door on opium-shaky legs. Jane would never make it time. She snatched up the water pipe and hurtled the piece sidearm toward the girl. The heavy apparatus spun round like a boom o rang before crashing into Chua’s legs. A glowing red ember of burning opium popped free and sailed across the room.

 The girl grunted at the impact, her feet tangling up. She went down hard, her legs splashed with bong water. The ember, smoking furiously, landed in the thick shag carpet. Jane was on her belly and scissored herself to her hands and knees. Her dress ripped more until it hung off her like some Hollywood Indian’s loincloth from a John Ford western.

 From her knees she came up to one foot as the girl tried to stand. Jane drove hard and sprang, acrobat-like after the girl. She collided, driving her bigger, all-American Girl's frame into the slighter female, knocking her down before she could reach the door.

 The Cambodian turned, a hissing Asian hellcat. Jane snapped her head back to avoid raking nails and the girl's hand caught the front of her dress, ripping it like a cyclone. Jane's breasts, big and braless fell free, creamy mounds of suddenly vulnerable flesh.

 "Bitch!" she bellowed in English. The girl would understand no matter the language.

 The opium-slave began screaming again, obviously calling for help, shrieking a warning to the bodyguards with their savage dogs and folding stock machine pistols. Jane yanked the girl's head closer to her by long raven tresses and slammed her hard little fist into the girl's exposed face.

 Chua’s nose broke open like an over ripe piece of fruit and spread across her face. Hot blood pumped scarlet and splashed Jane's breasts, warm as bath water. Some goddamn rescue, she thought, then punched the girl in the face a second time as the little Cambodian tried again to claw her eyes.

 Behind her the carpet began smoldering. Hun Sen, choked unconscious, drunk and heavily sedated, showed little sign of rousing. Jane shifted her hold and tried to climb on top of the writhing, naked pleasure girl, their bodies now slick with their sweat. She needed to pin her down and cut off her cries at least long enough for her to make her escape if she had to.

 The wiry little Asian was surprisingly strong and Jane miscalculated her attempt to straddle the girl. Both Chua’s legs came up and then shot out like the pistons in an Aston Martin coup. Jane grunted as the girl's heels slammed into the side of her head.

 She saw spinning galaxies of stars as she was thrown back. She sprawled across the carpet and only the amphetamines kept her conscious, pumping more oxygenated blood to her brain than she ever could have managed naturally. The carpet burst into flame just behind her. The fire quickly reached the lace fringe of the bed's duvet and moving like a grass fire the flame spread to the highly flammable sheets.

 The Cambodian was at the door as Jane came to her feet. Behind them Hun Sen groaned once. She turned and kicked him hard along the jaw, saw the bed burst into flame and spun after Chau. Things had gone to hell pretty damn quickly.

 The girl couldn't get the handle on the heavy door to work and Jane clearly recalled Boupha locking it. But from outside the door she suddenly heard shrill voices responding to the girl's warning cries. Behind her the curtains began blazing and the heat had grown enough to be tangible force at her back. Smoke began hazing the room.

 Things were starting to look bad.

 Lieutenant David Sten got out of his car.

 He left the engine running just in case the signal came and put his binoculars up to his eyes. The window he and Jane had earlier identified as Sun Hen's bedroom remained closed and covered with curtains. He didn't know what in the hell Jane was doing but the plan was running over schedule and he didn't like it.

 "I must need my head examined," he muttered to himself. "I never should have let her go in there."

 Thing was, Jane had a way about her. He'd seen her handle herself in crazy situations, seen her pull off victories against overwhelming odds. She was good, good as hell, good as she was beautiful, but on top of that her luck was simply uncanny.

 He'd allowed himself to be talked into this crazy plan because he had faith in the blonde bombshell of a private escort. Everything in him that was male and cop told him this was stupid and trusting a girl to this kind of danger was the worst kind of folly. But if it could be done he had to admit; experience had taught him that it could be done by Jane Delacroix.

 Besides, since he was half in love with her, he found he had one hell of a time saying no to her. But it made him angry at himself to feel that way about hooker, so he pretended it was just about wanting to fuck her.

 Still muttering under his breath, he took a few steps forward toward the front of his car. He wasn't exactly being inconspicuous standing around on a mansion-lined street with binoculars. The residents who dwelt here paid large sums of money to ensure their privacy remained private.

 Since his official investigation had been squashed by City Hall before it had even began, he'd now have a hard time talking his way clear just by flashing his badge if the neighbors called the police to report a prowler.

 Behind him, just around a corner concealed by a high wall of arborvitaes, two men in a silent Buick with government plates also go out of their cars. They wore dark blue Brooks Brother’s suits, fedoras and shiny shoes. Both men were clean shaven and each had a tailored bulge under his left arm.

 One of them took a cigarette out of his mouth and flipped it in the gutter. When he walked he sauntered and he had the hard-eyed glare of a full time ass kicker. His partner was a taller, red haired version of the same. Not bothering to hurry, they began strolling down the sidewalk under a line of palm trees toward where David Sten stood.

 Though worried about Jane, the street cop was alert enough to hear them coming. Sten turned slowly and sized the men up instantly. They were fit, the hair under their hats regulation short. If it weren't for how highly polished their shoes were he would have figured them for G-Men, either FBI or maybe agents out of Treasury.

 But it couldn't be a coincidence they were here outside the rented mansion of a Cambodian warlord and CIA assets. Sten was a cop; he damn well didn't believe in coincidences.

 "LAPD," he said, voice low and deep like the warning growl of a pit bull.

 "Bully for you, tough guy," the red head said.

 "Tough guy?" the other one scoffed. "More like peeping Tom, maybe."

 "Whatcha tryin' ta see? Some famous titties sunning themselves by the pool?" Red demanded.

 "It's nighttime, jackass." Sten shot back. "And I told you, I'm a cop."

 They came to a stop in front of him but he didn't fail to notice how they position themselves, slightly fanned out so he was up against the car on one side and penned in by them on the other.

 "We're with the government." the Boss said. "It's a little bit above your pay grade. Frankly you're queering our surveillance. Scram."

 "Got IDs? How do I know you aren't just two West Hollywood rangers out cruising?"

 "You wiseass sonofabitch!" Red snarled and stepped forward, pointing a blunt finger in Sten's face.

 "Easy," Boss snapped. "As a professional courtesy, I'm going to work with you. But once I show you our paperwork you are to take your annoying, traffic ticket writing, ass and get the fuck out of my AO. You understand?"

 Sten didn't answer.

 It took all his willpower not to turn and look at Sun Hen's window. He had no official reason to be here. In fact, his stakeout, in and of itself, was enough to get him in hot water if reported. He needed probable cause, something that would give him a plausible reason to suspect a crime in progress and then intervene.

 He needed Jane to uphold her end of the plan. Even if she didn't, he wasn't going to drive off and leave her in the hands of a Cambodian pervert. He didn't care if it was a National Guard unit with a tank shaking him down.

 "No promises 'til I see who you are," he answered.

 He let his hands drop to his sides, non-threatening, but he changed his grip on the Binoculars. If these two were who he thought they were, then he had no problem laying them out if push came down to shove.

 Boss reached into his jacket and pulled out a square plastic wallet Sten instantly recognized as a government ID case. The fed snapped it open and shoved it toward the LA cop's face, letting him get a clear look at the photo ID and the three letter abbreviation next to it.

 DIA

 Defense Intelligence Agency, the pentagon's intelligence service. Not what he had been expecting, though it made a certain sense. Of course he now knew how he was going to handle the situation.

 "DIA, huh?"

 Red smirked. "That's right, doughnut eater. Big Boys."

 "I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you two to leave before I'm forced to detain you under the Posse Comitatus Act. Unless you guys happen to have a letter from the President pursuant to the Insurrection Act."

 He smiled, dipped his head a little as he shrugged and used the movement as cover to take a quick peek at Hun Sen's mansion. He saw nothing.

 "Don't take it the wrong way," he continued. I'm a big supporter of the military, was a Marine myself, 1st Division, Korea 1950. I believe in supporting our boys in uniform, but regulations are regulations. Couple sharp cookies like you two understand how it is."

 Boss smiled.

 His teeth were crooked as tombstones but looked predator strong. "Frozen Chosin, eh?" he asked, referencing the now infamous Battle of the Chosin Reservoir. "I was Army myself, before I moved upstairs. Missed out on Korea but got to play a little in Vietnam. Special Forces, 10th Group."

 Red cocked his head he smiled, "Airborne, Jarhead. 101St, Screaming fuckin' Eagles."

 "Yeah, well, the war is about six thousand miles that away," Sten countered. He jerked a thumb over his shoulder to the west, toward the Pacific. "Maybe that's where you boys should be concentrating your efforts."

 "Funny thing about counter-insurgency," Boss answered, losing his smile, "there are no front lines. Now take your car and kindly un-ass my Area of Operation."

 "I'm afraid you don't have the authority to give me orders, which is sort of a police officer way of saying ‘screw you,’ and your red headed stepchild of a partner."

 He knew it was coming but he still barely avoided the big round house Red tried to tag him with. He hadn't counted on locking horns with an ex-Green Beret in the street outside of a Bel Air mansion, who would? And his plan to bluff 'em down was falling apart rather quickly.

 He took the punch in a glancing blow off the top his head, where the skull was nice and thick. Using the motion, he twisted around and smashed the binoculars into Boss man's face. The DIA field officer staggered backward under the force and landed hard on his own ass.

 Red moved in and stomped the side of Sten's knee with a sniper's precision. The blow came in from the side which allowed his leg to fold and was the only thing that saved him from permanent injury. He went down to one knee, pivoted hard and drove forward like a half-back breaking the line of scrimmage and gunning down hill for open field.

 His shoulder slammed into Red's gut and his drive lifted the man off the ground and sent him sprawling out to the pavement, flat on his back. Both of the agents went for their guns but Sten was way ahead of 'em.

 "Take it easy and listen up," he watched them close, his gun turned sideways. "This, as you may have noticed is a Colt M1911A1, in .45 caliber. Sturdy weapon, simple parts. In fact, and I probably don't need to tell a couple of old hands like you two, the parts are so simple all you have to do is take a round file to the hammer catch on the action to make it full auto. I squeeze this trigger and the recoil, the way I'm holding it, will march those big slugs right across Boss man here and straight into you, Fire Crotch, all with a single pull of the trigger."

 "Are you fucking insane?" Boss snarled.

 He was furious and his eyes were cold, dark pits of fury. Sten knew he'd made an enemy who'd happily kill him if he could. Well screw him, Sten could play rough too.

 "You may be hotshot agents, but this is my town. The cops who respond to the reports of gunfire? They'll be my boys. The detectives who do the FBI's legwork looking into your murder? They're my brothers in black."

 "You think you can shoot two government agents and get away with it?" Red sounded so incredulous that his voice was almost petulant, like an angry child's.

 "You two are dead but armed. Your IDs vanish. Patrol cars get here I'm just an off duty cop who saw two suspicious characters, maybe prowlers or, worse, Negroes, casing a big house in Bel Air. Thought I smelled some of that funny cigarette smoke those hippies are always burning, too. But when I approached you, you attacked me after I clearly identified myself, and drew guns on me.

 “Self-defense. It'll get in the papers right quick too," he grinned and shrugged but the cavernous barrel of his .45 didn't waver. "I know folks at the LA Times. My guess is, you jack asses not having any letter from the President and all, that this whole thing is a spy game, which means your bosses'll be a helluva lot more interested in covering their asses than going after a police hero and veteran like myself." He met Boss's eyes, matching the man glare for hate filled glare. "How's this doughnut eater doing so far, motherfucker?"

 Boss seemed to relax, his hand came slowly out of his jacket. He took it and waved Red down. "You should have taken the ass beating," he told Sten. "Black eye and a few bruised ribs are nothing compared to the hell that's going to rain down on you once I start the official-compliant-ball rolling down through channels. You're going to be writing parking tickets in Watts by the time I'm finished."

 "You still talking?" Sten asked. He kept his voice mild but inside he was queasy with apprehension over Jane's fate.

 At that point the window to Hun Sen's bedroom exploded outward in a ball of fire.

 Sten spun around, lowering the pistol and the two DIA agents scrambled to their feet. A ladder of fire shot out through the broken glass reaching toward the blue California night.

 "Jesus, Jane," Sten whispered. “What the hell did you do?"

 He spun to dive into the already running car. If a raging fire wasn't a good excuse for your friendly neighborhood homicide detective to knock on a door then he didn't know what was. He hesitated as he turned. Boss and Red were already on their feet.

 They were fast. He tried to bring the gun around and threaten 'em enough to give him room to slid into the car. His radio was in there and he could call the fire in himself.

 Sten had no way of knowing it, but the man he called Red had pitched minor league ball before his draft number came up in 1967. Now the ex-paratrooper wound up like he was on the mound in the Big Show and unleashed everything he had down through his skyscraper of an arm.

 Big, raw boned knuckles struck Sten in the side of the head right in the temple, in the sweet spot Boxers' called "the button" and the cop went down like a trip-hammered steer.

 Red rubbed his hand, grinning stupidly down at the unconscious man. He drew back a size 12 dress shoe to deliver the coup de grace.

 Boss, officially known as Agent John Javacovitch on all his paper work, laid a restraining hand on his partner. He gently shook his head, eyes on the burning mansion.

 "What the hell is a cop doing outside of Hun Sen's, and just before the place lights on fire, no less?" He reached up and felt the swollen mess of his nose where Sten had laid him out with the binoculars. "And what's got him so excited about this stakeout he'd risk going toe-to-toe with two government agents?"

 "Man acts that weird, that stupid," Red, aka Officer Martin Pensk, said "it's almost always either money or a woman. But, hell, this is LA, could be anything."

 Javacovitch nodded. "Come on, we better go check on everyone's favorite opium warlord."

 Jane was in trouble.

 The sound of barking dogs poured in through the door as Chau frantically rattled the handle, shrieking like an air raid siren. Smoke hung in the room, now thick as London fog and Jane began coughing as her eyes watered.

 "Time to go, little girl," Jane told the woman. Chau ignored her.

 That was fine, Jane had done her homework. Right outside Hun Sen's room was a kidney shaped swimming pool 12' down at the deep end. From a second story the leap would be ridiculously easy.

 Picking up a chair with a minimum price tag of $500, she swung it around like an Olympic hammer thrower. Her boobs, barely encased by the torn tatters of her evening dress, bounced crazily, almost comically, with the effort of the toss but the chair flew straight, punching through the heavy, burning curtains and bursting through the heavy glass of the window just behind them.

 Boupha shouted just outside the door. Chau whirled at the sound of breaking glass and saw Jane coming for her. The girl threw herself forward, uninhibited by her nakedness, and began clawing furiously for Jane's eyes, one slender, nut-brown hand snagging up in the American woman's long, blonde tresses.

 Chau snapped Jane's head back and forth as her nails raked the P.I.'s left breast, leaving four red claw marks in her soft flesh.

 "Bitch!"

 The pain galvanized Jane and she unloaded in an adrenaline driven attack. She reached down toward the floor and picked her fist up around Texas before driving it into the Cambodian girl's chin. Chau stumbled back against the door hard enough to rattle it in the frame.

 The lock turned over.

 Leaping inside like a clinch-style boxer, Jane followed her upper cut with a hook to the stomach. Chau gasped harshly as the breath was driven from her lungs under the violence of the blow. The slighter woman sagged at the waist under the impact.

 The doorknob turned.

 Moving like a matador, Jane spun around Chua’s shoulder until she was standing beside her, just behind her shoulder, as the Cambodian, still bent over, gasped and sputtered for her breath. Like an executioner Jane drew her left arm up and axe chopped the knife edge of her palm straight into the back of the girl's neck where spine met skull, in a vicious rabbit punch.

 Instantly the unconscious opium slave fell to the floor. The bedroom door swung open and the snarling muzzle of an enraged Doberman appeared in the jam. Jane threw her shoulder hard against the heavy wooden structure and slammed it closed. The guard dog yelped in pain and she fervently hoped she'd broken out every tooth in its mouth.

 Working quickly, she snapped the door's lock closed before reaching over and snatching a silk tapestry off the wall. She couldn't see five feet into the room now from all the smoke. Yellow flames like the pavilion of hell ate along the walls and ceiling, the heat blazed blast furnace hot leaving her instantly bathed in copious streaks of sweat.

 Chest heaving, she quickly wrapped the length of strong silk around the two door handles and tucked the ends. It wouldn't hold long, just seconds, and they had the key to unlock the door. She could only pray that the razor's edge margin she'd just given herself would be enough.

 Stooping low she scooped the unconscious little Asian woman over her shoulder. The locks on the door snapped back open. Half-blind Jane orientated herself toward the broken window. The skin along her naked legs and breasts reddened and tightened under the searing heat.

 Digging her heels into the burning carpet she sprinted forward, charging toward the open window like a running back breaking through and racing for open field. Behind her the door popped open and caught on the silk wrap.

 Jane came through the smoke in two steps and saw Hun Sen scrapping burning sheet from his face. Behind her the door burst open and the two Dobermans raced in snarling, Boupha, Swedish K in hand right behind them. She had to make the leap to the burning bed.

 The sudden channeling of air from the broken window to the open door created an instantaneous funnel of savage heat. The dogs whirled to run, Boupha stopped and threw his arm up to protect himself. Jane leap up on the bed, crying out as her foot was seared.

 Hun Sen lurched up and snatched her by her ankle. Grossly over extended from her jump she went down hard on the bed. She screamed as Chau was thrown clear. Showing incredible strength for a man his size the Cambodian warlord snatched her off the bed by one leg.

 She tried to sit up but he struck her a vicious backhand that sent her already oxygen starved brain spinning. Rough hands grabbed her as Hun Sen's men rushed into the bedroom.

 "Go! Go!" he yelled. "Put her in the basement cells before the fire department gets here."

 Again she tried to fight but the punch she took this time was from a furious Boupha and she was knocked cold.

 Detective David Sten woke with a start.

 "Jane!" he shouted as he tried to sit up.

 Painful vertigo from the blow he'd taken stopped him before he lifted his head six inches. Moaning, he tried to roll over and regain his equilibrium. That red haired bastard hit like a goddamn mule kicking. Gritting his teeth he pushed himself up off the street.

 The two DIA agents were gone. He looked down the street toward Hun Sen's rented Bel Air mansion. Smoke poured out of a window like it was chimney. It plumed up like a giant fist as licks of yellow flame ate away at the edges of the window sill.

 He should have been at the gates by now. He was failing her. He forced himself up and staggered against the car. It was still running. He snarled to himself, summoning his will.

 "Come on goddamn it, Sten! You can take a punch."

 He forced himself straight and yanked open his door, half falling inside to just behind the wheel. His head was clearing though; he could take a punch, it was part of what made him who he was. He threw the Buick into gear and it lurched forward.

 On the street people came outside their front gates to watch the mansion burn from the safety of their palm tree lined sidewalks. Snatching the handset for the radio to his mouth, he called in the emergency to the swing shift dispatcher.

 "This is Two Charlie Eight, this is Two Charlie Eight," he said.

 The needle on the speedometer was sweeping left to right in an unbroken arc. He rattled off the address and informed them of the fire. His big V8 engine was growling loudly as it picked up speed and he almost sideswiped a cherry red Corvette Sting Ray parked along the street as he slid into the drive before the property.

 His foot never touched the brake as he rammed through the heavy steel gate. The front of his car crumpled in like a beer can but the big engine and all that Detroit steel made for one hell of a battering ram. The heavy gate exploded open, jacked up off its electric runners and the Buick stuttered to a stop.

 Prepared as he was for the impact he wasn't wearing a seat belt and he bounced off the mammoth rubber circle of his steering well, opening a cut above his eye. He tried to shoulder his door open but it was dented shut and so pinned by the top corner of the broken gate that he could barely budge it quarter of an inch.

 He spun sideways on his butt and brought his knees up to his chin. In the distance he heard sirens. The LAFD didn't mess around with their response times in the 90077 zip code. His feet lashed forward and slammed into the jammed door, knocking it open.

 He caught the jam with his hand and pulled himself half out of the opening. He didn't know what the government sonofabitches had done with his .45 so he reached over and pulled his .12 gauge pump from its brackets under the dash.

 "Look who's coming to dinner, assholes," he muttered.

 The shotgun made that sound, the this is for real snap, as he tromboned the action. It made him sneer. Made him happy as he marched up the drive toward the house. This wasn't the best part of the job, but it was one of the most fun.

 The front door opened and a single black torpedo of a Doberman raced clear, running flat out like a Greyhound at the track. With no more expression that a marksman shooting skeet, Sten swept up the shotgun and fired, jacked the action and swept the barrel up to cover the door of the mansion.

 The double-aught buckshot scythed into the dog, smashing its narrow skull instantly. It somersaulted end over end, leaving a bloody smear on the black asphalt of the driveway. Sten loved dogs. He didn't give the ruined Doberman a second glance as he jogged toward the building.

 A skinny Asian male in a Rolling Stones t-shirt and a dangling cigarette swung out, sweeping an already stuttering Swedish K sub-machine gun toward the LA cop. Reflexively, Sten threw himself down and to the side. He triggered the shotgun as he fell and buckshot tore a chunk out of the mansion's door jam.

 The kid ducked back around the corner and Sten popped up to a 3-point stance, the shotgun in one hand. He stood and went to work the action. The muzzle of the Swedish K poked out around the corner and a wall of 9x19mm Parabellum thundered out of the 36-round box magazine.

 He rolled for the cover of some shrubs, realized they weren't going to protect him worth a damn and dove toward a natural stone French fountain gurgling water into the dry, Southern California air. The cherub on the pinnacle, spitting an arc of liquid from pouting lips, exploded into shards as the soft-nosed rounds tore into it.

 Flat on his back Sten finally managed to work his action. Sirens were a deafening cacophony now, the engines just blocks away. He could also pick out the more insistent shriek of police wailers.

 "LAPD!" he shouted.

 Another burst of 9mm fire answered him. Gouts of manicured lawn kicked up next to him and he was forced to huddle lower. There was a screech of tires then a brutal, metallic crack followed by the sound of breaking glass tinkling on pavement.

 Sten looked over. Agents Boss and Red had arrived. After ploughing into Sten's car with their own heavy, four-door Ford, they popped out of the cab like demented springs, .38 caliber Police Specials, identical to those used by Air Force security teams in Saigon, in hand.

 "Back off Sten!" Javacovitch ordered.

 "This property has been designated a consulate of the Kingdom of Cambodia! You're committing an act of war!"

 Sten cursed. He was going to lose his badge. He understood this. Over a decade of service flushed down the toilet. He doubted this counted as an act of war any more than his misquoting of the Posse Comitatus Act was exactly, legally, correct. But whatever it was, an armed incursion of a foreign consulate by local law enforcement certainly wasn't something to slot into the 'good' column.

 "There's a girl in there!" he shouted back. He could barely be heard over the approaching sirens. "She's been kidnapped!"

 "Got the hell off Cambodian soil!" Red shouted back.

 Hun Sen now appeared in the doorway, no weapon in sight. A LAFD pumper truck pulled up in front of the mansion, followed by an ambulance and a ladder truck. The apparatus operator waved furiously at the DIA agents, trying to clear the approach.

 Javacovitch ducked back inside his Ford and gunned the engine. The government vehicle lurched forward and shoved Sten's car clear of the gate. The DIA agent cranked his wheel and raced the Ford upon to the lawn, positioning it between Sten and the mansion.

 "Stand down!" Red yelled. "We've called the FBI and they're sending a team along with your Captain to deal with you! Stand the fuck down, cowboy!"

 The emergency vehicles roared past as the two military intelligence officers climbed out of their vehicles. A figure Sten recognized as Hun Sen's chief of staff, a man named Boupha, came out of the house followed by his three man crew. The Cambodian bodyguards held up a stumbling Asian woman between them. Her face was a mask of bruises and she was naked accept for a charred looking tuxedo jacket wrapped like a cape around her.

 Two black-and-whites rolled through the gate and slammed on their brakes. The crew of the fire engines came off their apparatus and went through their designated drills. A beefy man in his late twenties with a handlebar mustache and the arms of Reg Park jogged past them with a large diameter draft hose headed toward the dedicated hydrant on the sidewalk just outside the ruined entry gate.

 In front of the house a two man team laid fire hose through the front door while a second crew ran a second line around the corner to attack the fire from the outside. Sten's captain pulled up, driving an unmarked cruiser with a detachable emergency light flashing on the roof.

 It's fucking over, Sten realized.

 His Captain knew he was sleeping with Jane Delacroix, and begrudged him that pleasure bitterly. Worse, the man was as by-the-book as a Paris Island drill instructor. He didn't like bending rules, he didn't like breaking regulations and he didn't like lone wolf cowboy plays.

 In short; he hated Detective David Sten.

 There was an empty chasm where his stomach had been as Sten slowly stood, keeping the muzzle of the shotgun pointed toward the ground. Seeing the short barreled .38s in the agents' hands the four patrol cops drew down, staying low behind their open car doors. They didn't seem quite sure who to point their weapons at.

 "Freeze!"

 "Drop the guns!"

 "What the hell have you done this time, Sten?!"

 Sten winced. The last bellow had come from Captain Gleason. Hun Sen, flanked by his men, began striding angrily down the driveway.

 "Jesus Christ, Sten," Javacovitch said. He slid his pistol away, face twisted in disgust. "You killed their dog?"

 Sten ignored him. "Captain Gleason, there's a kidnapped girl in their! She's in danger and I---"

 Gleason, built like a fireplug with a salt-n-pepper crew cut to match, made a chopping motion with his hand, shutting Sten down. His face was as red as the LAFD fire engines.

 "I just got a call from the Police Commissioner about you, Sten. A Police Commissioner who'd just gotten a call from the goddamn Mayor who'd just gotten a call from Lieutenant Governor Reinecke who'd freakin' just gotten a call from the State Department." He paused and stuck a blunt cigar in his mouth. "Shit rolls downhill, Sten," he growled. "Guess who's standing in the valley?"

 "Sir, there's a kidnapped woman in there," he repeated, pointing toward the house. "Her life is in danger."

 "That's a lie," Hun Sen snapped.

 Boupha eyed Sten like he was looking for a place to stick a shiv. Sten ignored him, spinning toward Hun Sen. "You get her out here right now!" his face was an ugly mask.

 Holding out their ID's, Javacovitch and Pensk walked up, sliding smoothly in to form a protective wall in front of the General.

 "Captain," Javacovitch addressed Gleason. "You are standing on foreign soil right now. In accordance with the 1961 Vienna Convention on Diplomatic Relations, that is a hostile action. The actions of your officer have flagrantly violated international law to which the United States is a prime Signatory. It is my understanding that the State Department fully intends to pursue this matter formally."

 Javacovitch looked at Sten. "This is to say nothing about the fact that Detective Sten assaulted both myself and my partner before pulling a weapon on us as we performed a security over watch operation on General Hun Sen's consulate-house."

 Gleason lifted an eyebrow at the man. "Done?"

 "I'm afraid I must insist this man be detained and that all law enforcement presence be removed from the premise." Javacovitch continued.

 "Shit, you're an officious prick, ain't ya?"

 "When I have to be."

 "Give me your weapon, Sten," Gleason said.

 "What!"

 The LAPD Captain turned toward his men, who were holstering their weapons. Almost miraculously, the firefighters' aggressive attack seemed to have knocked the fire down. Already the crew of the ladder truck were making their vehicle ready to leave. The smoke had become patchy, though the smell still permeated the air.

 "Cuff him," Gleason ordered.

 Patrol Sergeant Vince Clark walked toward Sten. He had his steel bracelets in his hands. "Come on, Dave," he said. "We've known each other a lot of years. I respect you and I'm sure this'll all get straightened out at the Station, but you gotta do what’s right here."

 Sten looked at the house. Jane was still in there. For all he knew she was hurt and needed his help. For all he knew she was already dead. She was a big girl, she knew the risks when she went in. There seemed nothing he could do to help. Not now. If he tried anything at all his career, already on questionable grounds unless he got a bang-whiz lawyer from the Union, would surely be finished.

 "Yeah," he said. "Sure."

 He handed the shotgun to Gleason. Red was smirking but Javacovitch watched him like a bird dog, only seemingly relaxed. Hun Sen was fairly dancing. Clark looked relieved. He reached for Sten, an apology forming on his lips.

 Sten exploded into motion.

 Clark stepped forward off his back foot, the hand holding the cuffs stretched out. Sten grabbed the man's right arm with his own left hand and then spun, dropping down and pulling him off balance. Clark, surprised, fell forward until his chest bumped into Sten's back. Pulling hard on the trapped arm, Sten tucked his own right shoulder into Clark's right armpit.

 He pulled, rose up and twisted all in one smooth motion. A judo throw onto a mat was a sport; a judo throw onto the hard ground was a fight ending proposition. Clark flew ass over tea kettle in a tight semi-circle and landed with heavy thud on the lawn.

 Sten didn't hesitate.

 Officers shouted in anger and surprise as he started running for Hun Sen. The diminutive General practically screamed in shock. Sten knew he had to make it, everything turned on this single gambit for saving Jane. If he could get the warlord and put his holdout pistol to the man's head he could use him as a hostage to help Jane.

 If he couldn't then everything would fail.

 He shoved Gleason clear and ignored the man's startled barks as he hit the ground. He feigned right at Javacovitch then juked around the ex-Green Beret to the left like Jim Brown running one into the end zone for the Cleveland Browns in the Championship game. The DIA agent, despite being ready, made only a clumsy effort of a tackle attempt.

 Pensk redrew his .38 in a fluid motion and dropped into a Weaver stance, muzzle tracking. Sten sprinted hard as Hun Sen began back pedaling, arms up in front of him as he squeaked "no, no, no!" in Cambodian.

 Boupha shoved his boss clear and took up a Muay Thai boxer stance. Sten had a second to understand how lucky he was the man had been forced to leave his sub-machine behind because of the witnesses, just before a low round house kick snapped toward him.

 He took the kick on his outside thigh and the pain was so blinding from the force that at first he thought his femur was cracked. He staggered in mid-stride, went to a knee, had the presence of mind to use the opportunity to draw his holdout, then popped back up, driving forward.

 He shoved the barrel of the snub nose .32 hard into the Cambodian's face, knocking loose four of the squat man's yellow teeth and sending them tumbling like dirty dice across the black paving. Dark blood splashed in a long, ragged comma as the opium soldier staggered backward.

 Sten felt a fresh surge of adrenalin as he pivoted. Hun Sen turned to run and, panicked, his feet twisted up in themselves so that he went down hard. Sten was almost on him. It was going to work. He was going to get the warlord as a hostage.

 Chau hit him like a screaming banshee.

 One second he was lunging toward Hun Sen and the next he had a hundred and five pounds of hellcat on his shoulders and head. Confused, he spun. She'd thrown the smoke ruined tuxedo jacket off as she ran to Hun Sen's defense and she clawed at Sten, screaming, completely naked.

 From the dirt Captain Gleason looked up in shock. "Jesus, Joseph and Mary," he gawked.

 Sten tried to throw the girl but she held on, biting at his ear like a rabid lynx. He spun in the other direction in a desperate attempt to throw her. Javacovitch stepped up. Sten tried to react but he was too slow by a country mile. The ex-Green Beret took him apart by the numbers.

 Knife hand to the gun hand wrist. The little .32 holdout went spinning. A quick jab put a stiff thumb in Sten's eye, blinding him. Then the DIA agent put the top of his highly polished dress shoe directly into David Sten's crotch, driving the cop's testicles up into his stomach.

 Sten gasped in blinded agony and his knees caved in. He crumpled, Chau still on his head. Javacovitch grabbed the featherweight girl by the head and spun her clear with one sharp twist, spilling her across the lawn like groceries from a ripped bag.

 Sten posted a hand and tried to stand. His eye refused to open. Deliberately, like a surgeon excising a tumor, Javacovitch fired of a short, quick front snap kick. The ball of his foot, inside his Class A foot gear, snapped into the homicide detective’s temple.

 Sten dropped and didn't move. The DIA agent loomed over him, looking down like he was inspecting a bug through a magnifying glass.

 "Too bad, so sad, tough guy." He looked toward house. The fire was out. "Looks like no one saves the princess today," he said softly to himself before looking over at Gleason. The overweight man got to his feet with the help of his men. Clark was still trying to catch his breath. "I may be by an officious prick," Javacovitch allowed, "but I think we all know what needs to happen here."

 Gleason looked tired. "Get him up and get him in the car, boys. And make sure you get the goddamn handcuffs on this time."

 Jane was in trouble.

 She lifted her head, her body aching. Cold, greasy shots of adrenaline spit into her stomach with icy splashes. Fear made her heart pound and wavers of revulsion racked her with every moment of increasing clarity.

 The rubber ball gag was tight across her face, forcing her full lips open until rivers of drool ran down her chin. She had been bent over some kind of desk, rope binding her ankles and wrists to table legs, leaving her rear-end stuck up, utterly vulnerable.

 Chills crept across her flesh in goose bumps thick as berries on a bush. She was in a very, very bad situation. She heard low, sinister laughter and the answering snide, ugly chuckles. It sounded like she was surrounded. She lifted her head.

 Hun Sen stood before her, clothes rumpled and stained with his own splattered blood. His face was bruised and a gauze bandage covered a patch of his face where the burning blanket had melted his face like candle wax. His laughter wasn't reaching the hollow pits of his eyes. He stank like smoke.

 Next time she'd double the dose of Phenobarbital.

 Slowly, Jane turned her head. Boupha stood still as a statue, a long, thin cane of bamboo in his hands. Her heart sprinted in terror when she saw it. She closed her eyes against the horror of her reality. Things were not going well and, most certainly, not according to plan.

 Where was David? Where was rescue?

 She tried to ignore the other two bodyguards standing nearby but she could feel them staring at her naked buttocks and exposed sex as if their eyes gave off heat. She tried to push back the fear, take in details, catalog facts, formulate a plan. Anything that could stave off admitting what was about to happen.

 She was in a wine cellar. She was tied down over a writing desk of burnished pine. Light came from a single naked bulb hung from a cord in the ceiling over her head. The dark corners and deep shadows around her distorted the sound of the men’s laughter, making her think the basement was large. She could smell smoke. Her mouth tasted metallic with her own blood.

 Being analytical didn't help. Nothing could distract from the horror. She looked up at Hun Sen, her hair hanging loose in her face. His cold, angry lust made a hideous mask of his already ugly face. He lit a cigarette. It was a yellow papered French Gauloises. Jane had always hated the smell of those.

 "Hello, American woman," Hun Sen said.

 He narrowed his eyes and inhaled until the cherry of the cigarette glowed red. He seemed deeply content. He smiled, revealing those crooked, amber teeth and released smoke through his nostrils.

 "I'm going to be asking you questions, but not all at once. Before we can get to matters of information we have to deal with those of punishment. Let me indicate to you that some people, probably not you though, would find it ironic that you chose to infiltrate my confidence pretending to be a whore. The irony being that, now that I know you're not who you claimed to be, I'm going to turn you over to my men to use just like the prostitute you claimed to be."

 He inhaled a lungful of smoke and began pacing back and forth, his lips rubbery around the soggy butt. He stopped, not looking at her now. He pulled a pearl handled switchblade from the pocket of his black tuxedo pants. He held it up like a Magician presenting some artifact to his audience.

 His thumb pressed the shiny metal study and the knife made a greasy click as it popped open, reveling a five inch blade. The harsh yellow illumination of the bulb glinted off the 440 surgical steel.

 Slowly he lifted his arm and pointed at the brooding figure of Boupha. The squat man swished the cane back and forth. It whistled through the air like a saber.

 Jane squeezed her eyes tightly shut. She was afraid she would throw up and, with the ball gag in place, choke on her own vomit. Hun Sen moved to the side of her. She could feel him looming next to her, despite that she couldn't help but jump when she felt the fat spider of his hand on her back.

 "In my country, indeed throughout the Asia’s, caning is a time honored and well established form of civic punishment. A dedicated and accomplished martial artist, who I assure you Boupha is, can flay the flesh from bone. He can lay the cane along the stroke line time and time again, never missing, until the skin splits, muscles unravel and bones are laid bare."

 She felt the cold length of the knife slid down her flesh under the tattered remains of her evening dress. She felt him twist the blade and then jerk once. Fabric split as he cut the last of her clothing away. She jerked her head up in outrage when his free hand began to caress the curve of her buttock.

 Rude fingers found the folds of her sex and pushed their way along the seam. She began to thrash against her bonds, shaking her head no and trying to shout. She was tied fast and could barely budge, her cries of protest were inarticulate mewlings.

 "That's it!" he hissed.

 Rough fingers snagged her hair and snatched her head back. She felt the opium warlord press his face against her cheek, his fetid breath blowing in her ear.

 "Cry for me," he whispered. His tongue lathed the side of her face like a jackal licking gristle clean from a bone. "Boupha!" he ordered.

 The cane whistled through the air. There was a sound like a slap across a face. The pain was blinding, white hot in its intensity. She tried to scream but the gag made her choke on the sound. Hun Sen's saliva rolled down her cheeks in sticky streams as he pressed his face into hers, as if he were trying to taste her agony.

 Again the cane whistled. Blood painted the floor and wine racks on the back stroke. Hun Sen had been true to his word; Boupha was more than capable of putting the cane in exactly the same spot with each stroke. She kept feeling the reverberations of her screams echoing back down her throat.

 All around her crude, evil men laughed crude, evil laughs. Hun Sen stood, hand still knotted in Jane's hair. He pressed her face against his crotch. "Eventually I'll start asking you why you're here, what you're trying to find. But for now?" He snapped her head back and forth. "For now I'm having too much fun to even care."

 David Sten woke up.

 Concern for Jane was immediate and he struggled to sit up. He was in the backseat of an automobile, hands cuffed behind him. His body hurt from the beating Javacovitch had metered out to him and from where the crazy Cambodian bitch had attacked him.

 He realized he was in the back of a prowl car driven by Sergeant Clark with Captain Gleason riding in the passenger seat. The lights on the boulevard glinted and shone with all the promises of fame and wealth that they always had. Somewhere behind him, in the Hollywood Hills, one of the bravest people he'd ever known was maybe dead and most certainly suffering at the hands of bad men.

 "Please, Captain," he begged. "Please, Jane Delacroix is back there, she's in danger!"

 Gleason spun, face red, his beefy hand came up and a he pointed an accusatory finger at the homicide detective.

 "If that's true, Sten--and I have no reason whatsoever to believe you--then it's your own goddamn fault!" he yelled. "The LAPD is not a vigilante force! We do not break the law to enforce the law, we adhere to rules, and last time I checked, whores aren’t cops.

 “Now I've got every senior policy maker from the police commissioner to the goddamn State Department telling me this little yellow bastard is off limits and the only thing I got on the other side is a rogue cop and a big tittied private escort with wild stories!" He lowered his hand and glared at Sten. "It's over, Sten," he said. "It's over. Whatever bullshit heroics you thought you were up to are now completely, utterly over. Full stop, fuck you very much. And another thing is over too, your career."

 Gleason turned around and glared out through the windshield. The whole incident left a bad taste in his mouth. Cops fighting cops, military and police pointing guns at each other, burning Bel Air mansions and strange looking foreigners arrogant enough to give him orders. This whole thing stunk.

 Sten leaned back in his seat. His head sagged forward on a neck covered in deep scratches. He let his breath out in a painful rush, fighting back a bitter sob. He closed his eyes tightly and blinked back frustrated tears. He wasn't a man given to crying and he'd be damned if he'd do it in front of a pompous ass like Gleason.

 But Jane was going to die hard and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

 Behind them a dark Packard pulled out of the line of traffic, raced forward with engine roaring, and slid into place right on the black-and-white's bumper. Clark snapped his head up, eyes cutting to the rear view mirror.

 "Who's this asshole?" he growled.

 Suddenly a hand appeared out the driver's window and slapped a light bubble on the rooftop. It began spinning like a red spotlight as a siren cut through the distance between the two vehicles.

 "What the hell!" Gleason snarled, turning in the seat.

 The prowl car's radio suddenly cracked to life. "Captain Gleason, pull over."

 Gleason snatched the handset up and broke squelch. "Who the hell is this!"

 "This is an open channel," the voice replied. "Pullover, I have information for you."

 Sten suddenly sat straight up in his seat. He recognized that voice, he felt hope. But he was also confused; what was he doing on a police radio?

 "You better not be jerking me off or I'll have you writing tickets in Watts!"

 Sten thought Gleason and Javacovitch must have gone to the same class on threats.

 "Just pullover, Captain."

 "Do it," Gleason ordered, throwing the radio handset down. "I really want to meet the cocky sonofabitch with balls enough to pull me over."

 Clark snapped the wheel to the side and brought the prowl car to an abrupt stop along the sidewalk in front of a seedy bar called Joey’s Tavern. Gleason threw open his door and swung his bulk out while Clark got out from behind the wheel, his hand on the butt of his holstered weapon.

 Sten saw who it was coming up to the car and he thought he'd been given a second chance. When he'd first agreed to work with the man, and to bring Jane in with him, he'd understood the operation called for them both to be expendable. It wasn't until everything went south that he really understood just how chilling the word "expendable" could be.

 The man was tall, looking fit in his charcoal gray suit coat, face angular with a comma shaped scar tilting his mouth up into a permanent sneer. Beside him, just as tall, just as fit, but wearing spectacles like a English professor, was a second man Sten didn't realize.

 Clark had been cruising in the California heat with his window rolled down and Sten had little trouble overhearing the conversation.

 "Who the fuck are you buddy?" Clark demanded.

 "You kiss your mother with that mouth?" the scarred man asked.

 "No, but I kiss your mother with it."

 The guy turned to Gleason, "all your uniforms Neanderthals, or just the ones working as your personal driver?"

 "The job doesn't require the finer social graces," Gleason said. "Mostly it just involves kicking the ass of whichever ass I say to kick."

 "Law enforcement in the provinces is so...provincial," the man in glasses said, voice dry as a Napa Valley chardonnay.

 Sten turned, looking out through the back window to watch the scene. It hadn't gotten off to the best start so far.

 "Who are you two clowns?" Gleason demanded.

 The scarred man jerked a thumb at his partner, "this is Special Agent Clive Makins."

 The man produced FBI ID and showed it to Gleason, "I'm with the Office of Counter-Intelligence."

 "Christ," Clark said. "There are so many damn spooks running around you'd think we was in a haunted house."

 The scarred man smiled, "clever."

 "Yeah well, that's him," Gleason said. "Who are you?"

 "I'm here as a liaison between the State Department and the FBI. I'm with the Bureau of Intelligence and Research. My name is Joseph Dawson."

 "Never heard of 'em," Gleason shot back.

 "We prefer it that way. At this point all you have to understand is that we're a part of the US intelligence community and we provide data specifically to the diplomats of the State Department."

 "Bully for you. What's going on? I just got the jolly jack off from the Police Commish because of State and the DIA. What the hell are you two all about?"

 "Detective Sten and his associate, Miss Delacroix, were working with us on a certain matter. We were attempting to acquire certain, let's say, source material, without our counterparts in other government agencies finding out." Makins said.

 "Source material?"

 "Yes. Specifically the name of a French children's book read by a Vietnamese refugee girl from a Catholic orphanage on the Cambodian border."

 "Uh, come again?"

 "The book is a key, the source material to a cipher used by one Nguyen Sinh Cung as a way to coordinate activities for what we believe is a major upcoming offensive to possibly start on Tet, the Vietnamese New Year."

 "Who?"

 "Ho Chi Minh."

 "What!"

 "I assure you that it's true," Makins said.

 "How did a book some little girl in a refugee camp read become the backbone to a Viet Cong code?" Gleason demanded.

 Dawson smiled. "I could tell you but then I'd have to kill you."

 "What?"

 "He means it's classified," Makin said.

 "What's this got to do with Sten and that hot piece of ass for hire, Jane Delacroix?" Clark demanded.

 "Miss Delacroix's capability for resourcefulness is well established. When we brought in Detective Sten and he first suggested her we read her FBI file. It was most impressive."

 "And just how did you come to choose Sten for this extra-curricular activity? In my own back-goddamn-yard?"

 "Easy," Dawson smiled. "We were in the Marines together. Little place called the Chosin Reservoir. Once you're Frozen Chosin, you're all the reliable tough guy anyone needs."

 Gleason turned and glared over his shoulder, shooting Sten a disgusted look. Sten smiled back, grinning wide to show white, even teeth. "Hey coach, put me in," he said.

 "This is a touching Jarhead love story, but what exactly am I supposed to do about it?"

 Makin stepped forward. "Look, DIA has problems with intelligence. General Hun Sen is a treasure trove for them, but they've gotten into bed with a devil. I can't get into specifics of what's going on behind the scenes in Washington, but the turf battle has split the State Department down the middle. One side is going with McNamara the other with Hoover." Makin looked hard into Gleason's eyes. "Who do you think is going to win?"

 "That monomaniacal fruitcake Hoover never loses a turf battle," Gleason turned his head and spat. He was disgusted. Turf battles between the Secretary of Defense and the head of the FBI.

 "Then you need to be on our side when this thing shakes loose."

 "Doesn't matter," Gleason pointed out. "I'm never going to get confirmation on Sten's release in time to make a difference to Jane."

 "Nothing that's going to happen is going to happen on the books," Dawson said. "You're only going to get permission after this is over and done. But you're an LAPD Captain; who do you want on your side, a bunch of DIA spooks or the FBI?"

 "I let Sten go, I stall the paperwork 'til I hear from you and this helps me how...?"

 "And the Federal Bureau of Information drops all civil rights violation investigations into the conduct of a certain precinct run by a certain Captain during the Watts riots."

 Gleason stood still and silent for a long, long moment. Hot wind, the precursors to the Santa Anna's, blew through palm fronds above their heads. The sounds of traffic suddenly became louder. They could hear a jukebox in Joey’s playing Sympathy for the Devil by the Stones.

 Captain Gleason turned to Clark. "Get Sten the hell out of my car and let's go get a beer."

 "The FBI appreciates your service," Makins said.

 Dawson looked over at Sten and winked.

 Blood ran down the back of Jane's legs in scarlet rivulets. Her backside burned from the abuse. She been hit very few times, because a few times was all it took. Boupha dropped the cane to the floor with a rattle at a nod from Hun Sen.

 Time to put my big girl panties on, she thought. Whatever these assholes have got, I can take it. Then she added to herself, Hurry, David.

 She looked up at Sen. Her body came alive with the drug and aphrodisiac adrenaline had become for her. She surged with endorphins from the caning.

 “Excellent,” Sen told his bodyguard. “Give her what she wants.” He looked down at her and smiled. “I did pay you for the whole night, right?”

 “Extra cock, extra charge,” she told him. He frowned.

 She heard Boupha’s zipper come down. He pushed up behind her and she felt a fist-sized cockhead nuzzle in against her pussy. She closed her eyes as the shaft pushed in, fat and hard and warm, letting her body take it.

 Her nerves, already brought to a fever pitch of heightened awareness by the caning, surged with pleasure. The sensations counter-balanced and were accentuated by the ache in her flesh from the rough treatment.

 Boupha reached down with his paw-like hands and grabbed her waist. Half way in and his dick was too fat to fully fit. Blood rushed into her lips and clitoris, swelling them. She grunted behind the gag and Sen grinned again, watching her getting fucked.

 She felt the rough wood of the table beneath her as she slid back and forth across the desk top. At her ankles and wrists the restraints held her snug. The jerking, back and forth motion of Boupha’s assault, pushed her tits into the hard material of the table, and her nipples throbbed under the intense stimulation.

 Between her legs, her body’s natural lubricant flooded in and she moaned behind the gag. Behind her, the bodyguard grunted and pushed his cock all the way in. Beneath him, filled with his erection, Jane realized she was going to come. That fast.

 Every muscle in her body tightened up, clenching hard. Her thighs began quivering and a light sweat broke out across her body. Her head came up in the ecstasy of it and somewhere below her belly, a faucet turned on. Her hands stretched wide against her bindings and her toes curled upward.

 Hot liquid gushed out of her in a pressurized spray of female ejaculate, soaking Boupha. The man made an animal sound and began slamming into her harder. Sen’s eyes grew wide and his hand went to his crotch.

 Suddenly, Boupha yanked his cock free of her dripping pussy and took his naturally lubricated cock and slammed it balls deep up her ass in a single stroke. Jane screamed, the sound baffled against her gag until it reverberated down her throat. Electric jolts of pleasure-pain washed through her with tsunami force.

 Already in, he began fucking away.

 Sensation rushed up her body in pulses from the tips of her fingers and toes and hammered in successive waves through the tender lining of her ass. Tears began streaming down her face, causing her makeup to run in streaks over her cheeks.

 She grunted on each painful thrust, once again endorphins filling her body. On each stroke, she loosened just a bit more, stretched just a little further, as she fought to accommodate his girth.

 “Ugh, ugh, ugh” she grunted, head snapping back and forth.

 She had never felt more alive, more totally submersed in a moment, so free of every other worry. Everything that was not that thick cock fucking her ass faded away. Cold and hot bursts of sensation resonated in palpating waves from her rectum. Her pussy pressed into the table, rubbing back and forth against the unyielding surface, and pressure continued mounting there as well. The faster and harder he ploughed her ass, the faster and harder her clit rubbed against the table.

 She realized with something like stunned rapture, that she had two separate orgasms, on clitoral and one anal, her cunt and ass, building at the same time. Boupha’s strong fingers grasped her aching ass cheeks up near her hips and bit in hard.

 Centered, he slammed into her harder. He pulled his dick out, let her ass close, then slammed it in again. His cock was an iron bar in a velvet sleeve. Each stroke hurt, but the hurt was the engine driving the rushing cyclone of her dual orgasms.

 The building pleasure wave erupted from deep inside, shooting out in tingling currents that engaged the soft lining of the tight canal of her ass. She began bucking against her restraints, and her dripping pussy exploded for a second time in an avalanche of fluid and gratification.

 Boupha snorted and suddenly tensed. She felt him trembling, pressed against her, and then his cum spurted out, splashing inside her. He fell across her stinging back, spent, and lay across her. Beneath him she trembled as the last vestiges of her orgasm dribbled slowly from her body in sweet release.

 Boupha let his dick, going soft, slip out of her ass and then pushed himself to his feet. She felt his sperm dribble out of her ass and heard him buckling his pants.

 "Now, Miss Delacroix," the General said. "I'm going to ask you some questions." He cupped her chin with a sweat slimed hand, forcing her to look up at him. With his other hand he slammed the point of his switchblade into the table next to her face, causing her to flinch.

 Her makeup ran across her face, leaving streaks of black mascara like Zebra stripes on her face. Clear snot ran down over the ball gag from her crying, and drool hung in delicate strings from her lips.

 "You've never looked more beautiful," Hun Sen smiled. "That could be a problem for you just now, Miss Delacroix. My other men are also curious about big breasted blondes, and you're the biggest breasted blonde any of them have ever seen. They've served me well and I'm inclined to indulge them, unless you can give me a reason not to." He pattered her face in a condescending, paternalistic way. "Do you understand?"

 Eyes earnest, Jane nodded.

 "What? I can't understand you?"

 Terrified, Jane began making croaking sounds, bobbing her head up and down. Hun Sen laughed cruelly at her fear and desperation. His men, on cue, stepped forward and began hooting with mirth. In the weird echo of the wine cellar, it sounded like a troop of monkeys.

 Hun Sen pointed at one of his gunmen. "Take off her gag," he snapped. "Now!"

 One of the men, his mouthful of gold teeth scintillating weirdly in the hard yellow light, jumped forward, Swedish K dangling from a strap over his shoulder. Moving quickly, he undid the Sadomasochistic accoutrement from the blonde call girl.

 Jane turned her head and threw up on the floor, convulsing with the effort to vomit. Her stomach was empty accept for champagne and bile and the mess was clear other than for the blood. It pooled up on the floor of the cellar and splashed onto the warlord's shoes.

 Hun Sen leaned forward, pulling Jane's head up by the hair. "I want to know who sent you and for what? I am protected by your government. I want to know who you are working for!"

 Jane's mouth worked, no sound came out. She closed her eyes and swallowed against the tight rawness in her throat. Her lips moved but no sound came out, she started to whisper but then was overcome by a spasm of coughing.

 She tried to speak again but her voice was faint. Impatient, Hun Sen jerked her head back harder and leaned in closer.

 "What? Tell me!"

 Her voice cracked, too faint to understand. Hun Sen leaned in closer.

 "Who sent you?"

 His ear was so close to her mouth he could feel her breath against his skin.

 "I said," Jane whispered. "Go to hell!"

 She lunged forward and clamped her teeth down hard on the skin and cartilage of the General's ear. Sharp, white teeth caught hold and bit down hard, splitting skin until blood, hot and salty, rushed out and spread like a lake over Hun Sen's jaw and neck. Blood poured over Jane's lips and chin.

 Hun Sen screamed in surprise and pain. He tried to jerk free but Jane just bit harder. His cries where high pitched whoops like air raid sirens and his men remained frozen in shock. Jane snatched her head to the side like a lioness yanking meat off a bone.

 The top of the Cambodian's ear came away in a long, tearing avulsion that left blood smeared across his face. Blood splashed into Jane's platinum blonde hair, turning it strawberry. The fat slug of flesh that had been the top of Hun Sen's ear stuck out of the private investigator's mouth like a piece of escargot at a French restaurant.

 Grinning like a demoness, Jane turned her head to the side and spat. The flesh struck a wine rack and clung to the porous wood like sputum. She grinned, blood smeared across her teeth like lipstick.

 "What was the question again?"

 Hun Sen looked at his ear, stuck like a booger on the wood, his face all incredulous horror. His hands clamped hard to the side of his head but blood spurted freely from between his fingers despite the effort. He staggered back and forth like a drunk, screaming in agony.

 Boupha moved toward him, confusion on his simian face. He reached out his hands toward the General who slapped them away. Jane, slightly unhinged from her torture was laughing, cackling even as the General, staggering, tripped over his own feet and went down hard.

 Boupha went to help Hun Sen up but the man couldn't seem to get himself under control. Not sure of what to do next, he backhanded Jane. The blow snapped her head to the side and split her lip. After the caning the strike was a pittance and she just giggled.

 "Kill her!" Hun Sen finally managed to stutter from the floor.

 Dutifully Boupha took a half step back, pivoted from the waist and snapped back the bolt on his sub-machine gun. He swung the blunt, industrial looking muzzle around and centered it on Jane's high, broad forehead.

 Her eyes shone defiantly in discs of cobalt blue, "go ahead."

 Boupha tightened his finger on the stamped metal curve of the trigger. His knuckle whitened as he took up the slack. Boupha liked killing people, he wasn't really interested in any information Jane might or might not have had, pulling the trigger and sending a cavalcade of 9mm slugs to ruin her face would have made his day. He was grinning as he squeezed.

 Javacovitch stepped forward out of the shadows. Boupha spun, surprised by the sudden movement. The ex-Green Beret kicked the bodyguard in the shin, using the pain to short circuit the man's reactions. He knocked the barrel of the sub-machine gun away from Jane's direction and slammed the heel of his palm upward into the Cambodian's nose.

 The movement was not the instantaneous execution some martial artist claimed, but the pain and shock instantaneously blinded the killer, the excruciating pain sending him staggering.

 "Enough!" Javacovitch snarled, David Sten's modified .45 appearing in one fist and a Walter PPK in the other.

 Using the converted M1911A1 to cover the bodyguard cadre, the American DIA agent used the smaller 9mm pistol to pin Hun Sen in place.

 "I have never seen a more grotesque example of amateur hour in my fucking life, and I was in the goddamn Congo in 1960. You people are pathetic and seriously about to piss me off. General, you better calm your boys the fuck down or I will kill everyone, burn this house to the goddamn ground and start over in Cambodia from fucking scratch!"

 He turned and glared at the stunned warlord. "Don't believe me?" The General, still holding his bloody ear, just whimpered. "Tell them!" Javacovitch snapped.

 Hun Sen muttered something in Cambodian. Scowling, Boupha slowly backed up. The chief bodyguard nodded at his two men and they lowered their weapons.

 Javacovitch lowered the PPK then slid it into his shoulder holster. He lowered the fully automatic Colt but let it stay down by his side. He turned toward Hun Sen.

 "I know, I know. Everyone loves a great torture and gang rape, especially after their pride has been hurt. But let me remind you that with a single phone call I can get B-52's rolling straight over your opium fields. This close to harvest? Guess what 20 tons of jellied gasoline would do to your poppies. Go ahead, picture it."

 Javacovitch walked over to Boupha. The Cambodian glared out at him from under a beetled brow. Javacovitch smiled. The man looked confused. Javacovitch laid the heavy barrel of the .45 upside the Cambodian's temple with a single, whip like crack.

 Boupha went down. His legs folded up underneath him in an unnatural angle and his thick jaw hung open like a door with a broken hinge. Javacovitch looked down at him like a sewer inspector regarding a leaking pool of waste.

 "Hun. Or Sen. Whatever, I still get confused by which is the family name," Javacovitch sighed. "I've read this bimbo's file--"

 "Fuck you and the horse you road in on," Jane told him.

 The DIA agent continued as if she hadn't spoken. "And she's just a Hollywood escort. I'd say she was almost a private dick, but that's just ridiculous given her jugs. Hugh Hefner thought he had something with Monroe? Shit, this girl makes Jayne Mansfield look flat chested."

 "Dream all you want, asshole." Jane sneered.

 "The point is," Javacovitch continued "don't you think it's just a little bit above her typical operational status to be helping in an investigation of you? She should be following movie stars around, sucking cock and snapping blackmail pictures. She's being used as a stalking horse, Sen. Someone in my government has stumbled onto our op, and I have to know who it is in order to quash it."

 Boupha got to his feet, eying the DIA man murderously. The other two bodyguards came forward to help him up, but he waved them impatiently away. It was an unintentional parody of his attempts to help his own boss earlier.

 He glowered at Javacovitch, the side of his head swelling from the blow he'd taken.

 "You feeling froggy, boy?" the ex-Green Beret asked. "Leap."

 Boupha looked away. Javacovitch looked at him in disgust. He however decided not to turn his back on the man anytime soon. He looked toward the General who got slowly to his feet.

 "General, we need to talk for a moment. I really don't want Miss Delacroix here, your opium whore, or anyone of the three Stooges there, overhearing what I have to say."

 Hun Sen turned toward his men and nodded. Scowling, the unit left the wine cellar, standing on the landing at the bottom of the stairs and pulling cigarettes out. Javacovitch shut the wine cellar door in their face.

 The American turned toward Jane, her head was held funny, all of her blonde hair hanging thickly to one side. It seemed slightly out of place, but the DIA agent didn't have time to figure out what was wrong. The clock was ticking and if he was going to salvage anything from the Hun Sen asset operation then he'd have to hurry.

 Before that he needed to give the warlord very specific instructions. Turning his back on the bound and naked Jane, he waved Hun Sen toward the secundum at the back of the wine cellar. He hadn't made up his mind if he need to kill the whore or not. If she were an FBI proxy it might be his only course. If she was operating under the auspices of the CIA however, he might be able to extract himself from this mess, and prosecution, by turning the whole Cambodian mess over to The Company.

 Just that quickly Jane found herself suddenly alone. She wasted little time.

 Turning her head to the side, her hair fell back and revealed Hun Sen's switchblade. Slowly, carefully, she grasped the pear handled stiletto in her white, even teeth and lifted her head to the side. Stubbornly, slowly at first, the tip of the knife pulled clear from the wood.

 She paused, knife in her mouth like a pirate, and considered her situation. She was nimble, she was agile. Compared to a man she was weak, but her flexibility was a strong point. She grinned, David Sten certainly thought so. The ribald humor helped settle her nerves. She needed to be on, dialed in, because she wasn't getting a second chance.

 Her hands were bound at the wrist to the leg of the writing desk. The legs of the little table were short, her limbs lovely and long. The fingers of her hands could reach the floor. The problem was they were growing more numb with each passing second.

 However, one of the things on her side was that General Hun Sen could afford the best. The stiletto was no cheap throwaway knife used by street punks. It was a weapon designed for killing, for style and durability. It's weight was balanced perfectly.

 Stretching her neck out she tried to touch her right ear to her shoulder. Blood was caked on the bake of her thighs and the spidery-touch memory of Hun Sen's grotesque fingers still burned her flesh. She opened her mouth. The pearl handle bore her lipstick kiss.

 It fell like a dart straight down into the old packed earth of the cellar floor. The point drove into the dirt like the proverbial knife through hot butter until half its long blade stuck. The handle didn't even quiver as it came to a stop.

 She had been perfect.

 She reached out with strong, clever fingers tipped by nails painted red as her lipstick, as red as her flowing blood, and grasped the switchblade. Deftly, she turned it like a surgeon holding a scalpel and began working on the ropes pinning her right wrist.

 If she got half a chance she was going to unleash hell on these bastards and the FBI could worry about its own goddamn investigation.

 The ocelot was a perfect design of nature.

 A little over three feet long, the predator feline weight 40lbs of compact muscle. Its night vision was phenomenal, so far beyond human capability it was very nearly machine-like in its perception. Vision wasn't the only way it hunted, however.

 From the tip of Texas, down through the jungles of Central and South America into the northern ranges of Argentina, the cat hunted by exploiting the odor trails of its prey. While not a bloodhound, the cat's olfactory abilities were considerable.

 This ocelot's name was Marty and his owner was Jane Delacroix.

 Uncannily intelligent, even for a species touted for its startling mental acuity, the wild cat barely tolerated Detective David Sten. Despite their uneasy truce revolving around Jane, the LAPD detective knew he could count on the feline for what he needed.

 At the foot of the estate's wall, he set the Ocelot down.

 He'd driven like a madman to Jane's place where he'd taken a change of clothes, a painter's step ladder she used to change her light bulbs, and Marty.

 Wherever Jane was, the cat wanted to be. If the woman was within a mile of the animal it would unerringly move to be by her side. The bond they shared had always struck Sten as odd, preternatural somehow, or even psychically empathetic. It seemed like a lot less beloved pet and a lot more witch's familiar (he was careful to never share this insight with Jane).

 He didn't understand it, he'd never seen anything like it, but he trusted it.

 "Look, Kitty," he muttered. They were crouched in the bushes at the back of the big house. "You need to go to Jane. Find your girl, buddy."

 The Ocelot looked at him with the huge saucer eyes designed for nocturnal hunting. It purred low down in its chest with a fierce rumble. It yawned and its jaw seemed to almost unhinge, revealing formidable fangs that Jane kept ivory white by brushing them just like a baby's. Its tongue was long, pink and rough as sandpaper.

 "Come on," Sten urged. "Don't make a monkey out of me, goddamn it."

 The feline regarded him. Its look was haughty as a nonplussed Jane Delacroix. Sten closed his eyes tightly against his mounting frustration.

 "Please," he gritted out.

 He opened his eyes, prepared for disappointment. It had been an ass stupid idea anyway. Who'd he think he was, a circus act? Lorene Green, maybe?”

 The ocelot was gone. Startled, Sten looked around. The cat looked down at him from the top of the estate wall.

 "Now we're cooking with gas!"

 The cat lazily turned its head toward the big house then disappeared in a single, fluid leap.

 "Christ! Wait for me!" Sten hissed.

 Quickly, he threw the step ladder against the wall and scrambled up.

 He prayed he was in time.

 The last ropes came away with a snik and Jane sagged against the table for a moment in relief. Her considerable chest heaved with the pounding of her heart, unintentionally provocative by the sheer, raw, sexuality of her form.

 Her soft flesh was covered with bruises, blood painted her thighs making the white down of her pubic hair seemed framed in the scarlet. The makeup on her face was smeared and her hair was wild. She gathered her will and stood straight. Naked as Eve in the Garden, she looked like a mythological warrior woman holding the wicked blade of the spring-loaded stiletto.

 She looked around quickly. Time was not on her side. All bad humor to the side, running and scrambling without a bra was not an easy task; she would never out run the ultra-lean Cambodians or a man as fit as that sonofabitch, Javacovitch

 Her legs were good, Hollywood perfect, but it was her brain that was going to get her out of this. Looking around she spotted only two doors out of the underground chamber. Behind one, she heard Boupha and his men talking. It was an obvious no go. It was also the only way to the stairs. The other door was where Javacovitch had taken Hun Sen. There were no windows.

 Growing more frantic, she cast about. She saw rack upon rack of dusty wine bottles. The table she'd been tied to, and the coils of rope used to tie her down. A single powerful light hung from the ceiling.

 The ceiling.

 She craned her head and looked up. Old World rafters, arched over the cool, stone walls. The style had been fashionable when Mexico controlled California, used almost exclusively by the Catholic friars in building their monasteries. The worn wooden supports ran thick with shadows and cobwebs.

 It wasn't perfect, hell it wasn't even good---but it was all she had.

 Moving quickly, she clambered up onto the table where just moments before she'd been helpless and bound at the whim of villains. Placing the stiletto back between her teeth, she reached out her long arms and jumped like a gymnast.

 Her hands caught the worn wood of the rafter and she almost slipped. The muscles of her arms stood out in vivid relief as she struggled to hold on. In the next breath she found her purchase and swung up. Maneuvering into position quickly she crouched, cat-like on the beam.

 She wasted no time in reaching down and pulling the cord to the light up. When it was close she struck the bulb once, sharply, with the hilt of the switchblade. There was a tinkling of falling glass and the cellar plunged into darkness.

 David Sten, she thought, where the hell are you?

 The first thing Marty found was the Doberman.

 Sten came over the wall and bounced off the ground with the gun up and in his hand, cocked and locked. He caught a flash of tawny fur cutting out through the landscaping and heading for an open patio door around the big, kidney shaped swimming pool.

 He came up and started sprinting hard, the Ocelot was already onto something besides the heavy stink of smoke, that much was obvious. His soles made indiscreet slapping sounds as he vaulted a low metal railing and landed on the concrete laid around the pool.

 He hurdled a deck chair then juked around a patio table with striped umbrella before cutting through the open gate and darting onto the back porch. The back of the mansion was a wall of glass and a blaze of light and the detective felt exposed as a burlesque dancer crossing the yard, but nobody seemed active in the house.

 He entered the mansion in a crouch, sub-machine gun up. The weapon was a US Army M3 in .45 caliber, just like the kind he'd carried in Korea. Dawson had given it to him without any explanation about where he'd gotten it.

 "I know you know how to use a grease gun, buddy, seen it myself." He'd winked. "Just remember, that asshole boss of yours, Gleason, ever asks, you took it off the gooks." The thing had come with a suppressor almost as long as the barrel of the weapon itself.

 "Rodger that," Sten had replied, itching to get his hands on the stutter gun. He hadn't wanted to kill anyone this bad in...maybe ever.

 Now he shuffled forward into the house, blunt muzzle of the suppressor leading the way, folding wire stock jammed into his hip as he pivoted through the doorway.

 He was in a kitchen. It was expensive and modern looking, like a stainless steel version of something he'd seen on the Jetsons. Big refrigerator, big restaurant model oven range, plenty of counter space around the white porcelain basin of the dual sinks. The floor was cool, pale terracotta tile and he slid across it with the slow, malevolent intentions of jungle predator.

 He couldn't find the damn cat.

 "Where the hell---" he began in an exasperated whisper.

 The screech was like nothing he'd ever heard come out of the cat's mouth. The sound was followed by a fierce, almost frenzied barking. Chasing the sounds, he came out of the kitchen into a formal dining room. There was a molded iron chandelier attached to an old carriage wheel hanging over a huge oak table capable of seating twenty.

 The Ocelot was up on the tabletop hissing like an overheated steam engine. The Doberman from earlier had both feet up on the table edge and snarling wildly, tried to bury it's yellow teeth in the wild cat. The racket was worse than any burglar alarm Sten had ever heard.

 Marty reached out and raked it's big, exposed claws straight across the dog's muzzle. Blood flew and stuck like syrup on the dining room hall. The animal yelped in surprise and pain, spinning in fear from the cat.

 Suddenly the dog seemed to be charging him and Sten tried to bring the sub-machine gun around in time but the animal was already on him. He threw himself back against the wall, ready to wrestle the guard dog off him. In a flash the black and tan beast went streaking past him into the kitchen still yelping in fear.

 Sten looked back at the Ocelot. Marty casually licked its dripping paw. Its eyes, reflecting light like diamonds, looked over at the human. It purred.

 "Show off."

 Tail in the air, it strode over to the edge of the table and leaped lightly to the floor. With a single look over its orange and black camouflage markings, it trotted easily from the room.

 Left little choice, Sten quickly followed.

 Jane crouched in the darkness.

 She was seething with murderous rage. She wanted revenge, wanted justice, but the men who'd harmed her were beyond the reach of normal law enforcement, international players on a shadowy, byzantine world stage well beyond her usual run of Hollywood hoods and gangsters. They were common, sadistic thugs, but someone somewhere in an office of influence and power had decided there was a greater good.

 That man could pucker his lips right up tight and kiss Jane Delacroix's Lilly white ass.

 Bravado aside, she was still trapped though, and knew it. Her true hope was that the men, confused by her hopefully inexplicable disappearance, would rush out of the room to chase after her, giving her chance to slip out behind them and head in an opposite direction.

 As plans went it wasn't exactly General Montgomery at El Alamein, but she didn't have a plethora of resources to work with here. She shifted on the rafter, knife held ready.

 Across the room the door to secundum opened, spilling a bar of yellow illumination into the wine cellar. Jane crouched lower, fighting to keep her breath from running away from her. Javacovitch appeared, silhouetted in the doorway.

 “What the hell! Sen, why is this place dark?”

 From upstairs there came the furious sound of a dog barking. Now Hun Sen came running into the room, calling out to his men, barking orders to his soldiers in a tone every bit as frenzied as the canine one they heard upstairs.

 The door on the other side of the cellar flew open but the bulb in the ceiling at the bottom of the stairs was weaker than the one in the room where Javacovitch and Hun Sen had been and it provided little illumination. Slowly, Jane began scooting backward on the rafter, attempt to make herself as unobtrusive as possible.

 Javacovitch lifted up Sten's automatic pistol. “You get your boys upstairs, now,” he ordered. “That ain't the Good Humor Man your mutt is barking at.”

 “The girl!” Hun Sen shouted. He was barely discernible in the pool of dark centered around the deep middle of the room. “She's gone!”

 “Bullshit!” Javacovitch snapped. “There's no place for her to go. Turn on the damn light.”

 “I-I-I can't find it,” Hun Sen said after a moment.

 “Idiots,” the ex-Green Beret snarled. “She's in here.” He walked over to a rack of wine bottles and with a grunt heaved them to the floor. Glass shattered and the smell of wine immediately filled the room. The liquid washed out in a flood into the light of the open door.

 He strode forward two steps and hurtled another rack to the floor. Hun Sen backed up to the cellar's entrance. Even in the dim light he was clearly at a loss for what to do. He looked befuddled, stupid and helpless.

 Jane really wished Javacovitch felt the same way.

 “It's only a matter of time, little girl,” he called.

 Crash went another rack. “When I find you I'm not going to be in a good mood. Best to just come out now.”

 Crash

 “I applaud your bravery and resourcefulness, but futile is futile, Barbie Doll.”

 Crouched back in the shadows of the rafters, Jane couldn't help but think he might have a point. It was not a comforting feeling. The smell of spilled wine grew overwhelming in the enclosed space, her head starting to spin from the fumes.

 She realized she might only be prolonging the inevitable but, stubbornly, she refused to waver. The hilt of the knife was sweaty in her hand as she pushed herself further back into the darkness. Reaching a feeling of near despair, she resolutely promised herself she would go down striking.

 From overhead Hun Sen's men began shouting in anger. There was the staccato hemorrhaging of automatic gunfire. Her breath came out of her in a rush of relief.

 David, she thought. Relief flooded into her with such intensity it was intoxicating. She turned toward the open door to the upstairs where Hun Sen stood. Her hand came down as she pivoted and the heel of her palm slid off the smooth old wood of the rafter.

 She grunted under the impact as her chest bounced off the beam. Suddenly overextended, her knee came down as her feet fought furiously for purchase. It was over in a second and she fell the eight feet to the floor.

 She cried out in pain at the sudden impact as the switchblade went spinning off into the shadows. Javacovitch hadn’t gotten to the wine racks near her so that even though she was instantly splashed with wine she managed to avoid landing in a field of broken glass.

 The ex-Green Beret reacted instantly. One second she was trying to scramble to her feet and in the next he was standing above her, clothed in shadow like a deathly specter. A strong hand reached down, fingers like steel cables entwining themselves in her hair, and then she was cruelly snatched up to her feet.

 She tried to fight, knees striking, hands clawing, but he popped his arm like a lion tamer with a bullwhip and snapped her head on her neck so sharply she saw stars. She cried out and he pulled her up tight against his body, crushing her breasts to his chest.

 She went for his eyes but the cold, hard metal circle of a gun barrel dug into the tender flesh under her chin. She froze.

 “Nice try,” Jacovavitch growled. His breath was hot in her face, close as a lover as he peered down at her in the uncertain light.

 She shut her eyes tight and stood very, very still.

 Sten stalked smoothly through the house.

 He'd fought house-to-house before, in the battle of Inchon, and he'd followed more than one desperate, armed perp into mazes of urban terrain since joining the LAPD. He understood close quarter battle in the narrow confines of a room by room gunfight.

 He didn't like it.

 The margin for error was razor thin, the chance of innocent people getting caught in the crossfire, too great. He didn't really have much of a choice at the moment, however. If he could keep from accidental shooting either of the girls then the mansion was pretty much a free fire zone.

 Gliding forward, he silently gave thanks once again for the Ocelot running point for him. The Bel Air estate was massive, an ostentatiously decorated labyrinth that he would have quickly become lost in, leaving him with little hope of finding Jane if not for the sure footed wildcat.

 The orange and black spotted animal darted down a hallway past a secondary staircase and through the door of a room off the corridor. Moving fast to catch up, Sten shuffled past several expensive Renaissance influenced paintings and odd pieces of Louis the XIV furniture like armoires, chairs, and end tables. The interior decorator for the rental company had picked a theme of European decadence and then ran stubbornly with it, the detective noted.

 He swung the muzzle up as he got to what appeared to be a back, or servants' staircase. Marty appeared in the hall suddenly, running quick. It was all the warning Sten got. He pivoted toward the animal in surprise, bringing the silenced M3 up on reflex.

 A muscular, Asian man in a chauffeur’s dress suit appeared in the doorway, Swedish K at the ready in his fists. Focused on the strange sight of the fleeing Ocelot, his eyes flared in surprise as he caught sight of Sten. The LAPD detective centered his gun-sight on the man's chest, his finger taking up the slack on his trigger.

 The chauffeur darted back inside the room. Sten had a lot of faith in his 185-grain large caliber rounds. The .45 caliber slugs were slow juggernauts that created deep wound channels in human flesh and could attack structural targets with raw, blunt force trauma.

 He fired a tight burst from the hip, clawing a line of baseball sized holes through the wood paneling of the hallway and sending the hardballs crashing through into the room beyond. The thwak-thwak-thwak of the suppressed sub-machine gun coughed out against the clink-clink-clink of the bolt cycling back and forth like the piston in a Corvette engine.

 Glittering brass cartridges pumped out of the oversized ejection port in wild arcs and bounced to the floor. The adrenaline-high stink of cordite was a sudden, intoxicating perfume in the cramped quarters of the back hallway.

 And there it was.

 Like a Jack-in-the-box inside his soul, popping up again though he thought he'd left the feeling of it, the Satanic rush of it, behind him; that feeling like back on the Chosin or in the gutters of Inchon; the love for killing people that needed killing. He felt the involuntary stretch of his lips as they drew back in a fierce, barbaric grin.

 He didn't let the rush take him, didn't plunge into the river of the emotion, but a little part of him, a part now well tucked away since the war, savored it. He eased his finger off the trigger when he saw a wave of blood rolling out from the edge of the door and across the floor.

 He heard the slump of the body striking the floor like a sack of loose meat and then the chauffeur splayed out on the ground. .45 caliber rounds at under ten feet of range had caved in his ribs like kindling, blown the arm off at the elbow and splattered the man's insides all over the outside.

 Sten heard a slap of bare feet on tile and was already turning when the girl screamed. Wearing only a short, white silk robe with brilliant lavender birds painted on it, Chou, the girl he and Jane had come to save, stood at the bottom of the staircase behind him.

 Her hair was wild as a lion mane, eyes crazy with emotion and drugs, in her hand she held a big .357 Magnum Colt Python with a 4-inch barrel. The size of the handgun was ludicrous in Chou's tiny hands. Though first produced in 1955, Sten had never seen one outside of a high end gun store.

 Now, as he looked deep into the massive tunnel of its muzzle, he hoped to never see one again. “Easy,” he warned.

 Chou shrieked and launched into motion. Startled and almost paralyzed with disbelief, Sten watched her squeeze her eyes tightly shut as she took the titanic revolver up into both her hands. She dropped straight down into a full crouch and snapped the heavy weapon up, like an Olympic Weightlifter trying to hit a 400lbs Snatch.

 Eyes still locked tightly shut, Chou was screaming in what Sten assumed was Cambodian, though he found it impossible to tell for sure. The surrealistic fog of the situation felt overblown, like a melodrama seen on stage. He stepped easily to one side as she began firing blindly. The roar of the hand cannon was deafening and the .357 magnum rounds plunged through the hall, leaving funnels of supersonic air cracking down the length of the corridor.

 Recoil jerked the heavy pistol barrel up like the arm of a puppet on a string. Three shots in and Sten had managed to reach the side of the staircase. He reached for the pistol, half bemused, half worried one of the massive bullets would cut through a wall and hit Jane somewhere deeper in the mansion. Chou let the recoil unlock her elbows slightly as she fired a fourth time.

 This time the pistol recoil drove the frame straight back into her face. The hammer smashed into her lips and split them open to knock the bottom off her two top teeth. Shocked by the sudden pain and force, Chou's eyes snapped open and she screamed as her head was knocked back.

 The pistol fell heavily to the floor, struck the bottom step and hopped like a badly bounced coin. Sten heard a cry behind him and spun, M3 up and at the ready. One of the bodyguards had appeared in the doorway, Swedish K at port arms. A red blossom the size of a 50-cent piece appeared in his chest. The loose .357 came down off the bounce and struck the hall floor butt first as if held by an invisible hand. The hammer reverberated under the impact and the fifth round went off like a stick of dynamite in a laundry chute.

 Sten jumped a foot when the dropped pistol fired but his eyes never left the Cambodian gunman as he tried to bring his own weapon to bear. The man was struck with a second .357 round that shattered his jaw and tore an avulsion the size of a paperback novel in the front of his throat.

 Slaughtered, the man twisted as if caught with a Rocky Marciano hook and went down. Sten gaped in incredulous shock. The whole thing was as unlikely as an Andy Warhol painting. On cue a second bodyguard appeared behind the first.

 The two men looked up at each other over the improbable corpse of the third. Both men went for their triggers and realized the other was doing the same. Both men peeled away for cover as they fired, throwing their aim wild and sending bursts of slugs to hammer into the building's walls. Plaster dust and splinters the size of pencils filled the air as the rounds clawed through the materials in useless fusillades.

 Chau staggered to her feet, mouth bleeding copious amounts as she spit out shards of teeth. On one knee in the hall, Sten sensed her moving and swung his grease gun around like a croquet mallet, smacking the steel barrel into the slight woman's shins, using merciless force.

 Chau cried out and went down face first into the hallway rug, yet another artifact of the French Renaissance. Blood instantly soaked the cream and burgundy carpet length, ruining eight thousand dollars beyond repair in less than a second.

 Sten launched himself forward, putting a heavy hand in the small of the woman's back and pinning her immobile. He thrust the M3 forward with one hand on the pistol grip and triggered a long, ragged blast of suppressive fire at the doorway.

 Chou screamed again in inarticulate shrieks of primal rage and tried to rise. Exasperated, Sten did the only thing he could think of and popped the folding wire stock of the sub-machine gun against her temple like a carpenter tapping home a nail. The Cambodian woman dropped instantly to the rug.

 The barrel of the Swedish K levered blindly around the corner and opened fire. Parabellum rounds cut through the air above the ex-marine's head in a hail of 9mm lead slugs forcing him to duck. Sensing an opportunity, Sten drove himself into action.

 He came up in a low lunge and dove over the unconscious woman's body, landing on one tucked shoulder and rolling across in a tight ball. He came up fast, right at the edge of the door and shoved the long suppressor in under the hammering, stuttering Swedish K.

 His knuckled went white as he pulled the trigger and hosed the area behind the door jam. The Swedish sub-machine gun instantly fell silent and tumbled away to land in a lake of the dead chauffeur’s blood. The final Cambodian gunmen pirouetted like a ballerina, his chest and stomach a bloody mess, tripped over the feet of the other KIA and fell heavily to the floor.

 Snatching the M3's stock tight in against his shoulder, Sten snapped the barrel back and forth in a tight pattern as he looked deeper into the room. There was a moment of silence while he took in a small alcove complete with china hutch showing Hummel figures from a Summer Day On The Seine, a reading chair next to an informal humidor, and a door which hung open, revealing stairs leading down.

 There was a pause that seemed to last improbably long after the furious gun battle. Slowly, Sten uncoiled and lifted himself to one knee, his hearing still compromised from the close in report of un-baffled firearms. Behind him however he easily heard the rattled breath of the unconscious opium slave as blood bubbled through her nose.

 Marty yowled in a questioning manner from much further back. Sten worked his jaw, weapon at the ready, and his ear drums popped, returning some of his hearing. He heard the sound of heavy feet thundering up wooden stairs and he had just a moment's warning to tense.

 Boupha came through the door, weapon blazing.

 Jane cried out in pain.

 She tried to pull free from Javacovitch as the sound of weapon reports rolled back down the stairs, but he was relentless. She struck his face with an open palm blow while trying to weave her leg between his ankles for a pseudo Judo-trip, but he casually shifted with the blow and automatically popped his hips back, easily keeping his balance.

 “Knock it off!” he warned.

 He shoved the barrel of Sten's .45 into her stomach. She gasped and sagged against the iron claw hold he held in her hair. The wind was driven from her as she folded down in pain and she stumbled. He eased up on the pressure for a moment to let her catch her balance. Her hands stretched out to keep from falling as she fought to breathe.

 Her waving hand smacked up against the wooden crosshatch of a wine rack. Instantly she seized her chance. Her hand wrapped around the bottle of Merlot and she snapped herself straight, yanking the wine clear of the rack. Her arm whipped around and the heavy glass container smashed into the ex-Green Beret's face.

 He made a heavy, almost squalling sound as his nose broke and the impact resonated deep into the bones behind his face. He staggered and Jane yanked her head free from his grasp. Taking the bottle up in a two handed grip like a Viking with a battle axe, she brought it down on the top of his head. The bottle shattered around his shoulders and the DIA agent hit his knees. Grasping the broken neck of the busted bottle, Jane drove the heel of her foot in his face and laid him out.

 Hun Sen drove in to get her but she heard him coming and managed to half step out of the way. The Cambodian general struck the table where she'd been bound at a dead run and went sprawling. The feel of the disgusting man's hand on her skin, her ass, her sex, flashed through her in a wave of belligerent revulsion so strong she'd lashed out before she was fully conscious of taking action.

 He was pushing himself up, cursing and trying to turn, his hands like the talons of a vulture, clawing for her with his nails from out of the shadows. The smell of his body this close was nauseating and her terror at the feel of his touch was overwhelming.

 A long, wicked icicle of curved glass jutted out like a stalagmite from the handle of bottle neck and she plunged it forward once, almost surgically, into the side of Hun Sen's neck. The glass sliver slid without resistance into the muscles under the jaw and sliced through the network of arteries and veins there. Hot sticky blood gushed out over her hand, invisible in the dark.

 A hand like a tiger trap clammed over her wrist. She screamed and tried to pull free. Her bones ground together painfully under the pressure and she was jerked down to her belly. Hun Sen's breath washed over face like noxious fumes from an industrial plant.

 He said something she didn't understand and it was more of a gurgle as his own blood bubbled in his throat. Then he sighed wetly and the grip on her arm released. Instantly she scrambled backward, feeling her stomach flip-flop.

 She had to get out, get upstairs and find David. David! His gun! She began frantically slapping the cellar floor trying to find the Colt .45 Javacovitch had been wielding.

 Suddenly a man was screaming from behind her and she heard the unmistakable thudding of a body going down steps the hard way. She turned and felt her heart quicken as she heard the unmistakable yowling of Marty. Then, in the next moment--

 “Goddamn cat!” David Sten yelled. “Get out of the way!”

 Boupha, Ocelot on his head like a living hat, somersaulted into the room. He was screaming in agony as the animal mauled his face, turning skin into bloody ribbons that hung in tatters from his scalp. The Cambodian bodyguard staggered to his feet, striking his own head with his fists as he tried to dislodge the thing. Back lit by the light from the stairs, it was like watching a slapstick comedy performance on the stage of some off-Broadway production.

 Sten, M3 up and ready, stood framed in the doorway. His face held a look of equal parts revulsion, fascination and...satisfaction, as he watched the little jungle cat rip the Asian mercenary to shreds. Abruptly, the Ocelot leaped free. Boupha stood for a moment. Hesitantly, unsure, Sten lifted the grease gun.

 Boupha toppled like a tree. He struck the ground hard and rolled out of the light until only one blood splashed boot remained in the beam of weak illumination. The Ocelot padded into the light, sat regally and began licking its paws coolly.

 “Marty!” Jane gasped in pleasure.

 The cat instantly spun and bounded toward her.

 “Marty?” Sten sputtered. “Marty!” He began walking forward. “What about 'David'!”

 Jane sprang to her feet and scooped the purring cat up into her arms. She showered the kitty with kisses, laughing with relief. She turned toward the big detective and ran forward.

 “Jane!” he howled. “Jesus, are you okay?”

 “Oh, David--”

 Sten stepped forward and swept his left arm up. He struck her and shoved, tossing her to the side and forcing the Ocelot to jump free. The M3 came up like a gunslinger's pistol in his right fist. The suppressed weapon flashed in a star burst pattern in the twilight illumination of the cellar.

 A four round burst of .45 ACP slugs hammered into Agent Javacovitch as he stood, handgun raised. The bullets struck the man in the chest and neck in a loose Z-pattern. He staggered back and triggered the modified M1911A1 into the ground. It sounded like a burst of thunder but the rounds hammered harmlessly into the floor.

 He staggered backward, trying to raise the pistol again.

 Sten let the sub-machine gun cycle a double tap. A section of Javacovitch's skull came loose and spun off like a deformed Frisbee. There was no stagger this time. The man simply dropped and hit the dirt to lay motionless.

 Sten threw the grease gun down and rushed to where he'd knocked Jane clear. She came into his arms as he scooped her up. He was drunk with relief and crushed her naked form to him. He could feel the swelling of bruises on her lips, taste the blood she had bled and pulled away from her embrace.

 “You're hurt!”

 “It's okay,” she laughed. Her small giggle was like ice in a highball glass, nearly lyrical. “I'm going to be fine. I'll just need some makeup and a whiskey sour. Where's Chau, the code?”

 “Where's Ho Chi Min’s lovechild?” Sten scoffed, bitter. “Upstairs sleeping off a haymaker. We need to get back up there and turn her over to Dawson for 'restorative memory therapy' before she tries to murder her rescuers again.”

 “I still don't understand everything, David,” Jane said in his shoulder.

 “How can we?” he replied. “Half the back story is classified and another quarter of it doesn't make sense unless you're an expert on espionage and Southeast Asian politics. There was a girl, she needed rescuing, whether she knew it or not, and she knew something people were willing to kill to learn. We helped. We lived. You're getting a nice retainer. You can take me to dinner.”

 Jane's hand found the crease of Sten's trousers. He almost jumped in surprise then settled himself comfortable into the pressure. “Are you sure?” he asked, hesitant. “We're they...horrible?” He obviously didn't know how to ask what needed to be asked.

 “It wasn't as bad as it could have been, as bad as Hun Sen wanted it to get,” Jane told him, hand still in place, teasing the detective. “But I'm going to need to remind myself that my body is my own, that I do with it what I want. You're going to have to help with that.”

 Marty purred like an aircraft engine, rubbing himself against their legs so hard it almost knocked them over. Laughing the pair disentangled and Jane scooped up the cat. She put a hand on Sten's shoulder and he looked up into her blue eyes from the sleek lines of her naked body.

 “I'm going to need clothes at some point.”

 “That's too bad,” he said. “But probably true. Let's go collect our little girl and get the hell out of Dodge. There must be something you can wear upstairs.”

 “Good, but grab a couple bottles of wine. I'm sure they're expensive and I feel I earned a bonus.”

 In her Malibu bedroom, Jane lay back on her bed and watched Mark Stern undressing. She was healed and showered and naked. Her hand trailed slowly down her belly until it slid onto her pussy. Slowly, gently, she began rubbing her finger across her clitoris.

 Her free hand found her heavy breast and she pinched her own nipple. It stiffened and grew between her fingers. Stern didn’t hurry, eyes eating her up as stripped off his clothes.

 “I’ve been wanting to do this a long time,” he said. His voice rough with wanting her.

 “Come get it,” she invited.

 Her finger slipped inside herself, pushing past her swollen lips. She curled her finger and stroked her G-spot, shivering as the pleasure washed through her. Stern had his cock in his hand, jacking himself as he watched her.

 She looked up at him, finger fucking herself. “I know what your problem is, David.” She told him. “You’re angry at how much you want me, it’s messing with your head. You don’t think you shouldn’t want me, but you do.”

 “It’s not professional,” he admitted.

 “It is for me,” she laughed.

 She held out the hand on her tit for him, and he walked toward her, cock at attention. She took hold of it like a man drawing a sword, and pulled him closer. Her fingers moved faster inside her as she took him in her mouth.

 He moaned as her lips closed around his dick and she began to suction suck the head. Mouth still working, she began jacking the shaft. Her hand moved up and down in rhythm with her bobbing head.

 She pulled back, spit on his dick and then smeared it down his length with her hand, lubricating it. He got up on the bed and pushed her head down into the pillow. Pinning her there, he began sliding his dick in and out of her mouth past her full, pouty lips.

 She moaned, mouth sloppy with spit and began rubbing her clit furiously. He pulled his dick out and pushed his nutsack toward her face.

 His balls were the size of a mule’s, smooth and full, perfect globes stretching the skin. She leaned in willingly, turning her face upward. Her lips rested against the testicles and she felt their warmth as she kissed them. She felt a stirring in her cunt, knew she was getting wetter.

 “Lick them,” Stern instructed. “Lick my balls.”

 She went to work, tongue caressing the heavy balls like a cat cleaning its fur. She bathed them in her spit, leaving them glistening and wet. Stern held her in a firm grip, guiding her head.

 She stretched her lips wide and sucked in one perfect testicle. His taste was masculine, utterly male. The big ball filled her mouth, forcing her cheeks outwards in a bulge as she attempted to accept it all. Her tongue found the seam of the nut sack and worked at it. This close to the junction of his powerful thighs, nose buried in his groin, the scent of him, a heavy, almost barbaric aroma, enveloped her.

 It made her drip with wanting.

 Vaginal secretions oozed in honey streams down her thighs, her clitoris swelled, engorged and aroused to an almost painful state of need. The fingers of one hand continued rubbing the button under the hood of her labia, and she moaned.

 Looking up from his balls, all she saw was cock jutting straight out, thick and covered in veins. She wanted it, she wanted to touch it, to suck it, and feel these great balls now in her mouth, contract as he shot his load past her lips and into her, the taste of it, how warm and thick it would feel, as it jetted down her throat.

 Her body shuttered suddenly as her fingers continued working her clit to an orgasm. She reached out a hand to steady herself. She gasped, the heavy nut slipping out of her mouth, a line of glistening drool stretching from it to her lips. She closed her eyes, goosebumps rippling across her flesh. Her pussy gushed and more drops of her secretions leaked on the sheets.

 “Suck me off.”

 “Yes, Officer Stern,” she answered instantly.

 Jane heard the strain of desire in his voice. And she ached with longing to do as she was told, to not just suck the big cock, but to feel David Stern fuck her face. She relaxed, stretched her lips wide.

 “Stick out your tongue,” Stern told her. “Relax your jaw, let it slid in.”

 She knew how to suck a big cock, but she liked being told what to do in the bedroom, and her mouth carefully enveloped the head. She stuck out her tongue and Stern eased his hips forward, placing the hefty weight of his shaft there.

 “Mind your teeth,” he whispered. “Ease it in.” She did as she was told and he continued pushing. “Good,” Stern murmured, “good.”

 He smoothly inserted the front half of his cock into her mouth and her saliva glans watered, the muscles of her throat clenching and relaxing in anticipation of what was coming as he slid it deeper.

 Drool welled up in a pool and spilled out of her mouth in strings of spit. Some of it ran down her neck and onto the slope of her breasts. Adrenaline flooded her body, only serving to heighten the experience. Slowly, mouth stretched to its limits, she began bobbing her head, working along the length, coating it with spit until it shone. She ran her head along the umbrella ridge, of the corona with each backward stroke. Her tongue found the opening at the head and she poked gently there, wiping up the pearls of pre-cum.

 On the down stroke, she tried fitting more and more of the cock into her mouth, to relax enough to take it down her throat. She coughed and gagged in her eagerness to please. Stern’s strong fingers wrapped around her lower jaw and at the back of her head, pulling and pushing her face in concert with her rhythmic ministrations.

 “Suck it,” Stern whispered, “take it.”

 “Your eyes, whore,” Stern growled. “Look up at me.”

 From her position, face stuffed with his erection until her eyes watered and drool spilled out of her mouth like wine from a cup, she looked up, meeting his gaze and their eyes locked.

 She felt euphoric, ecstatic, energy drilling into her with the same relentless intensity with which he now fucked her face. She gagged, spilling even more saliva out of her mouth. Her chest was sloppy wet with it where it ran down her chin.

 Wanting to please him, eager to do so, she willed the muscles of her throat to relax and pushed her face down the shaft. The feeling of resistance gave way, and she slid his length all the way in, deep throating him until her mouth jammed tightly against his body.

 His eyes narrowed in pleasure,

 “That’s it, girl,” he whispered. “Look in my eyes.”

 He fucked her throat hard, driven by the sound of her gagging and coughing. His grip was rough, his thrusting almost frantic. She rode the storm for several minutes and he gave in first.

 “Enough,” he told her.

 He pulled his cock clear of her throat and out her mouth. It was harder than ever, swollen, steel hard. Pearls of spit clung to it and it glistened wetly. Then, to her surprise Stern bent forward and reached for her, hands wrapping around her arms. Her breath left her body as he scooped her to his chest. She gasped in surprise.

 She had done this, made him wild with desire and she trembled in his arms as he turned her. She cried out in surprise as Stern dropped into place and her parted legs rested on his shoulders. His mouth opened and his tongue slaved her vagina, parting the lips and licking wetly into her depths then scrubbing her clitoris in long, slow licks. She grabbed hold of his hair and cried out. His breath came humid and hot against her inner thighs.

 “Yes,” she sobbed. Then again and again, “ugh, ugh.” It was inarticulate noise, but Stern’s tongue moved inside her tight cunt in hot waves, driving words from her mouth. Her hips came down into the press of his tongue and he began fucking her with it, sliding it in and out with quick thrusts, then lapping at her in broad strokes.

 She rolled her head in ecstasy, disbelieving the intensity of the sensations sweeping through her, and her eyes rolled wildly. She felt a burning pressure building low in her belly, a violent need, like a storm. She ground down and Stern worked his tongue into her, his lips wet with the sheen of her pussy juice. In the next moment her orgasm reached a breaking point.

 She felt a his finger slid between her asscheeks. The digit pushed its way in and found the opening there. Gently, Stern began rubbing her anus in time to the rhythm of his tongue.

 Her eyes, heavy lidded with approaching release, opened wide in shock and the sensation proved too much, She swept over the edge and screamed. Her pussy clenched like a fist and pleasure jolted through her body in wide, hot currents. She screamed again and her vagina released in an explosion of fluid.

 Her orgasm sprayed out and she shuddered in spasms so strong they went beyond her ability to control her body and rivers of orgasmic secretions flowed from her. Stern grunted in satisfaction as her hot, orgasmic juices gushed across his face. It ran down his cheeks and collected in the hollow of his throat.

 Still impaled on his tongue, she shuddered, and shuddered.

 Stern’s came up and grabbed her breast, thumb going to the erect nipple there and tracing a lazy circle. She inhaled sharply, then relaxed into the strength of his grip and her pussy throbbed, pulsing with hunger to be filled.

 “Climb down on my cock and get me off.” He ordered.

 “Yes, Officer Stern,” she breathed.

 She slid down his torso, feet finding purchase on the bed to either side of his hips. The big cock between his legs curved aggressively. It was an intimidating sight, thick and long. She wanted to take it.

 Settling down on the lower part of Stern’s abdomen, she spun quickly, spreading her legs wide and securing a steady foothold on the plush mattress. She reached down and took the cock by the shaft just below the helmet rim of his head. She felt his heartbeat pulsing through the fat stream of his dorsal artery. The shaft was the thickest she’d seen and she wanted this, wanted it badly.

 She spread her knees apart as she picked the hard cock off his stomach. Carefully, she rubbed the head against the folds of her opening, using her own juices to slicken it. Moving carefully, she put it at her opening and eased herself down on the erection.

 She expelled a breath in a quick, hard gasp. The thing felt like an iron rod as she pushed onto it. She moaned and slid the head in. Slowly, the walls of her vagina relaxed and accepted the big dick.

 “Yeah, baby,” she whined as the cock slipped into her.

 Her own juices dripped down around the fat head, greasing the way, and she relaxed her knees, letting gravity ease her down the length. She felt filled up, stretched and full. He hadn’t started moving and she felt better fucked than she ever had before.

 His finger pressed against her asshole once more and she sighed. Instantly, the gears in her lower belly starting turning, churning toward the next orgasm as she skidded down the length of his dick. She perched, hands braced on his torso and slowly, carefully, she began sliding up and down.

 His cock smoothly navigated her depths, pushing her beyond the discomfort of the stretch and deep down roads of ecstasy she’d never understood could exist.

 She was drunk from fucking.

 “That’s it baby, fuck me, fuck me baby,” she moaned in rapid pants.

 Her hands kneaded his stomach as her inner thighs quivered. She was sopping down there, her body wet and aroused. Slowly, his hips lifted up to meet her. She heard him growl in satisfaction and she halted all motion as Stern picked up the pace, lifting his hips, sliding his cock deep, pulling it out.

 She arched, holding her position, and he jackhammer fucked her cunt. Stern snarled, finger gone from her ass, both hands wrapping around her narrow waist, picking her up, pushing her down, jamming his cock into her.

 His hips punched into her ass cheeks, tearing screams from her throat as the cock between his legs pummeled into her. Then his thrusts dropped into a stutter rhythm and he bucked spasmodically.

 The base of his shaft swelled, and the force of the thick knot of his ejaculate rolled up the length of his urethra. Pussy lips stretched tightly across his prick, she felt every vibration. Inside her the head of his cock jerked as he shouted.

 She felt cum squirt up against her insides, felt the flesh canal drip and smear with it, until the thick white fluid slid back down the outside of his shaft and between her lips as she continued sliding up and down on his erection.

 The feel of the slick ejaculate was all she need, the scorching heat as it splashed into her and her orgasm shook her while her fingers dug into him. She couldn’t fight it anymore and screamed with the intensity of her orgasm.

 She squirted hard and it flowed out of her, running down his penis to mix with the his sperm. Trembling, she collapsed backward against him, and felt the strong arms envelope her.

 She turned into his embrace, kissing his face, “Baby, that was good,” she whispered. “You throw out a good fucking.”

 “Plenty more where that came from,” he told her.

 THE END
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 …professional escort and freelance operative, Jane takes the dirtiest missions, the ones the Powers That Be know will have to get…physical. Contacted by Case Officer Joseph Dawson, her control in the Bureau of Intelligence and Research, Jane is offered one hell of an assignment. She needs to go under cover as a groupie with the latest international musical sensation, the LH. This week’s flavor of Beatles Wannabes are perpetual stoned, perpetually horny, perpetually clueless, and, apparently, in grave danger. Strange reports surface suggesting they are the target of a shadowy, malevolent cabal for unknown reasons. The Bureau wants to know why and Dawson plants her in the group as a vivacious jet setting groupie willing to party any way the band wants.

 To maintain her cover and expose the mystery, Jane is going to have to get…
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 The band thought the trouble began in the midnight skies over Scotland.

 It wasn’t until later that Surge Masters would remember the incident on the tarmac of Heathrow and realize they’d all been set up right from the start.

 +++

 The Rolls Royce limo pulled up next to an idling DC-8 as gentle rain pattered on one of the private landing strips at the London airport. The silver metal aircraft looked as stylish and fast as the Rolls, with the band’s name painted a brilliant, almost dazzling shade of lemon yellow across the fuselage.

 The sold-out show at Hammersmith Odeon was a smash success and both the roar of the crowd and echoing of amplifiers continued ringing in their ears. The band had dumped so much energy into the performance they should have felt exhausted, but instead they remained charged with excitement as they headed for the mobile staircase pushed up to the airplane door.

 Peter McAllister sang off-color limericks and Jane’s laughter was infectious as a spell, but the usually pensive Surge, quick enough with his smile, never let worry over his Rickenbacker guitar ease for a moment. He didn’t trust it to a roadie the way Mickey Monks did his drums, Davey his bass, or even how Michael Button, the rhythm guitarist, did his own instrument.

 The twenty-four year old loved the sexy, red axe. It'd proved his magic carpet ride to fame. He wasn’t about to let English damp and English chill compromise it with even the slightest trace of wood warping or string fraying moisture. Because of this he was last out of the Rolls as he snapped a black case closed around the guitar.

 He lagged behind the group and the driver, standing by the door, almost closed it on him. In fact the surprised man - a pasty bean pole with a decidedly unfashionable mustache - practically jumped when Surge used his elbow to keep the limo door from hitting the neck of the guitar case.

 He emerged from the backseat as the chauffeur shoved a white envelope into the dirty hand of a thuggish looking stranger wearing the grease stained overalls of a flight mechanic. The tradesman showed deep, squinty eyes under a low, heavy brow and a mouth full of teeth like a crooked picket fence.

 Meeting Surge's eyes, the man scowled and made the envelope disappear. Famous a star as he was, the young black man put the look off to nothing more than the all too pervasive racial tensions remaining such an intricate part of 1967.

 Go to hell, then, he thought.

 Since all he really cared about was ensuring his guitar was okay, he boarded the plane not giving the incident another thought. Later, he recalled the tattoo of the skeleton key on the man’s wrist with horrified clarity.

 Twelve thousand feet over southern Scotland they headed like a dart at 600mph for Edinburgh and their next gig. The band hung out in the common lounge, getting mellow after the show. Four, heavy Douglas jet turbine engines rumbled in the background, a soothing sound insulating them in a soft, droning cocoon.

 Jane had quickly learned that getting mellow for these guys meant smoking pot, and a lot of it. Then getting kinky. Right now the suite-like compartment was filled with clouds of sweet smelling smoke and he her head spun a little.

 She felt languid and sensuous. She knew she had to be able to keep her wits about her, so while she couldn’t pass on the drugs without raising suspicions, she couldn’t allow herself to let her mind wonder.

 In order to maintain her mental acuity, she went over what she knew of the band one more time as she slowly looked around the spacious cabin.

 Brighton Hauk, manager, father figure, all around guardian, and the man to first bring this eclectic group of misfit musical prodigies together, sat outside the circle in a comfortable first-class chair, vodka martini next to him. Casually, he twisted a signet ring on his hand.

 His past was a mystery. Jane knew from Dawson that his connections to all levels of society and government seemed impossibly vast; his remorseless efficacy was as much a part of the group’s success as Mickey’s singing, or the group’s technically innovative instrument playing.

 Despite this, he understood, perhaps even better than they, she thought, that the four of them held all the magic, and it was magic they made now. Lounging in a loose, almost tribal, circle they unwound from their performance by doing the thing they loved the most after waterbongs and blowjobs; making music.

 Both Michael and Davey used acoustic versions of their instruments. Only Surge played his electric guitar, keeping the volume on the Rickenbacker turned low to avoid overshadowing the others. Mickey used a triple set of bongos to maintain rhythm as Jane, just as stoned as everyone else, gently shook a pair of maracas, adding a liquid sliding, slightly sinister back-beat to the melody. It married smoothly into the foundation carved out by Michael’s bass.

 Mickey sang as he kept the tempo and the group tried working through a difficult transition in a new, heavier blues-based ballad they hoped to include in their lineup. Almost despite himself, Hauk found himself shaking a foot along in time.

 I’m a redwing blackbird baby

 Circling skies, looking for my lady--

 I feel our eyes meet across that space

 And suddenly I'm lost in place--

 Yeah, I’m flying now, but I can tell by your smile

 There’s hard landing comin’ round in just a little while

 Surge, eyes red and lidded, looked over at Jane. She felt his gaze roam across her body. She smirked a questioning look at him.

 “Come on, momma,” he said, voice husky. “You came very highly recommended. We didn’t bring any other pussy along because we heard you were so good. Show me something.”

 “Yeah,” Mickey grinned. “Show us something good.”

 Rising, Jane crossed her arms, reached down, grabbed hold of the bottom of her shirt, and pulled it over her head in one, smooth motion. She felt her breasts swing heavy against gravity at the motion, bouncing against the restraints of her bra.

 Looking over as she lowered her arms, she saw Mickey and company staring at the soft pillows of her tits spilling over her bra cups. The band stared at her with naked avarice in their eyes. Davey’s tongue flicked out to wet his lips, like a hungry man considering a particularly taste meal. The thought of that tongue flicking wetly across her skin flashed in her mind and her groin tightened.

 She reached behind her and undid the clasp on her bra. The brassiere popped apart and her big tits swung free. Exposed to the air, and the deliberate stares of her audience, her nipples began to stiffen. Dropping the bra, she kicked off her shoes.

 Pressing her hand flat against the smooth flesh of her belly, she slid it downward toward her pants. She watched their eyes follow her as she traced the line. Her pants opened and the zipper made its own distinctive sound as the teeth parted and it opened.

 “Ahhh,” the Mickey exhaled softly. His hand went to his crotch and began massaging himself through his pants.

 She hooked her thumbs in her waistband and pushed her jeans past the curve of her hips, taking her panties down with it. As her vagina slid into view, Surge stood, excited, and his hand went to his black cock. She watched as he squeezed and pulled at the head of organ, eyes roaming her body.

 She stepped out of her pants and stood before them, naked, beautiful, in complete command of their attention. Behind her Hauk gathered up her clothes for her. Mickey reached forward and knocked a tray of expensive liquor bottles and crystal tumblers to the floor.

 “On the table!” the Mickey almost shouted. “On the table!”

 She saw his chest heaving, could see the big tent in his pants formed by his hard-on, and smirked. She had them eating out of her hand. Surge stroked his prick, fist pumping up and down on the shaft as he stared at her. Beside him, Davey sat back down in a chair, as if slightly dizzy. His cock poked up like a flagpole from between his thighs.

 Stepping forward, using an empty chair as a ladder, Jane stepped up onto the table. She looked down at her audience, feet set shoulder width apart. Almost casually, she reached up with her hands and pinched her own nipples, tugging gently at them, coaxing them stiffer and stiffer. It was Surge’s turn to sigh out loud.

 Taking her left breast in both hands, she pushed it up toward her face and gently kissed it. Her tongue came out and she shivered as she traced a circle of saliva around her nipple. Carefully, she bit down softly onto the button and pulled, stretching it out. There was a hardline connection between her nipple and her pussy, and pleasure currents jolted through her as the sensation travelled between her two erogenous zones.

 She sucked hard for a moment, enjoying the warm, slippery feeling, then let her breast drop. Davey took hold of his cock and began masturbating. She glanced up, locked eyes with the Mickey. His orbs, under the bushy brows, burned with intensity and his lust poured out of him like heat from a furnace. Behind them Hauk watched, sipping his drink, not missing a thing.

 Jane smiled.

 With one hand, she continued pinching and rubbing at her nipple, but her other began a lazy meander down her stomach again. Hand pressed flat against her abdomen, fingers spread wide, she pushed it slowly down past her belly button and into the soft, groomed, bush of her pubic hair.

 Mickey unzipped his pants. She let her middle finger skim over her clitoral hood and rub down along the seam of her pussy. Mickey fumbled with his trousers, hands trembling as he fought to release his erection. Slowly, she bent her finger at the knuckle and pushed it in past the sticky folds of her labia.

 “Ohhh,” she breathed. She closed her eyes and ran her tongue across her lips.

 As she opened them again, the thick cudgel of the Mickey’s cock, mushroom head swollen like a balloon, popped free. For a man standing about five foot ten, his cock could have belonged to an NBA player, she thought.

 Her pussy made a moist little parting sound as she pushed deep into herself, curled her finger back and pushed against the ridged roof of her cunt where her G-spot rested. She rubbed across the rigid folds and shuddered. Pussy juice leaked out of her, sliding in a wet sheen on her inner thighs. She smelled her own arousal.

 She watched Mickey, cock in fist, step forward and grab the table for support. His face flushed red and sweat broke out on his forehead. His mouth hung open and he held hold of his hard cock so tight, the pressure seemed about to burst the distended glans like over ripe fruit.

 “That’s it!” he panted, almost slurring the words in his excitement.

 “She’s hot,” the Davey growled. “Goddamn, she’s hot!”

 “Don’t talk!” Surge snapped, eyes on Jane. “You’re ruining it!”

 Jane bent and dropped down on her heels, spreading her knees wide to give the three masturbating males a good view of her as she finger fucked herself. As they watched, eyes glazing with lust, she took the middle finger of her free hand and slid it into her mouth. Only Peter Nesmith held back, and she noticed he seem as interested in the boys beating their cocks as he did her own show.

 She decided to kick it up a notch.

 She sucked on the finger, coating the slender digit with spit. Between her legs, she no longer rubbed herself, but instead began running her finger in and out of her damp pussy, finger fucking herself at a faster, and faster pace.

 Finger glistening with her spit, she pulled it out of her mouth and reached around behind her back to the crack of her ass. The three watchers began shouting in excitement and approval, hooting in mad, inarticulate whoops.

 Her moist finger slid over the puckered ridge of her pink anus and rubbed lightly there, spreading her spit around the opening. Her squatting position worked to pull the opening apart, and she slid her finger up her ass.

 “Ohhh,” she cooed.

 “Let’s do her!” The Davey shouted, his own hand beating his dick almost too fast for the eye to follow. He reached out with his other paw-hand and grasped at Surge’s arm.

 “Not yet!” Surge, shouted back, slapping the hand away.

 Jane experimented with the plunging fingers inside her, finding a smooth, alternating rhythm as she pushed in and out of her spit-slick ass, and damp flowing pussy. She groaned, a deep animal sound, as the pleasure built up inside her.

 All three of them crowded up to the table, hands jerking cocks, reaching out with their other to run them across her body. Behind them she saw Hauk watch intently. Peter was on his feet now too. His pants came down and a short, squat cock sprang free. It looked as big around as a Pepsi bottle.

 She closed her eyes as the hands roamed her body, squeezing and pinching at her tits, rubbing the smooth curves of her ass cheeks.

 She surrendered herself to the moment. The hands became more insistent, rough, and almost frantic, with need and she started to lose her balance. Pulling her finger out of her ass, she reached behind her to steady herself on the table.

 The motion caused her to arc her back and push her hips forward, even as she continued finger fucking herself. She felt the rough beard brush her legs as Surge push up between her thighs, jostling her. She pulled her fingers free of her damp pussy and reached behind her for more balance.

 She opened her eyes just as the guitar player shoved his face the rest of the way forward.

 A long, warm tongue slid into her, and she moaned down low in her throat as Surge began eating her out. His tongue, every bit as clever as any she’d ever felt, began lapping at her cunt, burrowing inside to tickle her, then hungrily licking her engorged clitoris.

 “Ohhh, aahh,” she gasped.

 She did a half crunch movement and looked down between her legs where the rock star was going to town. He made wet, slurping sounds as he turned her on, and more and more of her vaginal juices began flowing.

 Davey stood right next to the crouched Surge, eyes locked on his companion performing enthusiastic, sloppy cunninglingus. His hand pumped his erect cock, jerking it hard as he took in the scene.

 “That’s it! That’s it!” he shouted, sounding near crazed.

 Doing a half sit-up, she reached out and caught Surge’s head by the ears. Taking hold of them firmly, she pulled his face down hard in between her thighs. “Don’t stop,” she urged. “Please don’t stop.”

 The guitar player redoubled his efforts, and again she felt the hot, wet rope of his tongue slide between her lips and begin working inside her.

 Gooseflesh broke out in rippling waves across her skin. Groaning with the ecstasy, she lay back and let her head loll off the edge of the table, her hair trailing down. She closed her eyes, listening to the sloppy slurping of Surge, and the hard fleshy slaps as the other rockers pumped their cocks, grunting with the effort.

 A heavy bat of flesh slapped her face, laying rigid across her nose and pouting lips. She opened her mouth, blindly turning toward it. Fingers slid into her hair, closed into a tight fist, and, pulling her scalp tight, immobilized 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 were in her hair, pulling it roughly. As the cock began slamming in and out of her mouth, making her sputter and cough and gag, she felt the oddly familiar sense of comfort at having a big cock fucking her mouth.

 She tried moving her head to bob in time with the thrusting, but the hands holding her kept her firmly in place. She wasn’t sucking this cock off, it was fucking her, taking what it wanted. Her tits bounced heavily back and forth under the assault.

 There was an animal musk odor come from Mickey’s crotch each time her nose pushed roughly into his public hair. From her first days as a professional escort, she’d learned quickly to love the taste and feel cocks.

 She pressed her thighs tighter around the sides of Surge’s head, trying desperately to provide more stimulation for swollen clit.

 She kept coughing, the throat invasion coming too fast, too rough for her to relax, and she continued gagging up long ropes of spit. She suspected the band leader was getting off on her choking, enjoying the sadistic power game. The feeling was, she had to admit to herself, utterly singular.

 Gradually, the pleasant pot high helping, she willed herself to relax, to let the meat find its path. The taste filled her mouth, the scent her nose. She coughed up still more salvia onto the cock, continuing to gag but the pounding phallus didn’t slow. Rock stars took what they wanted how they wanted, she knew. This wasn’t her first rock band. Mickey’s hands in her hair jerked her face forward as his motions became convulsive, more spasmodic.

 He’s close now, she thought.

 In the he 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 just jetted down her throat and into her stomach on its own.

 Mickey moaned and 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. Smiling down at her, Mickey milked 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.

 Whooping like a cowboy, Davey yelled, “my turn!”

 Face still sticky with Mickey’s cum, Jane looked down to where Surge continued eating her out and locked eyes with him. “I want to feel both of you in me,” she said.

 He lifted his head and his face was glazed. “How?” he asked.

 “Sit in the chair,” she said.

 As she spoke, she thrust her head toward a comfortable chair set against the wall by the bed. Wondering what was up, Surge pulled out of her and went over and sat down.

 Reaching over to start jacking his dick off with her hand, Jane looked up at Davey. “I want to feel this big dick in my ass while Surge fucks my pussy. Can you do that? Can you fuck my ass so I can feel both of you moving inside me at the same time?”

 Time to shows these little boys how a pro can take it, she thought.

 Davey’s voice came out rough, his need raw. “Get over there and get on his dick,” he growled, obviously desperate to get his cock into something tight and warm.

 Jane sat up and swung off the table. She sauntered the few steps across the cabin, in complete control of situation. Surge back away before her, dick swing back and forth like an antenna as he did. She pushed him into the chair and climbed up into his lap.

 He lay back as she reached down and guided his cock into her pussy. Leaning in close, she moaned in his ear as she slid herself down his length. His hands came up and began squeezing her tits. She turned and started kissing him, thrusting her tongue into his mouth.

 If the taste of Mickey’s cock bothered him, he was too worked up to care, and he kissed her back, passionately, reveling in the heady mix of flavors she offered. She lifted her hips and rocked them down hard several times, fucking him from the top. After a moment, she broke off the kiss and looked seductively over her shoulder as Davey eagerly came up behind them.

 “Do it,” she ordered him. “Slide it in my ass.”

 She arched her back, presenting the perfect curve of her ass toward him. Bending slightly at the knees, Davey took his cock in hand and brushed the head against her rectal opening.

 Though ready, she still gasped at the sudden invasion, willing her sphincter to relaxed and accept the hard cock knocking at her back door. Davey was too stoned, too worked up, to be careful. Almost enraged with the need to start fucking, he shoved his dick halfway up her ass in a single stroke.

 “Ahhh!” Jane cried out in a loud mixture of pain and pleasure.

 Beneath her, Surge began pumping upward, driving his cock rapidly into her. She cried out again and hugged him, pressing her wet tits against his face. He took an erect nipple in his mouth and began biting it as he felt her quivering, almost helpless in his arms.

 Behind them, Davey groaned as his dick slid home all the way into Jane. He felt Surge’s thrusting cock moving like a piston through the thin flesh separating Jane’s ass from her vagina. He began moving his cock, trying to time his thrusts so that he was going in as Surge was pulling out.

 Jane wailed, “yes, yes, yes! Fuck me boys, fuck me!”

 Both band members increased their pace, earnestly trying to give the woman what she was craving. Davey in particular, in a better position, began hammering away at her snug asshole.

 “Gee whiz,” he grunted. “Your ass is tight!”

 Jane groaned, low and satisfied as she breast fed Surge. “Fuck it,” she said, as much to be heard talking filthy as anything. “Fuck that ass!”

 Surge squirmed beneath her, continuing to bite her nipple as he lifted his ass off the chair and pumped his cock into her. He’d never felt anything like this double penetration before, and his balls were already clenching in anticipation of shooting his load off.

 Jane leaned down, riding the cocks moving inside her, and whispered in his ear. “I’m going to cum now, okay, Surge?” she asked. “Would you like that? Would you like me to cum while you fuck me?”

 “Hell yes!” Surge managed to get out through clenched teeth. “Let it go!”

 His dick see-sawed up into her, and Davey’s fat cock rubbed against him through the thin membrane, his heavy balls drawn up tight between his legs. His abs started burning from the dozens upon dozens of bottom up crunches he was cranking out.

 Then, like hot water pouring from a shower, female ejaculate exploded out of Jane’s cunt. The warm liquid gushed down over him in a streaming waterfall, dripping down past his balls and running into the crack of his ass. His thighs ran wet with it and, in his arms, Jane came for the first time this night.

 Once, working as the “diplomatic” escort to a visiting French statesman for Dawson, she’d been with him as he surveyed a military base in preparation for some joint exercise. She’d over heard a group of soldiers singing a cadence as they ran by. It had always stuck with her.

 When I get to Heaven, St. Peter’s going to say

 “How’d you make your living, how’d you earn your pay?”

 As she orgasmed the song came back to her. This is, she thought, a little crazily. This is how I earn my living, this is how I earn my pay!

 Throwing back her head, she howled and the rocker bit down harder on her nipple, knowing she loved the rough treatment. Her pussy spasmed in concentric waves as she wiggled uncontrollably, ass stretched tight by Davey’s savagely plunging cock, still fully impaled on Surge’s own thrusting member.

 The gushing sound of her letting go as her juices squirted out around his cock drove him on, making him more ferocious in his fucking. Somewhere in the middle of her orgasmic scream, Jane began crying, tears running down her face in ecstasy as she started sobbing.

 “Don’t stop!” she wailed. “Don’t you fucking stop!”

 Goosebumps broke out across her flesh as her orgasm continued rocking through her. Her hands slipped behind his shoulders and she raked his back with her nails, gouging shallow furrows in the skin.

 “Ah, fuck!” he cried out.

 Adrenaline poured into his body, initiated by the pain of her scratches, and he grabbed her hips, holding her tight, slapping his hips up into her. He snarled in frustration, unable to deliver the fucking he wanted to give from that position.

 “That’s it!” he said. “We’ve got to switch, it’s my turn to hit that ass, Davey.”

 “Sure man,” Davey agreed. “Have at it.”

 Jane lay limply in Surge’s arms, her body almost gelatinous from the aftermath of her orgasm. She moaned as Davey pulled his cock out of her rear hole, leaving her feeling empty and hollow.

 “Get up,” Surge urged. “Let’s do standing doggy.”

 Legs shaking, Jane moved to comply and Surge, energized, quickly stood up. Jane turned and leaned into Davey, kissing him full on the mouth. The horny celebrity, just barely out of his teens, kissed her back, hard. She sucked on his tongue, hands sliding down to his cock where she began to masturbate him.

 Coming up behind her, Surge took her by her rounded hips and pressed his thumbs against the back of her hips, bending her over. Holding onto Davey, she shifted her feet into a wider stance, and then bent her head to go ass-to-mouth on him.

 Davey groaned as her hot, eager mouth slid over his dirty dick, sucking and licking at the head as she began bobbing her head up and down. “I’m living a stag film!” he shouted, voice almost deliriously happy.

 Surge, rubbing his hard cock between her ass cheeks nodded enthusiastically. “I know, right? Hauk made a good call letting her on!”

 Jane moaned into Davey’s balls and began rubbing herself back against Surge’s dick, urging him to put it in her.

 He stepped back and aimed his hard cock as best he could, directly at her puckered asshole, Jane groaned like someone biting into a delicious piece of cake, as his head pressed against her already stretched opening and, reaching down, began licking Davey’s balls as she jacked his cock.

 Behind her, Davey pushed his cock into her ass. She wiggled her hips, helping him find purchase, and then pushed off Davey’s hips a little until Surge was up to his base and grinding his hips into her buttocks.

 He started thrusting, balls slapping against the back of her legs. For a moment Jane could only cling to Davey, loving it, until she found the rhythm and gained her balance. Still stroking the his dick, she looked up, meeting Davey’s eyes.

 “Turn around,” she told him. “You ever feel a tongue in your asshole?”

 Davey’s eyes went gleamed as he nodded his affirmation, but he quickly spun around and offered his ass to her face. Jane didn’t hesitate, plunging her face directly into the muscular crack of his young ass, and began eating him out.

 One of her hands snaked between his legs, grabbing his cock from behind and milking it. “Oh shit!” he stuttered out as she performed the Rusty Trombone on him.

 Not satisfied with just licking, Jane thrust her tongue in and out of his butthole, tongue fucking him. Her hand squeezed and stroked his hard dick.

 Behind her, Surge pummeled her ass with his big cock. Abruptly, a second round of ejaculate shot out of her pussy and began spraying down her leg. At the sound of her cumming while getting butt fucked, Surge snarled and began pounding her even harder.

 Hot juice doused him, and he felt his toes grip the floor for purchase as his own building orgasm rocked through his body. His hips made several spasmodic stutter thrusts as his thigh muscles locked up, and then the intense burning pleasure locked in a ring around the base of his cock, surged into him, and he knew he was at the point of no return. He reached up, grabbing her shoulders with each hand, giving him a firmer hold to thrust against, and started pulling her back as he shoved his cock into her.

 He grunted with each impact, and listened to her exhale loudly under the force of each of his thrusts. Feeling dirty and barbaric, he reached over with one hand and took hold of her hair. His fingers curled into tangles, and he yanked back like a rider reining a horse in.

 Her head snapped back under his grab, thrusting her chin up and pushing her face deeper into Davey’s ass. Surge slammed his cock home, feeling the shock wave travel up through her, and watched it push her tongue further inside Davey’s ass. His cock felt like it was swelling like a balloon inside the tight sheath of her butthole.

 “Fuck!” he yelled, and began ejaculating. Then, becoming inarticulate with need, he began slurring out random, bestial sounds. “Uhggh, uhggh!”

 His cum shot up inside the escort, and she ground her ass back into him as she felt his semen splashing up inside her. Her own cum juice continued streaming out of her, making a loud sound as it formed a big puddle between her legs.

 She felt Davey’s young cock stiffen in her hand and she knew the guitar player was close. She squeezed harder, bearing down on the steel-straight inner shaft of his prick, and continued pumping hard as her tongue burrowed deep up his asshole, licking and thrusting in a slick, slippery tempo that teased his sensitive prostate.

 “Goddamn! Goddamn!” he hollered.

 His cum spewed out between his legs in a watery-white mess that clung to his calf where he splashed himself. The warm, tingling sensation ripping through his cock caused his ass to pucker and Jane felt it squeezing her tongue as she orally sodomized his rear opening.

 Excited by how crazy she’d made the two young studs, Jane dropped to her knees and reached out with both hands, taking control of their bodies, and pulled them toward her by their still hard dicks.

 In a motion not unlike the head bobbing of an Ostrich as it walked, she sucked first one dick, licking the cum from it, before turning her head and sucking the other. She went like that, bouncing back and forth between each dick until they shone, clean and pink.

 Finally, satisfied, she sat back, exhausted. Surge collapsed into the chair while Davey leaned heavily against the wall of the cabin. The three of them rested like that for several long moments, panting hard.

 Mickey, Hauk, and Peter began clapping.

 The door to the cockpit opened. A lean built man with gold pilot wings on a navy uniform stepped into the cabin. His entrance caused the streams of incense and pot smoke to swirl so that he seemed to step from a cloud. His features were sharp, nose large, eyes the sort of cobalt blue most associated with the print on china patterns.

 He studiously pretended not to notice what was going on.

 “I’m Captain Sinclair,” he said. “Just wanted to let you know we’ll be making our approach into Edinburgh soon,” His Scottish brogue was pure Highlander. “I’m, ahh,” he cleared his throat, “going to have to ask you all to take regular seats.”

 “Groovy,” Surge said in his soft, easy voice. He’d have felt a lot less groovy knowing about the blue ink skeleton key tattoo hidden by the sleeve of the man’s uniform.

 Hauk regarded the man with a sharp gaze. His eyes were piercing, with the same clinical scrutiny of a sniper looking through the cross hairs of his scope. Hauk’s foot stopped tapping. He used his thumb to twist the ring on his finger.

 “What happened to Ray Evans?” the British manager asked, referring to the man Jane knew from her briefing was the group’s regular pilot.

 The Highlander smiled. “Touch of the flu they tell me, something like that, anyway. Company called me in last minute because I know the Northern Coast like the back of my hand.”

 “What about Jacky?” Hauk countered like a man fencing. Jacky Evans was Ray’s wife and co-pilot. Jane listened with interest, all thoughts of sex gone for the moment. The Evans had been Hauk’s choice for a crew almost since the inception of the band itself.

 Sinclair smiled easily. It was so wide it seemed to slice his head in half. “I’m sure Mr. Evans’ condition isn’t too serious, but I'm told his wife wanted to stay by his side. Pretty understandable, you’ll agree.”

 Hauk seemed to consider the answer, holding the slightly perplexed expression of a man who doesn’t enjoy surprises or changes in plans. Still, they were in the air and there was obviously nothing for it anyway, so he nodded.

 The pilot smiled the same surface level expression as before and stepped back inside the cockpit, closing the door firmly behind him. It sealed like an airlock, or the door of a mausoleum.

 Still feeling mellow and high, the group dressed and slid into comfortable seats. There was a chorus of muted, metallic clicks as their seat belts secured into place. Jane popped open her purse and using a wet nap and a cosmetics case, began reapplying her make up.

 “Hey,” Peter said. “Can I borrow that eyeliner when you’re done?”

 Fat dick or not, Jane thought, you’re no Mark Stern. “Absolutely,” she said.

 “‘Hey!” Michael called out as he came from the back of the cabin. Everyone turned toward him. He stood by the doorway to the second cabin where the roadies stayed and the sleeping cabins were located.

 “What is it?” Mickey asked.

 “Where are the roadies? They're gone.”

 “That's impossible,” Davey said.

 The plane stuttered, mid-flight. “Sit down!” Jane warned. Surprised, the band’s fashion-plate, Michael threw himself into a seat and quickly buckled up.

 Outside, rain lashed the windows. The airframe shuddered in a sudden gust of wind. The plane hit a pocket of reduced atmosphere and dropped hard. The reverberations were enough to flicker the cabin lights. The band and Jane cried out in an unmelodious chorus, Hauk gritted his teeth.

 The port engine exploded in a fireball.

 +++

 David McAllister, “Davey” to his band mates, was a lot of things, Jane knew. He was a progressive bass player and a poet of some talent. He remained ingrained with a Midwestern work ethic that functioned as a sort of engine for the group as a whole. He was also utterly genuine, even when completely wrong in his own self-interpretation.

 As an unfortunate example, Davey, among his numerous other talents considered himself a humorist, Jane had read in his file.

 He was not.

 Except for inadvertent successes, his jokes were rarely funny and, oblivious to certain social subtleties, he was often completely inappropriate while always utterly unaware of any faux pas. Being a rock star, even if he had noticed, he wouldn’t have given two shits.

 Facing death as the DC-8 plunged out of the Scottish sky with a burning engine he reverted to form. Instead of screaming in panic as was sensible, he placed his pince-nez glasses on his face and pushed them up the bridge of his nose, then began screaming the first thing that entered his head.

 “There was an old man from Nantucket whose dick was so long he could suck it!” the Douglas engines roared, desperately trying to compensate for the crippled jet turbine. “He said with a grin as he wiped off his chin!” Both Hauk and Jane stared at him in bemused amazement. Pinwheels of electrical sparks spun out of the inferno raging on the wing right outside his window. “if my ear were a cunt—” The props shrieked in protest as the pilot curved the huge airplane into its downward spin. “—I could—“ At that moment Michael screamed as the thick glass filled with yellow flame. “ fuck it!”

 Mickey turned his head to the side, feeling sick, but he reached out with one long arm and took Jane’s hand. She clutched it fiercely. This is how you earn your living, she thought once again, this is how you earn your pay.

 Across from them Michael began muttering a prayer, fingers white on the arm rest. She saw him peek out with one eye and look stunned to see how collected Hauk seemed. Across from him, Surge clutched the Rickenbacker like a mother with her baby.

 Mickey, sure this was the end, looked out the window at the burning engine.

 The fireball winked out in an instant like a used up match. One second flames licked back in ribbons and in the next eye-blink the conflagration was gone. The effect was so shocking he gasped, releasing Jane’s hand.

 Sinclair’s voice broke over the intercom. It was calm, unflustered and the Scottish accent remained as mellow as the eponymous whiskey. “Everything is going to be fine,” he said. “We had trouble with the port engine but the other three are enough to get us down safely. I’ve had to divert to a small regional airport because of the incident, which may slightly affect your schedule but I’m sorry, it can’t be helped.”

 Davey opened his mouth, but Hauk shot him a look and he stayed quiet. The open mike had barely clicked off when the band felt the landing gear jerk beneath them as they lowered into place.

 “That was an awful fast approach,” Hauk said.

 “Lucky for us a runway was so close,” Jane said.

 “Yes,” Hauk replied. Oddly, he didn’t seem relieved. “Very convenient for us.” He turned his ring over and idly tapped it against his arm rest, pensive.

 Michael, well known in the gossip columns as a clothes horse, began straightening out his jacket and cuffs. Color began returning to his face and the act of grooming himself and his clothes, a habitual occurrence, seemed to sooth him, Jane saw.

 “Man, it was far-out lucky that engine fire snuffed out,” he said. “I swear for a moment I thought it was going to melt the wing.”

 Surge carefully set his guitar down. “Yeah,” he said. “We got lucky there too.”

 Mickey, Jane saw, looked at their manager’s face and could tell the older man seemed to think this was pretty convenient as well. She watched him open his mouth to ask Hauk a question, but right then the big plane touched down and the engines roared as they reverse-thrust to slow the lumbering transport.

 The sound of the tires on pavement came in a loud screech and Mickey seemed to forget his curiosity at the relief of the feel of Terra firma.

 After that , things happened very quickly.

 +++

 The plane came down and settled to a stop.

 With a terse “Wait here, I’ll find out where we are,” Hauk got up and moved to the cockpit. He rapped twice sharply using his ring like a knocker. The band heard the door open. There was a murmured conversation then the door closed again and Hauk was gone.

 “Oh, yeah, screw that,” Jane scoffed. “I’m not waiting another second in a plane that was just on fire. Not when there’s ground right outside!”

 Davey popped up, eyes bright. “There’s no staircase at the door; we can pop the emergency slide!”

 Almost as one the band stood with Jane. Surge seemed momentarily torn, unable to decide if his precious guitar would be safer here in the plane or with him , but out in the elements. He hesitated and Jane , laughing, playfully pushed him out of her way.

 “Come on, Surge. The fires out, it's totally safe, leave the guitar for now and let’s see where we’re at.” He tried to reply that this was exactly the opposite attitude of her previous statement, but then just smiled and went along. Jane knew she was a royal force of nature, and she considered it Noble Prerogative to change her mind.

 Mickey popped open the door. Davey, a kid at the carnival, opened the little locker-hatch and pulled the emergency slide release lever like a Vegas pro working a slot machine. Instantly a bright yellow rubber inflatable slide popped from under the door jam and jumped to the ground.

 “Ladies first!” Her Jane yelled and jumped.

 Her giddy air headed antics were all an act. Whatever Dawson had put her close to the band to discover, this had to be it. She had to make sure they didn’t dismiss her as just another groupie leaking their cum from every orifice. Not just as things were building.

 The big tittied girl hit the slide, squealed in delight for show as she bounced and shot down the decline. Laughing, Peter immediately followed her. Behind them, Mickey looked out the door and saw nothing but Scottish mist and the dark blue-black blur of a forest beyond an ancient-looking chain link fence.

 From the ground, Jane looked up and saw him frown. Looking down, he seemed to realize what Jane had already figured out; he wasn’t on the tarmac of a runway, but what looked like the old gray pavement of a road.

 There were no landing lights, no street lamps, and no real illumination other than that spilling from the plane itself.

 “Cheers, mate,” Surge said, mocking Michael’s affected faux-English accent that always drove Hauk crazy. “The groupie’s right. Solid ground is going to feel good.”

 Mickey nodded and smiled. He stepped back and let the lead guitarist bounce out onto the slide first. He looked out the door again, couldn’t see an air traffic control tower or any sort of terminal.

 He looked back toward the cockpit. The door was closed. He frowned , then shrugged as Michael slapped his arm once and jumped.

 He wanted on the ground just as badly as the rest of them, Mickey decided.

 He allowed himself a little grin as he eyed the slide. At the bottom the group laughed, calling for him to follow them down. He felt himself relax. It was Hauk’s job to worry, and he’d must have let the manager’s cynical attitude rub off on him a little bit.

 Everything was fine.

 For no reason he could explain though, he grabbed the compact little orange box marked EMERGENCY KIT from where it sat beside the slide lever in the locker. He turned, took a big step and jumped on the slide, bounced once and shot down.

 Hitting the bottom, he popped up. The fun of the silly kid ride lifted his spirits, but he immediately felt the clammy chill. This was fucking up his buzz royally. He looked up at the nose of the DC-8 where light blazed out. He saw figures moving, but his angle was off and he couldn’t quite make out what they were doing. Shrugging, he looked around.

 “Guys,” he said. Something in his voice cut through the banter and the band turned to face him. “Anything look a little...off to you?”

 Smiles fading, they surveyed the area. They weren’t at an airport, or at least any sort of traditional commercial landing strip. A road ran straight across the dark forest, lined on either side by a weather beaten and sagging chain link fence. About three quarters of a mile down the road the vague outline of a building was an indistinct geometric shape.

 “Like no airport I’ve ever been to,” Michael said. Nervous, he shot his cuffs.

 “The woods are lovely, dark and deep,” Peter quoted, “but I have miles to go and promises to keep.”

 “Except,” countered Jane, “they don’t seem very lovely at the moment.” Unconsciously, she took a step closer to Mickey.

 “I’m glad I didn’t bring my guitar,” Surge mumbled.

 “Something’s wrong here. It’s not cool at all,” Mickey said.

 Across the way, just on the other side of the fence. a sudden rustling shook the bushes. The group jumped. Spinning as one, they turned in the direction of the racket.

 A figure appeared in the mist, near-ghostly. Its head was lumpy and misshapen, its silhouette hunched and bulky. In the uncertain light cast by the open plane door and cockpit windows, everything was as softly murky as an impressionist painting. Still coming down from being high as a kite didn’t help.

 The fence jerked as if against a strong wind, and the figure abruptly vanished. One instant it was there, a shadow against the night and in the next there was only night. Far off, as if on cue from central casting, a hound let out a long, mournful howl that hung like the final note of a ballad. It trailed off and finally ended.

 Jane heard the band release their breath all together in a single, tension filled exhalation.

 “That was definitely so not groovy, mates,” Michael said. “I think that dog was the Son of the Hound of the Baskervilles.”

 “What was wrong with that shape?” Jane demanded. “Why did it look all…I don't know, wrong? You don’t think it was a bear do you?”

 “I don’t even know if Scotland has bears anymore,” Surge said. “But that dude was way far out.”

 “There’s only one way to find out,” Mickey said. “Let’s go look - come on.”

 They instinctively formed a wedge with Mickey at the tip of the spear. Jane, not wanting to reveal her cover yet, kept to his right hand, walking almost even with him. The sight was as incongruous as if Marylyn Monroe herself had just walked off the pages of Cosmo magazine and into the wilderness.

 The girl wore an A-line fur coat over a Frog Button suit-dress of alabaster that her heavy, torpedo tits strained against, and matching go-go boots. With her pale lipstick and false eyelashes, she seemed more ready for an upscale cocktail party and orgy than a romp through the woods, which, actually, had pretty much been the case.

 Michael was even worse.

 While the other guys wore casual bell-bottom jeans and Nehru jackets which were only just starting to fade from popular fashion, the Milwaukee, Wisconsin native was decked out in a fleur-de-lis print shirt, cotton sateen under a jacquard cardigan of one hundred percent zephyr wool in a brick red. This was over his Oxford weave cuffed trousers of the same color. As far as his ensemble went the only thing close to practical for an outdoor adventure were his stylish “Beatles boots” with Cuban heels and pointed toes.

 The idea of an urban-dressed rock ‘n roll band on a woodland expedition, much less charging headlong into danger seemed utterly ridiculous, but they were too stoned to care and didn’t hesitate. Reaching the fence in quick steps, they fanned out in a loose semi-circle.

 Immediately they saw the fence hung cut open, and a rent in its length was peeled back like the open flap on a tent, allowing easy egress to the dark woods just beyond the chain links.

 Mickey pulled it back further and scrutinized the area.

 “There are tracks here,” he said. “Right in the mud.” He pointed at the stark outlines of heavy boot prints in the soft, moist ground.

 “Those are no bear tracks, mate,” Michael said.

 “Oh?” Davey asked. “Now you’re fucking Daniel Boone?”

 “We can tell the difference between a heel print and claw marks,” Jane, voice quiet.

 “Yeah!” Michael agreed.

 “Well excuse me, Your Highness,” Davey replied.

 “Piss off.” he shot back.

 “Why would an airport worker hide from us?” Surge asked.

 “Exactly,” Mickey said.

 Behind them the plane went dark.

 +++

 In an instant the band stood covered in inky darkness. Low clouds obscured the moon, mist lay thick all around them in a soggy blanket. The only source of illumination leaked out weakly in a butter yellow light from the obscure structure far down the road.

 “Who, like, turned out the lights?” Davey demanded.

 “Obviously the pilot,” Mickey said. He found Jane’s hand and took it again. She wished he’d stop, but thought the gesture was sweet. It was in stark contrast to the way he used his cock when he was worked up.

 He gave it a reassuring squeeze. “The real question is, why?”

 “I don’t like this,” Jane said, voice low.

 “I heard that, sister,” Surge said.

 “What’s that?” Michael asked.

 Suddenly, the bushes rustled heavily again and in the next heart beat the fence shook. Eyes rapidly adjusting to the night, Jane saw the outline of numerous figures emerging from the brushy thicket.

 “Look out!” she shouted. It was all the warning the band got.

 Bodies pushed through the hole in the fence, moving swiftly and holding cudgels over heads covered by black hoods. Mickey reacted on instinct, his long, heavy arms striking in conjunction with his talents as a percussionist.

 In other words; the drummer beat skins.

 He smashed his fist into the middle of a black hood and felt the satisfying crunch of a breaking nose. The figure stumbled backward. He spun and realized too late he couldn’t avoid the club strike coming for him.

 In that moment his attacker went down, squawking like a duck as Jane, crouched on the ground, kicked his ankles with the thick heel of her go-go boot. The man was big, and his breath left his body with a grunt when he struck the pavement.

 Surge’s eyes hadn’t adjusted as quickly as the other two, and he was slower to react. Almost sensing rather than seeing an attack, he threw his arms up in a cross to ward off a blow. The heavy wood of the cudgel smashed into his forearms and he cried out in surprise at the pain and dropped down to one knee.

 Next to him, Michael was roughly snatched up by strong hands and jerked away. His expensive cardigan ripped like a piece of paper.

 “Bloody bastards!” He shouted.

 Obviously enraged, he failed his fist around blindly, striking out at the milling, shadow-figures.

 His boxing style was sloppy and almost completely uncoordinated, but, despite his foppish ways, the truth was Michael Button had heart, Jane realized, and he put that into every swing he threw. He clipped one of the attackers, staggering the man who swore in Scottish. Off balance, the assailant swung his weapon at the band member. Missing Michael’s head, he struck the slight built rock star in the shoulder.

 Michael yelped in pain as his right arm went numb. He realized the club was metal, not wood, and almost instantly recognized the object was a flashlight. Adrenaline flooded him, and he dove into the man, snatching for the possible source of illumination like a drowning man swimming for a buoy.

 Jane, moving through the mob scene like a feline predator, saw what was going on and immediately acted. As Michael and the man struggled, she went down on all fours behind the mysterious combatant, who retreated under Michael’s wild assault.

 The man stepped back and she was there to trip him like some high school prankster. He went ass-over-teakettle, arms wind milling, and struck the road. The flashlight went spinning across the pavement and both band member dove for it.

 Peter McAllister was built for brawling.

 Short and squat with a grappler’s physique, he’d come up in Detroit, Michigan, a city not known for producing a lack of fighting spirit in its citizens. Peter was no exception to his environment.

 As soon as he realized the band was under attack, he snapped into action, not even pausing for a moment to worry about losing his glasses. Like a veteran street fighter in a gang rumble, he went to work.

 “Once more into the fray!” he shouted. “Ride boldly, ride!”

 “I’ll ride ya’ , you little hippie punk,” a voice snarled.

 It gave Peter his target and he plunged toward the figure.

 “No!” Jane shouted. Too late.

 The man’s club smacked into the top of his head like a hammer driving home a nail. Stunned, he dropped to his knees. The attacker laid the stick upside the bassist’s head and the twenty-one year old went out.

 There was a sudden, sharp crack and a bright orange ball shot up into the air. It went up over the fighters like the sun rising on fast forward, then exploded out in tentacles of brilliant light. Night turned to day as the flare slowly drifted back toward earth on a little parachute.

 Mickey stood holding a flare pistol from the orange EMERGENCY KIT lying open at his feet. The man who’d just struck Peter unconscious stood in the glare, black hood still in place above a heavy tweed coat and dark canvas pants the color of dirt. His heavy work boots were filthy and mud encrusted.

 One arm was raised high, club in his fist. His arm jutted out of the sleeve and the tattoo of a skeleton key was clearly visible. Surge’s eyes opened wide in surprised recognition and a piece of the puzzle clicked together. Bewildered, the man cast about him and saw that somehow, he was the only one of his gang still vertical.

 “What the hell!” he roared. “Get up, you great stupid gits!”

 It was too late.

 The element of surprise was gone, the cover of darkness stripped away. The band quickly snatched up loose cudgels and the long, heavy flashlight which Jane clicked back on and shone in his eyes as the flare sank lower behind them.

 Around them, the sprawled-out attackers began regaining their feet, warily eying the now nominally armed rock band. Mickey gave the masked man a crooked grin as he snapped a second shotgun round flare into the Very pistol. He pointed the cavernous muzzle at the thug.

 “This is going to hurt,” he warned.

 “Run away!”

 The masked figures scrambled to their feet with the call for retreat as the falling flare fell so close to the ground that it cast long shadows out in confusing stripes of light and dark.

 “You try and follow us, you're dead!” one of them called back.

 “Like we're going to follow you,” Jane muttered. “That would be crazy.”

 Realizing they couldn’t hope to capture so many assailants with a single round Very pistol flare gun, the group formed a self-protective knot around the laid out Peter and tried looking fierce as the ambushers quickly exited the scene through the hole in the fence and the flare struck the ground where it burned an eye-searing orange, but cast little light outward.

 “It is better to have loved and lost than to have never loved at all,” the bassist moaned as he came to.

 “What does that even mean?” Jane demanded.

 “That he’s still alive,” Mickey answered. “I’ll take it for now.”

 “Those were no muggers,” Surge said. “That tattoo on the last one’s arm? I saw it on a mechanic our limo driver gave an envelope to.”

 “Oh, fuck me,” Michael gasped. “My clothes are ruined.”

 Jane ignored the fashion maven. “A payoff?” she asked the lead guitarist.

 “Sure seemed that way,” Surge admitted.

 “Mechanics with weird tattoos taking bribes, a new pilot, engine trouble and a convenient landing place, followed by a sneak attack from men with the same strange tattoo as the London mechanic?” Jane recited with the acuity of a mathematics teacher explaining basic algebra to particularly thick students. “This was a setup, start to finish.”

 Peter pushed himself up, “She’s right; this was a trap.”

 As one the band turned back toward the now dark and silent DC-8.

 “Hauk!” four of them shouted in unison, suddenly remembering the manager.

 “My ax!” Surge yelled.

 +++

 They looked up at the plane. Now it was simply a dark shape on the road and completely silent. There was the acrid smell of smoke in the damp air. Nothing moved around them. There was no sound.

 “Everything is all wrong,” Surge said, voice soft.

 “We've got to try and make sure Hauk is alright,” Mickey said. “Surge, you and me can climb up the slide while the rest of the band stands guard.”

 “I'm game,” Surge answered, nodding.

 Mickey handed the Very pistol to Jane. She played the light around to make sure no one was sneaking up on them. The road was empty, the woods quiet. She looked at him in surprise.

 “I know you can keep your head when a lot of stuff is flying at you,” he grinned. “Besides,” he added more seriously. “I’m still fucking stoned.”

 “Got it,” she said.

 “Keep guard,” he told her. “I'll be right back.”

 “You better,” she said.

 Mickey and Surge scrambled up the emergency slide hand over hand, clinging to the outer edges of the incline. In a minute they disappeared through the dark rectangle of the DC-8 door. On the ground the other three formed a triangle to cover all approaches.

 “Hey,” Davey said. “Jane, put the light on the engine.”

 “Why?”

 “The smoke.”

 “What about it?”

 “It smells wrong.”

 She put the light along the length of the aircraft wing. “The smoke smells wrong?”

 “Yeah. It doesn't smell like burning oil or hot metal. It smells like the pyrotechnics we use on stage.”

 “Leave it to a Detroit lad to be a smoke connoisseur,” Michael said.

 “You should see me with garbage,” he replied.

 The three of them inspected the engine. There was a charcoal smear along the inside housing but the engine itself and the propellers were clean under the play of the flashlight.

 “That look ate up with an electrical fire to you?”

 “No,” Jane said. “It sure doesn't”

 Mickey appeared in the doorway and called down. “There's no one on the plane. Hauk and that Sinclair are gone.”

 “Curiouser and curiouser,” Davey said. “This is turning into quite the tea party.”

 Surge and Mickey used the slide to rejoin the group. “Look,” Jane showed them. “Davey figured out the engine fire was a fake.”

 “Someone went to a lot of trouble to get us here,” Mickey said.

 “Yeah, but maybe it's not 'us' they went to all the trouble for,” Surge said. “Whoever took Hauk must have moved as soon as we were attacked.”

 “Why would anyone want to kidnap Hauk?” Jane asked.

 “I don't know,” Elroy said. “We know he has his past and his secrets about what he did before he became a band manager.”

 “Yeah,” Davey echoed, “he's like way too connected to just be babysitting a rock band.”

 Jane took the information in, added it to what Dawson had briefed her on. “Either way,” she said, “we'd better find him.”

 “How are we going to do that, luv?” Michael demanded. “He could be anywhere; we don't even know where we are.”

 “I bet those guys who jumped us know something,” Mickey said. “We can start there.”

 “Yeah, but man, they, like, went into the forest…”

 “Then that’s where we go too,” Jane said.

 Someone began shouting from the belly of the plane.

 +++

 The group looked at the plane. Again, from inside, they heard someone shouting.

 “You hear that?” Michael asked.

 “Ask not for whom the bell tolls,” Davey said. “It tolls for thee.”

 “Of course we heard it!” Jane said.

 “Think it's Hauk?” Surge asked. “And do you know how to open the cargo hatch?”

 “There's an access panel next to the door,” Mickey said. “I don't know where the switch is in the cockpit.” He paused, thinking. “Or even how to turn the plane back on, for that matter - but I saw the ground crew back at La Guardia use it.”

 “How we going to reach it?”

 “My arms are longest; I'll stand on Surge's shoulders,” Mickey told him.

 “You're really heavy, man,” Surge said.

 “Jane can hold the light while Davey and Michael give us a lookout.”

 Standing on Surge's shoulders, and using the edge of the slide to steady them, the two reached about twelve feet, enough for Mickey’s long arms to just manage and reach the mechanism.

 The cargo door unsealed with a hydraulic hiss. Mickey dropped off Surge's shoulders as the ramp lowered into place. The band looked in amazement. Two figures tied up with black nylon rope lay blind folded on the cold metal floor.

 “Oh man, that's all bollixed up,” Michael said.

 “At least they're still alive,” Mickey pointed out, darkly.

 The band had just found their missing pilot and his wife.

 +++

 Working quickly, the band freed the Evans. Ray and Jacky seemed okay. The former military pilot was furious over the rough handling his wife had suffered, but he had little to tell the band that helped.

 “They took us at the airport while you were at your show,” he said, voice bitter. “I thought I was talking with a new mechanic. Next thing I know, it ’ s lights out, and I'm in the cargo hold.”

 “They got me after that,” Jacky said. The woman was furious. “The limo driver told me Ray needed my help. When I came out to see what the problem was they stuffed a duffel bag over my head and tied me up. I never saw it coming.”

 “None of us did,” Mickey replied. “Even Hauk. He's the one we think they were after. But we don't know why.”

 Ray shook his head. “I've known Hauk for a long time. Trouble hasn't been a stranger to him,” he admitted. “But I couldn't tell you what he has, or knows, that would cause someone to go to this kind of trouble.”

 “We think the plane is fine,” Surge told him. “Can you and Jacky check everything and get it going again?”

 “That shouldn't be a problem,” Ray said.

 “The real problem,” Jacky informed them after looking around the gloomy terrain, “is seeing if this road is long enough to take off from.”

 “We landed,” Michael pointed out.

 “Right, but without a ground crew to turn the plane, we need just as much roadway in that direction as we did coming down,” Ray told him, pointing toward the nose of the DC-8. “I'd say we're lucky this road could hold up under our weight, but I have a feeling luck has nothing to do with it.”

 “Yeah,” Jane said. “It's just the last in a long line of 'lucky' things that have been happening to us tonight.”

 “We have to look for Hauk, quickly,” Mickey said. “In case they try and shove him in a car or something. But it seems dangerous to leave you guys alone again.”

 “Don't worry about it,” Ray said. “This time we'll be ready for them, besides if it's Hauk they really wanted, then they're through with us.”

 “That's what I'm afraid of,” Mickey told him. “I have a hunch ‘being through with us’ might be a sort of dangerous position with these guys.”

 +++

 Using their appropriated flashlight, the band scanned the ground near the fence where their fight had happened. There was a mess of obvious footprints in the mud. The trail would be easy to follow, but only if they kept the light on.

 “We don't have a choice,” Surge said. “If we can't see, we can't follow the tracks.”

 Davey pointed at the ground. “Look, the bushes aren't solid. A trail cuts through them.” He paused. “Jane, shine the light on the ground over here.”

 “Why?” she asked, playing the beam over the ground.

 “Look,” Davey told her.

 In the mud lay a pair of gold pilot wings.

 “They came through here,” Mickey said. “That means Hauk did, too.”

 They pushed through the fence and into the wood. It felt like crossing a barrier of some kind and entering another world. The ragged end of the snipped chain links snagged at their clothing but the eerie atmosphere was so overwhelming, even Michael didn't complain.

 The footprints led to the trail. The trail cut through the woods, parallel to the fenced in roadway and head ed in the direction of the building. They felt exposed as they moved down the path. At any moment it seemed as if the forest would explode in an ambush again.

 They tried to be quiet, but realized the flashlight would give them away before they got close enough to anyone for it to matter. Finally, after a brief, hushed conversation they decided they had no choice but to approach the mysterious building in the dark.

 Carefully, they crept through the gloom. They were worried about Hauk, but if they tried moving faster in the dark, they just ended up tripping over exposed roots and rocks. Rain fell and the Scottish chill set deep into them within minutes until they shivered.

 After about ten minutes of careful travel their eyes adjusted enough that Mickey began pushing the pace. Suddenly, the woods broke open into a clearing. Out from beneath the shadows of the old growth trees, they could see better.

 “I'll show you fear in a handful of dust,” Michael quoted.

 “We're through the looking glass now,” Jane said, nodding.

 Before them stood a ring of standing stones. Twelve of the ancient monoliths, each reaching eight feet in height, sat arranged in a circle. The feeling of age on them was thick with the centuries. Slowly, the band stepped forward.

 Mist hung close to the ground, curling around their feet in crooked fingers. An owl hooted softly from somewhere, the noise sounding far off. A feeling of superstitious dread as clammy as the mist seeped into them.

 “Uh, is this Stonehenge?” Davey asked.

 “We're in Scotland,” Surge pointed out. “Besides, these are much smaller. If I had to guess I'd say this is a Druidic marker, or maybe the cairn of a Dark Age chieftain.” He shrugged. “I'm just guessing, though.”

 “I didn't realize you did anything besides play that Rickenbacker,” Davey said, surprised. “Now you turn out to be a professor.”

 “I don't think it's going to help much,” Surge admitted. “But if nothing else about tonight has been a, you know, coincidence and everything coordinated, then can something like this be random?”

 “Fair point,” Jane admitted. She suddenly frowned and looked into the trees.

 “Hey—“ Davey began.

 “Ssshhh,” Mickey hissed in a whisper. “Do you hear that?”

 For a moment the band stood frozen, ears straining against the wool-like muffle of the drizzle. Davey turned toward Mickey and addressed him in a stage whisper.

 “What are we listening for?”

 Mickey pointed past the stones. “The path picks up there on the other side. But I think I can hear a river, even over this rain.”

 “‘Hey,” Michael asked. “Do you lot smell cigarette smoke?”

 There was the unmistakable sound of a firearm action being worked. A figure stepped out from behind one of the stones. In his hands he held a British Sten submachine gun with side mounted magazine. Its muzzle covered them.

 “Oh, you're a real bleedin' jack rabbit, ain't ya, laddie?” the man demanded. “Ears so good you hear the damned burn a hundred yards through the woods in the rain but you didn't notice me less than two meters away.”

 “You were being very quiet,” Surge suggested.

 “Shut up,” the man growled. He gestured sharply with his weapon. “Hands in the air.”

 A form stepped out from the shadow of a standing stone. It was huge, at least seven foot tall, wearing a dark brown robe of heavy cloth. The hood was up, turning the stranger into a specter-like apparition. In hands large as dinner plates it grasped a long wooden staff.

 “You Americans,” the submachine gunner sneered, “always putting your noses where they don't belong. You should have stayed with your plane. Now you're going to have to take a little boat ride.”

 The figure loomed above the armed man. Slowly it lifted the staff up above its head.

 “You kidnapped us,” Mickey said, hoping to distract the man further.

 “What's a 'burn'?” Jane asked.

 Ignoring their questions, he gestured with his weapon muzzle. “Throw that flare gun over here,” he ordered.

 “Defiler!” the hooded figure roared.

 The sound of the staff striking the skull of the gunman sounded like the crack of a fastball going off the end of a bat at Fenway. The gunmen went down immediately without a murmur and sprawled loosely in the dirt. The Sten clattered out of his hands and the figure used a long leg to kick it clear, staff still up and ready.

 “A burn,” the tall man said simply, “is the Scottish word for river.”

 “Good to know,” Jane said, eyes wide.

 +++

 “Are you a…a…druid?” Surge asked.

 “Aye. I'm not one of these dirty illuminated ones, that's for sure and a day.”

 “Illuminated ones?” Mickey asked, curious. “What's that mean?”

 “Means they're damned annoying with their plots and machinations, that's what it be meaning. But you'd call 'em Masons, which I guess they are.” He paused then added, “Key Masons.”

 “Free Masons,” Davey said.

 “Not 'free' Masons,” the figure corrected with a sharp voice, “Key Masons. It's one of the Scottish Rites. They're like Masons within the Masons. Most Free Masons don't even know they exist.”

 “This is so weird,” Michael whispered.

 “We think this guy's crew has our friend,” Mickey said. “We don't know why, but we have to find him.”

 “I saw his likes carry somebody through here on their way to the mill.”

 The stranger stepped forward and pulled down his hood. He was impossibly tall with wild black hair and tangled beard. His eyes were even more piercing than Hauk. Mickey wasn't sure they didn't burn with a light that seemed slightly touched by madness.

 “Whoa,” Davey said. “Whattcha going do with that stick there, Little John?”

 “You a-feared of me walking staff?” the man asked innocently, as if he hadn't just brained a man near to death in front of them all.

 “Well...yeah.”

 “Take this un's weapon then.”

 Jane started to pick it up.

 “I don't know if that's such a good idea,” Mickey said.

 She halted, still undercover.

 The man fixed him with a quizzical look. “Aye?”

 “I mean it makes sense, but none of us are trained police or anything,” Surge said. “And the first group didn't use guns against us.”

 “This ‘un here is their sentry,” the Druid explained. “He wasn't here for your kind. He was set here for me.”

 “And you are?

 “Aldwyn.”

 “Where are we? What is this place, mate?” Michael asked.

 “Those be two separate questions,” he countered. “But the short of it is you're in the Cairngorms of south Scotland. The long of it is you're at an airstrip built by the British SOE and American OSS during the war to help resistance in Sweden and Norway. Later, the RAF expanded its capabilities to include medium bombers.”

 “The OSS?” Davey asked. “Like the CIA, now?”

 “Aye.”

 Jane looked at him and arched an eyebrow.

 Davey shrugged at knowing that piece of trivia. “I saw a Lee Marvin movie once with my dad.” He paused. “When I was a kid, I mean.”

 “Thanks for clearing that up,” she said.

 “These 'illuminated ones,’ the Key Masons,” Mickey asked, “they think they can just hijack us? We're on the cover of every newspaper in the UK. That's a pretty big plane we're flying in. They think they can just get away with this? That no one will notice?”

 “They've done it now, haven't they?” Aldwyn said. “Here ye are. You can stand around gnawing my leg off with your questions or you can get to your friend before they shove him on the boat and take him out of here.”

 “Boat!” The band echoed.

 “Aye,” the druid replied. “As soon as their boss gets here they're taking your man out of the mill by the river.”

 “Show us,” Mickey told him.

 +++

 The group crouched in the darkness.

 Aldwyn was a massive shape next to them, but, oddly, the druid's form seemed flexible despite his size. It was only with the utmost concentration the band didn't lose his silhouette completely among the night and brush.

 In front of them sat the building they had first seen from their plane. Up close it revealed itself as an old lumber mill set next to a wide, deep river as black as ink. It was a dilapidated building from older days, but it was not abandoned At least not tonight.

 The men Aldwyn called 'the illuminated ones' had appropriated the structure in force. Two men in hoods and armed with crafted cricket bats stood beside the road, just out of the light. As the group made their approach, Ray Evans turned over the engines to the DC-8 and even from three quarters of a mile away the noise was significant.

 The sentry's were obviously agitated, pacing back and forth and conferring with each other at frequent intervals. Close up to the building now the band could see more traces of illumination seeping through the cracks from inside.

 Mickey turned toward Jane, expression worried. “You're sure?”

 She nodded and smiled. “Easy as pie.”

 “It's a bad plan,” Aldwyn said. The band was beginning to get the feeling the druid was not an optimist by nature. “But Ah don't think we're going to get a better one in time.”

 “Thanks for the show of support,” Jane said. “You just make sure you get your gigantic behind to where it belongs by the time I need you.”

 “Aye and you're a sassy one,” the big man chuckled.

 “It's the Scot in me.” She turned back to the band, her eyes on Mickey. “Go. I'll be fine.”

 He nodded. “It’s going to take us a little while,” he said. “We won't be able to signal you, so just expect us when we get there.”

 “I'll do my best.”

 She rose out of her crouch and fixed her clothes, smoothing down her hair. As the men crept away she dropped her coat to the ground. Her alabaster dress almost glowed, hugging her frame into a suggestive shape of utter femininity. Then she took everything off, released a pent up breath and stepped slowly onto the road.

 She walked in sure, confident steps toward the building. Her hips rolling like a model's on the runway as she sauntered. She walked like a Venus, all roadhouse rhythm and backstreet attitude.

 The hooded giants came out of the shadows as she got to the front of building. They were huge, broad chested men but the bats in their hands stayed at their waists despite the gruffness of their voices as they confronted her. They weren't seeing her as a physical threat. They were just seeing big tits and a hot piece of ass. Everything was going according to plan.

 “Stop right there, lassie,” one of the men said.

 Jane stopped and tossed her hair. She spread her feet and put her hands on her hips. She cocked her head to the side.

 “Hello, boys,” she said. “I thought I'd see what all the fuss was about. You know, after we've already kicked your tails once.”

 “That's it – you’re done!” the first one's partner snapped. “We're done playing games with you.”

 “But…we're just getting started,” Jane protested.

 “Just getting started what?” the other one demanded. His head bent in such a way that it was obvious he was staring at her tits, despite his face being hidden by the hood.

 Moving together, they crowded in around her.

 “The band sent me as a peace offering,” she told them. “So that you’d leave them alone. I’m supposed to do whatever you want,” she said.

 What she thought was, How I earn my living, this is how I earn my pay.

 They were so big. This close to them, they felt like mountains. Mountains in faceless hoods. The two remained silent as they came closer.

 The sentry on the left turned his head to face her, and bass echo of his voice emerged from beneath the hood.

 “You’re say you’re going to do both me and my brother?”

 She stood for a moment, almost petrified at the thought of how big the guy were. Not as tall as the Druid maybe, but fucking big. It made her curious. She wondered how the men were going to stack up to the night she’d slept with the defensive line of the Oakland Raiders. What did the penis of a three hundred pound plus giant look like?

 Bigger than a rock star’s, she wagered. She swallowed. “That’s exactly what I’m saying,” she told them.

 Let them be stupid bastards who think with their dicks, she prayed. Let them be stupid bastards who think with their dicks.

 The two guards looked at each other, hoods swiveling in unison. Something seemed to pass between them, and they nodded together, then looked down at her. In perfect synchronicity, their huge hands, unzipped their dungarees.

 Jane felt herself slipping into a sort of disassociated adrenaline high at the intensifyingly surreal nature of the experience. She felt the familiar thrill of sexual energy building inside her, along with uncertainty and fear. Watching the guards pulling their dicks out, she regarded the scene in a sort of out of body experience.

 Unsurprisingly, the giants wore no underwear beneath their pants, and their cocks spilled out and hung low. She’d been ready for what she would see, prepared to accept this would get rough.

 Despite all her mental preparation, she froze in shock. Her mouth fell open as she saw the massive members hanging between the legs of the two guards.

 She remembered to breathe, and gasped.

 The cocks drooped low, a foot long fully flaccid. Blue veins big as a child’s fingers, ran in y-branches under the pale skin. She’d never seen uncircumcised penises before, and a wrinkled sheath of flesh covered the heads of the uncut cocks.

 Under her amazed gaze, heart hammering, the cocks twitched and began swelling. The two guards dropped cudgels to the ground without ceremony. Jane jumped at the harsh clatter of hard wood on pavement, but her eyes were drawn back to those giant cocks. They were over a foot long now, and only just beginning to grow.

 The pair had several inches on the biggest cock she’d ever handled. Easily. Including her current favorite, non-professional fuck buddy, Mark Stern, LAPD. She could only guess where they were going to stop at once fully erect. And my god, they were so fat, she marveled. There was little difference between the circumference of the meat poles and the ends of their clubs.

 How the fuck am I going to take those! She thought.

 Without realizing it, she fell back a step, intimidated. The guards, faceless, anonymous, identical, in their hoods, merely waited.

 They made no move to chase her or command and compel her. Where was she going to go? Earn your living, she thought. It’s never not relevant.

 She stopped her retreat, eyes still locked on those massive erections. The foreskin slid back in a loose hood and the helmet-shaped heads emerged, engorged with blood and showing an angry purple.

 She felt like the warm mouth on the other side of a glory hole. She could see nothing, really, of these two giant males, identical and faceless in their hoods. All she could see were two great cocks, standing at attention and waiting to be pleasured.

 As if hypnotized by the sight of that selfish, demanding flesh, Jane took a step forward, and then another. The guards regarded her, breathing heavily. She stepped up between the two figures, feeling like someone else, not herself. Her hands came up and she reached out for them.

 Her palm grasped them from the top and she closed her hands, but her fingers were too small to encircle the thick shafts. The heat of the flesh wands surprised her, warming her grip, and she cooed softly. Slowly, getting a feel for them, she began stroking slowly.

 Already erect, the cocks grew harder under her touch. She shifted her grip so that she grasped them from underneath, palm up, then tightened her hold. Picking up speed as she went along, she began jerking them. They felt like soft, warm, soda cans in her hands.

 The guards were tall, but she wasn’t short for a women, and she realized she could reach the veiny, fat-headed monsters from her knees, as long as she knelt tall. Still stroking the hard-ons, she sank to her knees. The ground was rough on her bare knees, and she shifted to find a comfortable place.

 This close up, she could smell them. Beneath the heavy scent of male musk, she detected the order of old spice and whiskey, presumably Scotch. The guards turned slightly in toward her, cocks pointing toward her face. On her knees, she jacked them off, staring at first one and then the other.

 This was going to be nothing like sucking off Mickey, she realized. If one of these giants lost control and started face fucking her, there could be a real problem. She had to get them off, make them cum, as quickly as possible.

 The panicked, near hysterical part of her brain--the part that couldn’t get past how goddamn huge these cocks were--thought crazily, if I swallow the loads coming out of these big balls I won’t need to eat for days. The more rational part of her mind was forced to agree, yes, it was a whole hell of a lot of protein.

 Hesitant, still nervous some random movement or shift on their part might bump into her and send her sprawling, she dipped her head toward the left cock.

 Her tongue came out and she ran it across the underside of the corona up to the groove of the frenulum where it split the underside of the glans into halves. Her hand milked the shaft, keeping a firm hold, rubbing the looser layer of skin on top against the unyielding firmness of the deeper shaft.

 The cock tasted like cock, only more so. There was no smell of perfume like cologne, or scented soap. It smelled like flesh, and sweat, and faintly of pee, and overwhelmingly of male. She used her tongue to lick the head, coating it with her spit. She turned to the right, arm still moving as she continued beating the giants off, and licked the other head.

 She dipped forward and gave the cockhead a sloppy, open mouth kiss with lots of tongue, feeling the piss slit separate under her probing. She slobbered across the shaft, sucking then licking, hand pumping up and down in a steady rhythm. She turned her head and pushed her face into the left cock. She gave it the same passionate French kiss, swirling her tongue across it like lapping up soft serve ice cream from a cone.

 She was starting to get into it, a distant part of her mind realized, she was starting to get off on blowing such giant cocks. She liked the feel of them in her hand, the taste of them in her mouth. Slowly, as her confidence grew, the panicked, flustered part of her began to relax.

 Yeah, there were two of them, and yeah they were fucking huge pieces of meat, but blowing someone was blowing someone, she decided. You can do this, she told herself.

 Running with her new confidence, she opened her mouth wide and bobbed on the left cock. She took it in to just past the head and grasped the shaft just below where her lips wrapped around it. She began stroking in time to her bobbing, making a point of sucking hard. There was a shift of a huge body from the left guard and she knew, faceless or not, the giant was getting into it.

 She pulled her mouth clear, still jacking the dick, and turned. Her head darted forward and she repeated the shallow swallow action on the right cock.

 Her tongue burrowed into the seam of frenulum again, rubbing back and forth as she let her mouth fill with spit. Her jaw started to ache at being stretched so thoroughly, but she also felt the clenching of desire in her pussy, and for the second time in as many hours, she made her pussy wet with a dick in her mouth.

 “That’s enough brother,” the guard said, and the strain his voice was obvious. “I can’t wait to take turns anymore.”

 “Drop your pants and give my brother your cunny, woman,” the other one told her.

 Hoping Aldwyn and the band reached her before she was disemboweled, she did what she was told.

 Adrenaline spiked through her at the thought of this thing she could barely stretched her lips around, battering into her pussy. But at the same time her curiosity drove her, her excitement of feeling what it would be like to take such a massive thing between her legs, and feel it moving in and out of her body.

 She slowly straightened up off her knees and the left sentry moved around behind her. Bent at the waist, she reached out with both hands and pressed them against the legs of the right guard to help keep her balance.

 No hand touched her. Instead, a baseball-sized cockhead butted up against her vaginal lips like a battering ram at a castle gate. She braced herself, still jacking the right guards cock and sucking hard on the head.

 The guards reached up and put their hands on each other’s shoulders, forming a lattice for support. Their voices were muffled through the heavy cloth of their hoods.

 “She’s good, brother,” one said.

 “She’s done this before,” the other agreed.

 “She’s tight.”

 “Just push it in, brother!”

 And by god, Jane realized, that was exactly what he was going to do. The massive cock head parted her lips and split her wide. Her lips came off the fat cock in her mouth and she yelled out loud at the invasion.

 “Ahhh!”

 The guards, holding arms braced above her, stood firm, and the cock in her tight pussy gave way half an inch at a time, sliding in slowly, painfully.

 She gasped, panting as she fought to take it inside her. She pushed against the legs of the guard in front of her, trying to stay on her feet against the abuse.

 She moaned, deep in her throat, as the pressure built, pushing inwards, splitting her apart. The cock near her mouth lay across her cheek in a hot iron bar of flesh. She turned her head, surprising herself, and ran her tongue along the shaft. She pushed her face down and licked the big balls bulging down there.

 Something in the sensation was changing. The pain was still there, but now the cockhead made it up against her cervix and stopped. The guard held it there, forcing her to spread her feet apart in order to compensate.

 She realized what she was experiencing. She was filled up, completely. Never in her life had a cock touched her so far up inside herself, or left her feeling she was on the very ragged edge of being able to take it.

 The massive timber sheathed inside of her began moving. It pulled back, smearing her own juices along its length, then rammed forward. She grunted under the impact, her clit, swollen and sensitive, throbbed like a live wire between her legs. She needed more of her natural lubricant, she realized, and one hand flew between her legs and she began furiously working at it.

 The huge cock drove inside her, like tides shifting, each outstroke feeling as if she was going to turn inside out. The jolts of each impact against her cervix jarred through her body, rocking her back and forth as the sentry fucked her.

 Her juices sluiced down her leg, and her moans sounded loud in her own ear. Her lips jostled back and forth on the underside of the cock stuffing her face.

 I’m getting fucking pounded here, she thought in a sort of detached, bemused amazement.

 Her high pitched squeals echoed weirdly off the trees of the dark, chilly forest and rolled back on her. The sounds were animalistic, part pain, part pleasure. Then the fingers working her clit pushed her past her edge and she put her head back and screamed.

 The orgasm slammed through her, sending tingling pulses radiating through her body. Her thighs quivered and her knees nearly buckled. She was dizzy and lost for a moment, her nipples so erect they ached with the need to be touched. She was subsumed in the feeling and tears formed at her eyes. She’d never dreamed she could be stuffed like this.

 Suddenly boiling jets of cum spilled out in a wild spurting stream inside of her. The sentry fucking her grunted loudly. “I’m cumming, brother, I just unloaded in her cunny!”

 “Goddamn right brother!” the other sentry cheered. “Huzzah! Give her the dick, give her the fucking dick!”

 The sentry in her pussy began bucking even harder. Unable to articulate words anymore, he just started grunting in that thick, Scottish accent.

 Warm sperm overflowed out of her pussy and made sticky smears on her legs. Tears of shock and pleasure spilled out of her eyes. Then the sentry suddenly pulled out, leaving her empty.

 “No,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “No,” she protested. Having felt it, she didn’t want to lose the experience, to have the sensations end so soon. What the fuck is wrong with me? She wondered.

 Without being told, she turned and reached for the sentry who’d just dumped the massive load inside of her. She grabbed him by the belt and turned around so that she was facing his moistened, cum slimed cock.

 “Fuck me,” she said over her shoulder. “Hurry, fuck me,” she said.

 It felt like someone else said the words. That raw need couldn’t be coming from her, could it? Was she suddenly so wanton? It didn’t matter, she didn’t want to question it. Not right now. She just wanted to feel the steel velvet touch of their massive cocks inside her.

 She scanned the forest, searching for any sign of the Druid or the band, where the fuck are they?

 The sentry she’d been sucking off pushed his spit-lubed cock forward. It slid in with much less effort than his brother experienced, her juices and the other sentry’s sperm greasing the groove for him.

 For all of that, it still hurt. She squeezed the sentry on the left, pressing her hands into his denim trousers, and shoved herself back along the cock.

 There it was, she thought, eyes spread wide at the shock of the sensation. She was filled, Pussy stretched wide, cockhead butting her cervix. She had no room left in her to fit anymore dick.

 She’d taken all she could take. The sentry on the right exploded into a frenzy of fucking, slamming his hips into her, stabbing her over and over again with his hard prick.

 She closed her eyes, reveling in the sensation. She realized the pain of the stretching added a flavor to her pleasure, an accentuation that had never been present before. But, before she could build herself up to another toe-curling orgasm, the second sentry let out a hoarse, barking cough and exploded into her.

 Again, she felt like a hose had been shoved up her pussy and turned on. Copious amounts of sizzling ejaculate splashed into her. She thought, inebriated from the sex, that it would take three regular ball sacks to dump this much cum into her.

 There was a wet, squishy sound as the sentry pulled out and there it was again, the feeling of hollow emptiness. God knew she needed the break, but already she longed to experience that sense of being filled up to the edge of her physical limit.

 Any time now, boys…

 She slowly stood, still lightheaded, and aching between her legs. She understood what people meant when they said, rode hard and put away wet.

 The brother guards stood still, cocks still hanging out, making no move to retrieve their armor piece or pole arms. She looked at them, looked down to the wet cocks, back up to the impassive face masks.

 “I think,” the left sentry informed her. “That it’d be a show of good faith from the people in the plane, if you just went ahead and cleaned our dicks real good.” The sentry on the right nodded.

 “What do you expect me to do?” she asked. She looked around, “there’s no water, no towels.”

 “I expect you to fulfill your bargain and pay the price,” the sentry replied. “In full.”

 “Oh my god…” she trailed off, at last realizing what was expected of her.

 She moved over to the dangling cocks, wet with her orgasm juices and their own cum. Once again, she sank to her knees in front of the massive guards and her lips found the first cock. She began sucking it clean, lifting the limp, damp, weight of it and licking it free of any trace of her coupling. She soon lost herself in the act, working diligently until the flesh shone clean and pink.

 She placed a gentle, respectful kiss on the fat purple head of the first sentry’s cock and let the foreskin fall back into place like a theatre curtain dropping at the end of a show.

 She looked up and the sentry nodded.

 Without bothering to stand, she turned and repeated the process on the second sentry. She took the great sticky weight in her hand, and licked up and down its length, tongue slathering every exposed inch. She took the second flaccid organ into her mouth and also sucked it clean. When it too, shone as pink and clean as the other, she looked up, and smirked as she earned her nod of approval.

 Standing, realizing it was going to be awhile before she walked straight, she faced them.

 She had time to think, sure, now you fucking show up!

 Aldwyn's hulking shape appeared out of the dark behind the first man. He looked like a bear looming over its prey. He struck in a twirling mass of robe and limb. At the same time the other four hit the second guard like a soccer mob, swarming over him.

 In an instant both men were down, Aldwyn's limp and unconscious. Mickey had the other monster sized one in a headlock, choking off his angry shouts as Michael, Surge and Davey used the man's own belt to tie his hands.

 “Told ya,” Jane said with a wry smile. “Works every time.”

 Aldwyn walked over and looked down. “Ack, and then,” he muttered, voice dark. The staff rose and fell once like an auctioneer's gavel. The end clipped the sentry in the temple and instantly he went limp.

 Michael looked up from where he had been tying the man's bootlaces together. “That works too,” he said.

 Mickey stood up. “I guess it does.” He turned toward Jane. “Nice job,” he smiled. “They never saw us coming.” He handed her back her clothes.

 “What do you mean, ‘it works every time,’ Jane?” Surge asked. “You’ve done this before?”

 Jane shrugged and avoided the question. Now wasn’t the time to be having this conversation. She suddenly looked at him with a look of astonishment spreading across her pretty face.

 “What is it?” Mickey asked. “What's wrong?”

 “Aldwyn,” she said. “He just vanished!”

 The band leader spun, the big druid had been standing right next to him just a breath ago. Jane was right; the man was gone.

 +++

 “Great,” Michael muttered. “There went our heavy artillery.”

 “That was spooky,” Surge said. “I felt his robe on my arm, looked at our new favorite groupie,” Jane curtsied, “and then he was gone.”

 “I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me; And what can be the use of him is more than I can see; He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head; And I see him jump before me when I jump into my bed,” Michael quoted. Then, out of force of habit informed them, “That's by Robert Louis Stevenson.”

 “Groovy,” Davey informed him. “Now if you'll kindly stop thinking about the giant jumping into your bed, we still have a manager to save.”

 “Wait—what! No!” Michael frowned. “I mean he was like a shadow...” He saw the look on his bandmate’s face and trailed off. “It was the only shadow poem I could think of right now. Plus, you know, he's Scottish and wrote Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, which is scary.”

 “Moving on,” Surge said. “We never did ask him what he was doing here.”

 “Yeah,” Mickey said. “But giant forest-man or no giant forest-man, we've got to get Hauk out of there before they shove him on a boat and disappear.” He paused. “I just don't know how yet.”

 “He left this,” Michael said. The band turned to look at him. He held up a large iron skeleton key. He shrugged. “It was just lying on the road.”

 “Keep it,” Jane told him. “After everything we've seen tonight I don't believe in coincidences anymore.”

 “I know what that goes to,” Mickey said suddenly. “I saw it as we snuck in.”

 “You think Mr. Sir-Vanishes-a-Lot is still helping us?” Davey asked. “Why not just tell us then?”

 “Like I said,” Michael informed him, “weird.”

 “Yeah,” Jane said. “It all makes sense if you don't think about it too much.”

 +++

 On the side of building next to a gravel parking lot soft with moss, there was an entrance beside an old set of metal rolling doors on the loading dock. The door was secured with logging chain and a massive black iron padlock.

 The key Aldwyn had left them worked perfectly. Carefully, they removed the lock from the thick links without rattling the chains and set it down without making a sound. Adrenaline made the hair along their arms stand up like the fur on a cat.

 “So far so good,” Mickey whispered.

 Quiet as shadows, the band slipped into the building. After a moment a much larger shadow emerged from the night. Without hesitation, Aldwyn appeared and crossed over to where the band had entered the building.

 Stooping down the druid snatched up the padlock. Working casually, almost dismissively, he reattached the padlock through the links of the logging chain and snapped it closed. Taking up his staff, he retreated into the shadows.

 +++

 Brighton Hauk sat tied to a chair.

 The equipment and machinery had been stripped out of the old mill decades ago, leaving only a shell rotting in the damp next to the river. The interior was as all high ceiling and gloom obscured walls. Piles of old lumber cut into various board sizes lay all around. It stank of damp and rot and pulpy wood. Saw dust was scattered on the floor like snow drifts. Behind them ran a row of sliding doors facing the river. Next to them, in the corner, were four red twenty-gallon Jerry cans filled with boat fuel.

 Hauk' chair stood in the middle of four strong lanterns, covering him in light so bright he squinted against it. Four Key Masons stood on the outside of the light. If they were there for security they were imperfect, all their attention was turned inward toward the prisoner, not outward. Among them, the only one without a mask was Captain Sinclair. Strangely, the pilot held Hauk' signet ring and studied it closely, oblivious to everything around him.

 Perhaps they simply felt safe. They had a man with a submachine gun in the woods and two burly hooligans with cricket bats on the road. Maybe they were so used to things not going wrong they didn't think they could. Whatever the reason, the hooded figures stood with arms crossed over chests as they watched the bound Hauk, completely relaxed.

 It wasn't the figures that had frozen the band into place, however. Crouched by the loading doors, behind a pile of four-by-six boards nearly as old as they were, the band mates were gob smacked by what they saw.

 Aldwyn stood in the square of light, standing tall over the seated Hauk. The druid no longer wore his robe. Using enough cloth to make a circus tent, he was dressed head to toe in black. The only thing the same, besides his face, was the gnarled white oak staff in his massive hands.

 “What’s going on?” Elroy whispered.

 “Tell me!” Aldwyn yelled at Hauk. “What does it signify?”

 “I told you,” Hauk replied, voice even, “I don't know what you're talking about.”

 “This doesn't make any sense,” Jane hissed.

 “When has anything that's gone on tonight made any sense?” Surge asked.

 She glared at the lead guitarist then lifted her shoulders in resignation and nodded. “I know, right?”

 “What do we do?” Michael asked.

 “We take a page out of the druid's book and create a distraction,” Mickey told him. “I fire the flare gun and we rush 'em. Jane unties Hauk, we get on our plane and Ray takes off.”

 “It going to be that simple, you think?” Surge asked him.

 Mickey shook his head. “No, something’s going to go wrong. But what else are we going to do? Distract-and-attack is about all we’ve got.”

 From out of the shadows of the mill a large pipe wrench, red with rust, came twirling. The band, reacting as one, felt time slow. They flinched as the heavy die cast tool flew in, almost hypnotized by each revolution as it dropped.

 They scattered out from behind the lumber pile to avoid being knocked unconscious. The metal implement, heavy as a radio, crashed into the boards with a deafening racket and clattered to a stop.

 The Masons spun. The group, sprawled out across the filthy floor, looked up at them.

 “Hello, boys,” Jane said.

 “Get them!” Aldwyn snarled.

 +++

 The four Masons sprang toward the band as they tried to get to their feet. Sinclair didn't hesitate as he charged forward, his face an ugly mask of anger, splotchy red and twisted up like a dish towel. He wore Hauk' signet ring like a pair of brass knuckles.

 Operating on pure instinct, Mickey unfolded into action. He yanked the flare gun free of his waist band, pointed it at the ceiling and pulled the trigger. The magnesium pyrotechnic exploded out of the muzzle like a miniature sunburst.

 Burning at nearly three thousand degrees, it arched upwards. It struck the ceiling and bounced off, ricocheting through the cluster of men as the band finished jumping to their feet.

 “No!” Hauk shouted. “Run!”

 “Attack 'em, you gits!” Aldwyn shouted.

 Only this time it was the real Aldwyn. The druid, still dressed in his robes, emerged from behind the kidnappers and charged toward his doppelganger of a brother.

 “Bastard!” the twin yelled at him. He barely got his staff up in time to block Aldwyn's blow. One of the lanterns went spinning as he lurched backward under the strike. It rolled against the wall and shattered. Yellow flame began slowly licking at the loose scattered sawdust thick on the floor.

 “There are two of them!” Michael yelled.

 “For double the vision mine eyes do see!” Peter shouted, quoting Thomas Butts, who was neither Scottish nor the author of spooky fiction.

 “We've been snookered,” Mickey said.

 “Yeah,” Jane agreed. “We're the distraction.”

 “Just fight!” Surge shouted.

 The twins spun and countered around the still bound Hauk. Their staffs clacked hard against each other as they twisted and struck. Glowing hot as a furnace the flare rolled to a stop in a pile of damp sawdust and promptly set its own parachute on fire. Flames licked at the damp fuel around the red hot coal, hungry to get started.

 The four Masons charged. Jane squawked in protest and leapt back. Immediately Mickey and then Surge stepped in front of her like line backers blocking for a wide receiver. They brought their stolen clubs up, knuckles white.

 The wrench flew past their shoulders and struck Sinclair in the forehead. The man went down, his head bounced once off the floor like a rubber ball.

 “Yeah!” Jane shouted, celebrating her aim.

 Club strike blocked club strike. Michael threw back his arm to smack one of the Masons and his club clipped Peter along the chin. The bass player's glasses went flying and he was knocked onto his butt hard enough to click his teeth together.

 “Sorry,” Michael shouted, forced to duck under one of the man's wild swings.

 Beyond them Hauk had thrown himself to the ground and was trying to work himself free. Just a few feet away the bizarre sight of the giant twins battled back and forth, the clack and rattle of their spinning staffs sounding like Mickey holding down the tempo on his drums.

 The band leader dodged a wild swing and threw out a jab. His fist struck dead center of the hood once again. Instead of the feel of a breaking nose however, it felt like punching an orange. The man howled in agony and staggered backward.

 Hysterical, the Mason yanked his hood clear. “That's twice!” he yelled. His nose lay across his face , blood splattered like color on the canvas of a Jackson Pollock painting. Eyes blazing in anger he glared up at the drummer.

 He was just in time to see a big, raw boned fist coming in like a jet fighter. Mickey hooked his blow in hard. The punch tossed the man's head back and sent blood flying. He crumpled, out before he struck the floor.

 “Three times,” he told the unconscious Scotsman.

 He looked around and saw Davey on the floor behind Michael as the rhythm guitarist struggled against a hooded figure. Surge and Jane crouched out of the way behind Hauk, working furiously to loosen his bonds. Behind them the lantern fire began spreading.

 Nearing the huddled group, Aldwyn's twin stepped away from the fray with his brother and swung his staff wide. Jane ducked and the long, hard piece of oak sailed over her head. It smacked into Surge just as he untied the knot binding Hauk' hands and sent the lead guitarist over in a heap.

 “Surge!” Jane shouted.

 Aldwyn renewed his attack even more ferociously. Inch by stubborn inch, he began beating his brother back out of the circle of light. Behind them an entire wall of the mill ran yellow with flame and smoke started filling the room.

 Bluffing, Mickey sprang forward and pointed the Very pistol at Michael's opponent. The man froze in mid swing and threw his hands up.

 “Don't shoot!” the man cried, accent heavy Scotch. “They told me no guns!”

 Mickey flicked the muzzle of the flare gun toward the back of the mill floor where it opened up on the river.

 “Swim or get the best suntan of your pasty life,” he growled, doing his best Brighton Hauk imitation.

 “Cack,” the man swore in Scottish.

 “I thought you were out of--” Michael began, looking confused.

 “Swim!” Mickey repeated, quickly interrupting his friend. He thumbed back the hammer on the flare pistol for emphasis. He hoped the man didn't call his bluff.

 The Mason looked at the huge barrel of the flare gun and coughed on smoke pouring in now as the fires on both sides of them got going good. He made his decision.

 “Aye, don't shoot!”

 He turned and started jogging fast toward the river side. He looped wide to stay clear of Hauk as the man stood, finally free from his bonds, and the battling twins. Grasping some hanging chain the Mason hauled down and yanked open a rolling metal door.

 Oxygen rushed in and fed the fires which began burning across the ceiling to meet up with each other. The cooler air swirled as it rushed in and met the fire heated oxygen trapped in the building. The effect forced the billowing smoke down out of the rafters and toward the floor in a firestorm.

 Mickey wouldn't have thought the damp structure could burn so fast but it already felt so warm he realized he was sweating. His chest felt tight from smoke irritation.

 The Mason looked back, just beyond him the river rolled by looking cold and black as ink. The drummer lifted the flare gun in response. The man jumped. Satisfied, he turned back toward Michael, intending to help get Davey back on his feet.

 “Look out!” Michael shouted.

 Like whirling dervishes the two brothers emerged from a particularly thick pocket of smoke , staffs striking. Aldwyn fought a defensive battle now, eyes red from the smoke. His brother pressed his advantage as Michael shouted his warning.

 It was too late.

 Aldwyn backed into Mickey. Both men stumbled but managed to keep their feet. It was enough for the twin. Snaking forward, he slammed the end of his staff into his brother's forehead. Aldwyn's eyes crossed and it was his turn to drop.

 Without stopping, the Scottish giant leapt forward and speared Mickey in the side of his skull. The room swam under the impact and the drummer staggered. A second blow scythed his legs out from under him and he hit the floor hard.

 Eyes wild with victory, the demented Mason stalked toward Michael. The guitar player stood his ground, refusing to leave his friends helpless. He wasn't sure what he could do against six feet of white oak however.

 “Oh, shit,” he said. “This is going to hurt a lot.”

 Smirking, the giant lifted his staff up in both his hands and reared back. Michael looked for a place to jump. Overhead flames ate more of the roof. The big man's sleeves pulled back and Michael was completely unsurprised to see the now familiar key tattoo on the man's wrist.

 Brighton Hauk appeared behind him. The band manager swung his chair like Mickey Mantle digging in for a home run. The chair crashed into the man’s back and exploded into splinters.

 Under the impact, he stiffened and his staff fell from loose fingers. Left holding only two chair legs, Hauk unflinchingly went to work with them on the unsteady man's unprotected head. Two blows and Aldwyn's brother fell .

 “Damn, he's tough,” Hauk said.

 “Let's go!” Jane said. She held a still woozy Surge slumped onto her shoulder. “It's all coming down.”

 “Right,” Michael replied, yelling over the burning wood. He bent down and began trying to pull Peter to his feet. Unsteady, the bassist tried to stand.

 “Boat fuel,” he coughed out. “Those cans are going to go and they're under pressure.”

 “We're under pressure,” Jane told him. “And we need to go.”

 “Help me with Davey, Hauk,” Michael said.

 “Hold on,” the older man told him, already in motion.

 “Hold on!” Jane coughed, incredulous.

 The manager moved quickly, bending over the imposter pilot and stripping his signet ring off the man's finger. “Let's go!” He yelled.

 “That's what I've been saying,” Michael shouted. Peter, still dazed leaned against him.

 “Not so fast.”

 Aldwyn stood between them and the way out. His staff held up in a neutral guard position.

 “Out of our way, Aldwyn,” Hauk snapped. “We haven't got time for this.”

 Neither Michael nor Jane were surprised to learn the manager knew a seven-foot-tall druid. They felt beyond the sensation of surprise anymore.

 “I locked the door you came in through, lass” Aldwyn told the redhead. “You'll need to go out the front. It'll take longer.”

 “Then let’s us go!” she shouted up at him.

 Davey steadied himself and tried to stand on his own. It was very nearly an exercise in futility. He swayed then steeled his resolve and stood. “Help, Mickey,” he said, breathless.

 “I'm sorry, girl, aye and I am,” Aldwyn said, eyes never leaving Hauk. “But the price is that ring.”

 Michael, desperate to help his friend stepped forward, hands up. Aldwyn watched him, staff at the ready.

 “Get out of our way,” he demanded.

 Aldwyn shook his head. Michael stepped forward. The druid towered over him. Behind them another of the lanterns spilled open in a blaze of kerosene. Instinctively the group flinched away from the explosion.

 “That's nothing compared to what'll happen if those Jerry cans go up,” Aldwyn said.

 “You'd let us all burn over some stupid ring!” Jane shouted at him.

 “I've fought my own brother for twenty years - you think I do this lightly?”

 “You asked for it,” Michael told him. He looked up and swallowed.

 “Stop it,” Hauk told them. Everyone looked at the band manager. His resolve seemed perfect. “I can't let these kids get hurt. Not over our stupid games, Aldwyn. Besides,” he added, his voice became tired, “this ring belongs to another life. One I don't live anymore.”

 In one motion he took the ring of his finger and handed it to the massive druid.

 “There,” he said. “It's done.”

 The Celtic priest's face shone with avarice in the harsh light of the burning building. Jane coughed. Michael helped his friends to their feet. Just as quickly as it appeared, the enchantment vanished from the druid's face.

 “Go,” he said.

 “What about the Masons?” Jane coughed out. “We can't just let them burn.”

 “Burn—aye. That's where I'll be going with 'em.”

 Hauk caught the big man's eye. “You'll save them?”

 “Aye, I still have to live here don't I?”

 “Let's go!” Mickey gasped, finally awake again. “While we still have time.”

 “Go!” Hauk ordered.

 Instantly, the band moved forward, sweat poured down their faces in rivers and soot covered their exposed skins in war paint stripes of charcoal gray. Lungs wracked by smoke and heated air spasmed painfully as they made their way toward safety.

 Behind them the druid, Brighton Hauk' ring firmly in his possession, disappeared into the wall of smoke. Hauk came last, ushering the younger members of the band forward like some strange cross between den mother and drill sergeant.

 A dark rectangle opened before them, the rectangle serving like an inverse lighthouse to guide them out of the inferno. Jane and Surge made the door and disappeared outside.

 Behind them the fire cooked the Jerry cans until the gas inside heated to the point of ignition. The explosion of the three fuel containers went off like a daisy chain of landmines. Concussive air swept through the structure and punched Hauk in the back like a fist.

 He stumbled forward and a ball of fire ripped through the rickety old structure. Ceiling beams cracked like ice and crumpled inward. Like breath from a dragon, flames rushed through the building and straight toward the open door.

 “Down!” Hauk screamed.

 He surged forward and caught Mickey and Michael with outspread arms. His momentum carried them out through the door and onto the damp, soggy ground. They landed in a pile as heat and fire burst free and rolled into the air above them.

 “Go! Go!” He cried.

 The two musicians made it to their hands and knees and from his belly he shoved them forward as the bottom of the flame cloud dropped out of it. Hauk’ pants burst into flame. Stubbornly, he used his elbows to dig into the ground and drug himself forward. Pain seared his flesh and he gasped.

 Strong hands snatched him up under his armpits and pulled him to safety. The band swirled around him, slapping at the fire eating away at his trouser legs. After a moment the flames were extinguished. Behind them the building continued collapsing, pushing waves of heat and kites of flame out into the Scottish night.

 “Go!' Hauk gritted. He staggered to his feet. Concerned hands tried to help him but he pushed them away. “Go on,” he repeated. “Who knows what else is in that building. And if there are reinforcements close this will only draw them faster.”

 The sentries were gone as the band spilled onto the industrial length landing strip and headed toward their idling plane. Light spilled from the cockpit of the aircraft and the noise of its engines was a rumble that vibrated down through the pavement and up through the soles of their feet.

 Fear lent them speed and they covered ground quickly. Behind them the burning mill lit up the night like a Roman candle. Ray Evans met them at the door and tossed a nylon rope down the slide.

 Mickey scrambled up first then helped haul the rest of the group inside the front cabin. “Quickly,” Evans ordered. “Get in and buckle up.” He popped the attachment on the emergency slid e and let it fall to the ground like a forgotten rain slicker. “Hurry!”

 They didn't need to be told twice.

 The big jet turbines howled as the pilot ramped the RPMs up into the red. There was a jerk and the DC-8 lurched forward. Cabin lights flickered as the plane systems tried to compensate for the wild surge of power. The plane shot forward like a drag racer running the quarter mile.

 G-forces shoved them back into their seats, pressing their heads up against the rests. Jane felt as if a 300lb roadie had settled onto her chest and her fingers dug into the seat arm. Mickey’s strong hand found hers and she squeezed.

 The plane lifted up. The entire frame shuddered as it lumbered into flight then gradually, like the surf running back out to sea, the cabin began to pressurize and the claustrophobic feeling of suffocation eased.

 “We made it!” Michael whooped.

 “Far between sundown's finish and midnight's broken toll; We ducked inside the doorways, thunder went crashing; As majestic bells of bolts struck shadows in the sounds; Seeming to be chimes of freedom flashing!” Peter sang out, voice harsh, quoting Bob Dylan's “Chimes of Freedom.”

 Jane giggled wildly and threw her arms around Mickey’s neck. Surge and Michael slapped each other’s back. Hauk, smile on his face, leaned back and relaxed into his seat. Instinctively his thumb went to his ring finger, but he found the ornament he had worn for so long gone. It would, he realized, take some getting used to.

 After a moment the jubilation quieted and Hauk found himself the center of everyone's gaze. He sighed.

 “I'm glad you’re okay,” he said, his voice sincere. “And...thank you.”

 “You're welcome,” Mickey said.

 “Spill it, Hauk,” Jane said. “That was a fun layover and all, but it got a little heavy there and I, for one, would dig knowing just what in the heck it was all about.”

 “Ya, let’s hear it,” Michael said. “Spill, man, spill.”

 “Hijacked planes, hooded Masons, seven foot druids! That was like, one crazy scene, man,” Surge said.

 Hauk looked away, frowning.

 “Come on, Hauk,” Elroy said, voice soft. “You need to tell us. Surge's right; that was crazy.”

 Hauk held up his hand. “Okay.” He paused, shook his head. “You're not going to like this because it will give you more questions than answers. But it will go a little way toward putting what just happened into some sort of,” he gestured indecisively, “perspective, I guess.”

 “Perspective's good,” Jane said.

 “Fine,” he admitted. He breathed in then went on, voice low. “After the war we discovered something called 'ODESSA.'”

 Davey looked at Mickey. “We?” he mouthed.

 Mickey shushed him . Hauk continued.

 “ODESSA is a German acronym,” he explained. “Loosely translated it means Organization of former SS members.”

 “Nazis!” Surge said, stunned. “You mean those guys in the hoods were--”

 “Something else,” Hauk waved him off. “The details aren't important, not now. But in Palestine I tracked down a former Wehrmacht intelligence officer who had served with the Ahernenerbe, the Nazi archeology unit. There was a car crash and I ended up with the signet ring you've seen me with.”

 “Why did you keep a Nazi ring?” Jane demanded. “That's like keeping Jack the Ripper's overcoat!”

 “I know,” he admitted. “But it wasn't really his ring. It was much, much older. Some believe it belonged to King Solomon.”

 “What!” the band yelled in unison.

 “King who?” Michael asked.

 “Solomon,” Hauk repeated. “A figure from antiquity. It's not important now. But I had a British liaison working with myself and my partner at the time.”

 “Aldwyn,” Elroy said, connecting the dots.

 “Yes,” Hauk admitted, “Aldwyn. I didn't know about his, ah, peculiar background at the time. But he wanted that ring.”

 “Why didn't you give it to him then?” Jane asked. “What was so important about it?”

 “Nothing,” Hauk said. “Or nothing I thought at the time. I only kept it because my partner, a former member of the French resistance , name d Michelle, died in that same car wreck.” He looked at them and smiled sadly. “I didn't take it well,” he said. “I held on to it and Aldwyn didn't push the subject. He did warn me that there were people looking for it, and that these people were everywhere, in all walks of life and levels of society. They would know the ring for what it was and they'd want it and stop at nothing to get it.”

 “The 'Key' Masons?” Surge asked. Hauk nodded.

 “This isn't the first time the Key Masons tried to take it,” he told them. “I've fought them off before, escaped shadows and tails. I’ve been followed, ambushed, my home burglarized on more than one occasion.”

 “If you fought so hard to keep it,” Mickey asked. “Why did you give it up?”

 Hauk smiled, eyes weary. “Because Michelle, God rest her soul, is dead and you, my dear band members, are very much alive. In that context some old ring means very little to me. Besides, I didn't give it to them, I gave it to Aldwyn and no matter what he does with it, he'll never forget Michelle either.”

 “You both were in love with her,” Jane said softly. Her eyes were moist.

 “You're a little too insightful for your own good,” Hauk told her, looking away. “But time doesn't stop and we'll be in Edinburgh soon.”

 “Yeah, Surge said. “Without roadies.”

 “See,” Hauk told him, “a manager's work is never done.”

 Not just a manager’s, Jane thought. Dawson and the Bureau of Intelligence and Research are going to want to get in on this action. God only knows where that will lead!

 She eased back and took the joint from Mickey. She inhaled and closed her eyes, feeling the ache in her pussy.

 This is how you earn your living, she thought. This is how you earn your pay.

 End
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 Devonshire, Alabama 2315 hrs.

 I’m a cop. I’m going to tell you the truth about what happened.

 I’m going to talk about the night I met him, but not all of it makes me look good, or very professional. I can admit that, and some of what happened that night could get me fired, cost me my badge, which is the only thing I’ve wanted since I was 14 years old and my mother, an Atlanta Homicide Detective, ran down a serial killer in a dark alley and didn’t come out.

 But here’s the thing. They’re out there. Really out there, and they didn’t tell us about that in the academy, they haven’t written laws to address it, and sure as hell, when I saw a shifter for the first time, it turned my whole world upside down, in more ways than one.

 So if things got a little…crazy, try not to judge me too harshly, okay? Alabama nights get hot.

 I pulled the prowl car into the driveway. Under a Hunter’s Moon the misery lights spun red light bars off the trees, making crazy shadows out of the Alabama pines. It was less of a driveway and more like a quarter mile of unimproved road leading to a surprisingly upscale cabin in the woods.

 “Dispatch, 10-23,” I said, telling them I’d arrived on scene. It was a 10-42 call, simple welfare check. Or it was supposed to be.

 “Copy, that,” Dispatch replied. There was a moment of silence and then the dispatcher, Jan, who’s known me since middle school, added a bit of unorthodox advice. Not normal radio procedure at all. “Stay safe,” she warned. “You’re on the township of Devonshire and 10-96s are,” she searched for a world, clearly flustered. “Not uncommon,” she finished lamely.

 10-96. Radio code for “Mental Subject.”

 This wasn’t exactly true, for the record. But I knew what she meant: weird shit. Devonshire had a reputation all its own among the Alabama State Patrol. Jan knew this as well as most, she took the calls and sent the troopers.

 “Copy that, dispatch,” I said. Maybe the gratitude in my voice was a little unconventional as well.

 You should wait for backup, I thought. It’s the smart thing to do.

 I put the car in park and scanned my surroundings as I got out. The property was really more of a grand hunting lodge. Very big, very nice. It looked like what I imagined a Viking longhouse would be. Like something out of Beowulf (yes, you have to take English to get a degree in Criminal Justice, thank you very much) only with huge plate glass windows and a gorgeous wrap around porch with hand carved furniture.

 Ok, I’ll admit it, I have a thing for cabins and I love the mountains. Love nature.

 But as I got out of the patrol car nature didn’t seem to love me back. I was alone, isolated from the secondary county road that led off the state highway. I stood in an old stand of Alabama pine thick with shadows, and that strange sense of never being sure you’re alone that always creeps over you in a forest at night was making my skin crawl.

 The woods are lovely, dark and deep, Robert Frost wrote. But I have promises to keep and miles to go before I sleep.

 The woods were dark. The woods were deep. But, at the moment anyway, the woods were not so lovely. I put my hand on the Glock 43 riding my hip and shut the car door. I pulled my flashlight out of the holder on my belt to have it ready.

 I kept the high beams on, bathing the cabin in brilliant, halogen light.

 Some sense of dread filled me as I took in the silent cabin and I turned to scan the bushes along the dirt drive.

 Adrenaline flooded my body in a startle reflex. Luminescent yellow eyes glowed out from the dark. I stepped back, a little gasp coming out of mouth. It wasn’t fear, it was the body blowing off carbon monoxide and drawing in fresh oxygen to fuel my body for a flight or fight situation.

 Okay, it was maybe a little fear.

 The night was hot, muggy this far into Autumn, and I was instantly covered in perspiration. Unlike some delicate Southern Belles, I do in fact sweat, but I’d lived my whole life in the south and I knew the sweating hadn’t really started yet.

 I stared into those baleful yellow eyes, frozen. They were terrifying, but a small part of me, way back in my brain behind the screaming danger warnings, thought they were also beautiful. I don’t know how long the moment lasted. It seemed to stretch out forever and I started thinking I could perceive something about the eyes.

 They belonged to something big. Maybe black bear big. Maybe Florida panther big. And they regarded me with a feral intelligence that seemed as curious about me as I about them. Slowly, I let my Glock slip back into the nylon holster at my hip.

 My heartbeat slowed in my chest. Some deep instinct flared my nostrils and I inhaled. I smelled animal. Not animal stink the way people claimed they did when they smelled the Skunk Ape, the Alabama version of Bigfoot, or bears. It smelled musky, wild and mesmerized, I hunted in my head for the word I wanted. I settled on male.

 The thing in the woods pinning me in place with its gaze was male, an Alpha, my subconscious realized intuitively, even if I didn’t know exactly what that meant in this situation. And deep down, down in the Reptilian part of my brain, something female in me was responding. If I’m being honest, it wasn’t just in my brain.

 Down between my legs something stirred, part vagina, part womb, but all instinctual. I began to heat up and felt dampness, and a sudden empty, longing pang. I had images of wild, rough sex, too quick and fierce for anything but the main act, bodies clashing together, thrashing as I was filled…

 The thing in the worlds snarled and I was jerked out of my unwilling fantasy. What the hell? What the hell!

 Lights appeared down the drive, high beams and flashing red-and-blues off the beacons on the roof. It was accompanied by the guttural growl of the Hemi engine. Backup had arrived. I blinked.

 The eyes were gone.

 My body instantly relaxed and I sagged back against the car. Then I stood up and squared my shoulders. Back up was here. Someone in that cabin had called for help.

 Who’s going 10-96 now? I thought.

 Sherriff Deputy Gilbert Max got out of his car.

 He didn’t look pleased to see me as his back up. I’m a woman. I outrank him. I’m immune to his charms. I don’t sleep with cops though, more and more, they’re really the only people I relate to.

 I recalled the flash of sexual images in my mind, still felt the residual wetness in my panties. Horrified at myself, I shoved the thoughts away.

 “What do we have here, Bobbi?”

 I bristled, frowning at him. Only my friends call me Bobbi. Gil Max was not my friend. He smirked, silently daring me to protest about something as trivial as which name he used right before we went to check out a call for assistance. When he smirked he was a handsome sonofabitch.

 I should clarify. I don’t date cops anymore, and I’m immune to his charms now.

 I was young. Mistakes were made.

 Jokes aside, our affair was a painful lesson, both personally and professionally. That’s how life works right? You’re young, you get knocked around, you learn lessons, build up scar tissue. It called maturity.

 I retreated into cold professionalism.

 “You got the same dispatch I did, Gilbert.”

 He scowled, he hated his full name. To be fair, he didn’t look like a Gilbert. He looked like an Alabama State tight end, which he had been—but I always give as good as I got, most of the time better.

 I suppose you can’t take that more than one way. I won’t try and stop you.

 He nodded, retreating into professionalism. Some lessons are universal. “Nine-one-one call, open line, no voice. No other info.”

 Well, I thought, there is this really big animal in the woods who can put you into heat—why the hell had I put it like that? “In heat”? Whiskey Tango Foxtrot, Bobbi...

 I put my hand on my Glock, pointed my chin to the cabin. “Let’s knock.”

 “Aye, aye,” Gil said. His hand rested on his Glock as well.

 We spread out slightly without being told. If dispatch reported screams or someone begging for help, out weapons would have been out, no second guessing. If this had been a bad neighborhood in Atlanta, most likely the same. But for now this was just a well check in a quiet corner of the Devonshire unincorporated area.

 But the house was dark. Utterly dark. The only sound was the background symphony of cicadas agitated by the Autumn heat wave. Truth? I was sweating now and the back of my shirt stuck to the small of my back.

 “What’s a detective doing rolling on a welfare check?” he wasn’t taunting me now. It was a legitimate question, and if I weren’t here this would be his scene, his call to make on tactics. He didn’t like being outranked. It wasn’t just about me and our last disastrous weekend in Saratoga, he didn’t like anyone outranking him, at anything.

 It was probably a side effect of always getting everything you want by being gorgeous and charming. Outside of the Atlanta business district, metrosexual wasn’t quite the universal draw it was in other more urban places. Despite this, Gil did alright with the ladies.

 We came to the porch. I lowered my voice to match his. “I was cruising back from Devonshire, getting some evidence for the rash of animal attacks. I literally just happened to be driving by.”

 He made a typical cop face at the mention of Devonshire, then said, “so it wasn’t just to see me?”

 “Alabama State Police!” I hollered. I can be loud when I want to.

 I ran track and less successfully swam at Alabama Tech. I have a pretty good set of lungs under my Kevlar vest and what Gil once referred to, with typical tequila-induced charm, as “surprisingly big skin pillows.” Did I mention I was young when we hooked up?

 The house bounced my voice back to me in an indifferent echo. The woods consumed the sound and the cicadas fell silent. There was no answer from the house.

 Behind me Gil drew his Glock, keeping the muzzle down. I looked at him. He nodded up the porch. “The doors open.”

 That meant we could enter without a warrant. The call alone was enough, but an open door is an open invitation. I pulled my pistol clear. I hoped Gil didn’t notice I’d just had my nails done. Sure it was clear polish, very professional, but still, it suddenly seemed a sort of girlie thing when drawing on a possible perp.

 My nostrils flared.

 I smelled musk. Gil wore Calvin Klein for men, not too much when on duty, but I knew the smell of it intimately. This musk was something else. Something like I’d smelled down by my cruiser…but different. This odor rankled me, made my hair bristle, a much different experience than the other smell...

 …scent...

 …than the other scent gave me. But it was familiar in a way. I couldn’t put my finger on how, exactly, but it was important. It made me feel the unease of an Ice Age female crouched around the fire, eyes looking beyond the mouth of the cave she huddled in. Staring in apprehension toward the night where something mean and hungry and aroused stalked.

 This weren’t random horny thoughts. This wasn’t a distraction. This was important. It was a clue. It was a warning. I put my hand on Gil’s arm.

 “Humor me,” I said. “This is coming out of left field, but I’m not joking.”

 His eyes, watching the house, cut to me. I felt him search my face, recognizing the intense undercurrents in my voice. He nodded once, sharply, then turned his attention back to the door.

 “What?” he asked.

 “I can’t remember from biology,” I said, aware of how odd this would sound. “Not right now, anyway. What’s it called when animals put out a sm—a scent when they’re ready to mate?”

 “Like when females go into rut?”

 Gil was a hunter. It was a prerequisite activity locally. He hunted deer and birds, but he’d used dogs to chase bears too. While bow hunting he’d used lures to get his shot. I’d seen the trophy heads on his cabin wall.

 I nodded. “Yeah, like that,” I said. The hair on my forearms lifted up.

 “Pheromones,” he answered. “Animals can smell sex, or mating, pheromones on another animal that’s ready to mate.”

 “Just the females?”

 He shook his head. “No, for instance, Alpha male wolves can put females in the pack into ovulation sometimes. Like, right after he’s killed or driven off the other Alpha in the pack and taken control from him. He then mates with all the females to establish his legacy and eradicate the former pack leader’s.”

 “You’re like the damn Animal Planet Channel,” I said, impressed despite myself.

 He looked at me to see if I was flipping him crap. I wasn’t. This was important, I just didn’t know how yet.

 Gil was no dummy. And maybe in his 40’s or so he’d mature enough to make someone, not me, a good husband. “You think this has to do with the animal attacks out of Devonshire?”

 “I don’t know,” I told him truthfully. “But I think we should get inside.”

 Chauvinist ass that he was, Gil went through the door first. Not to be out done, ever, even for a moment, I followed in right on his ass. His tight, muscular ass.

 Don’t ask me why, when entering a potentially lethal situation I noticed Deputy Sheriff Gil Max’s ass. Truth was? I was getting damp again.

 Hey. I told you this night got weird. I told you I didn’t exact in an entirely professional way. And, if I’m being honest, it was only the beginning.

 In the military and law enforcement they call doors ‘vertical coffins.’ It’s the most dangerous point of entry. You’re silhouetted like a bull’s eye in the center of a target. Anyone waiting for you is going to have a perfect moment to put bullets into your body.

 If you’re lucky, the rounds strike your Kevlar and you can return fire. If you’re unlucky, like my mother in that Atlanta alley, then the shots get you in the head, in the face. Then your funeral is closed casket with just your academy picture sitting on top to let your family and friends know who’s laying in the $20,000 box.

 Gil went in, hugging the wall and cutting right. I followed him, crossing the X of his path and entered at a second angle, taking the left wall. We weren’t part of a SWAT entry team, we didn’t have a crew of operators with shotguns and M4’s backing us up. Instead, we tracked several vectors with our muzzles, eyes searching for movement.

 Unspoken between us, we clicked on our Mag-lites, crossing our wrists to synchronize light beam with our barrel movement. We rested for a moment in sturdy Weaver stances.

 Information had come back from the seemingly unending Global War on Terror. Soldiers were dying because when turning sideways, a tactic designed to slim their profile and make them smaller targets, they exposed the sides of them least protected by body armor.

 Now, when you faced a bad guy, you faced him head on, where the Kevlar was the heaviest and your ceramic insert could take the rounds.

 I snapped my arms back and forth, caught flashes of impressions. A big room, large open space with dark wood and leather furniture. A wide staircase on a far wall leading upstairs, opposite a rock masonry chimney.

 On one wall hung a mammoth 12 point (by Eastern Count) buck. Impressive. On another hung what I took to be a Thomas Kinkaid painting of a house in the woods. Even seeing it for only a flash I realized it was big enough to run more than ten grand.

 Cold adrenaline splashed my stomach in greasy shots. I forced my breathing to slow, but I was still panting in the heat like I’d run a race. Something was wrong, really wrong, and I was galvanized with fear. I swept my muzzle/flashlight combo around, checking corners, hunting doorways.

 I was confused. The musk smell inundated the living room. It was a miasma of animal scent and reeked with what I now understood were pheromones. Despite myself I cast a look at Gil. If I’m being honest, truth was, when I could get him to slow down and not focus only on himself, he hadn’t been that bad in bed. Sometimes he was positively inspired.

 Snap out of it, Bobbi, I snarled to myself.

 I didn’t feel self-conscious or embarrassed about my thoughts anymore. Far from it, I was furious, like a Sorority Girl who realizes she’s been ruffied. I bit my lip hard enough to draw blood, forcing my concentration away from the fire in my loins.

 Fire in my loins?

 Sounded a little Selena Kitt (though just between us, I may have read more than one of her books. But only on planes, on my iPhone.) But, yeah, silly or not, I was thinking of my holiest of holies, as Gil put it, as loins. Like animal parts.

 ‘Can drive females into rut’ Gil had said.

 Right then I understood exactly how a female wolf felt when she watched a rival tear her Alpha’s throat out and her body suddenly flushed with a tsunami of hormonal urges to mate.

 “Bobbi,” Gil said.

 His voice was thick, throat tight. He felt it too. I knew he was hard, ready to go. I knew, like me, he was confused and fighting the impulses, but as if from telepathy I knew the urge to bend me on all fours and take from behind was distracting him to nearly unbearable levels.

 My nipples grew hard against my Under Armour Mid Sports Bra, just tight and sensitive and burning with a need to be stroked or to feel a hot, wet tongue sliding across them…

 I inhaled, fighting for a deep breath to help calm me. And I smelled it. Unmistakable. The Iron-rich, coppery tang of blood, the underlying smell of freshly slaughtered meat. In darkness there is danger. I swept the light around.

 “Bobbi,” Gil repeated.

 He was losing it, turning toward me with hungry eyes. I didn’t blame him, I understood how he felt, I felt it too, but we were in dire peril, I knew it in my gut. Hell, I knew it in my loins.

 “10-54,” I whispered, voice hoarse. Possible dead body.

 I heard Gil swallow. Hard. His muzzle swept to the opposite of the room from mine. He was back on point. He was still a cop. He swept his light and I saw it.

 There across from the fireplace a spreading black pool of blood and a limp, pale feminine arm, emerged out from behind a couch of Corinthian leather and black walnut. It was a lot of blood. Instinctively I swept my light over, muzzle tracking where my eyes were. More blood.

 Blood splattered the walls. Blood formed ponds, spreading beneath the couch and out into the room. I saw something and stopped, stunned. I held my light still for a moment. There were tracks in blood, and footprints leading across the room.

 “What is that?” I asked Gil.

 “What?” he answered.

 “What kind of tracks are those?” I asked.

 You didn’t learn animal tracking at the state academy. My dad was a Professor of Mythology and Medieval Literature. A brilliant scholar in his own, quiet way. He was a transplant from the West Coast, Portland Oregon. After my mom’s death he embraced the solitude of fishing with a passion, but he never took up hunting.

 “Fuck me,” Gil said, stepping closer. “Goddamn Devonshire—“

 “Gil!” I snapped, bringing him back into the moment. “What kind of tracks are those?”

 “I don’t know,” he said. “I’ve never seen anything like them. They’re not black bear, though they sort of are. Maybe. They’re too big for Red Wolf.”

 “Great.” I said. “Call in for back—“

 The shape came out of nowhere.

 I caught a flash of fur and sinew and flashing fangs. I heard a bestial snarl and tried to shout a warning but I was slow by a country mile. The reek of the creature rolled into me, raising instantaneous blood lust in my heart.

 It was the scent from before, not the one down by the car, but the one at the door. The one that reached down into the dark hidden places in my heart and made me want to kill.

 My lips came back away from my teeth as I returned the snarl and I started forward, weapon forgotten as I intended to close and attack the thing’s throat with my claws and fangs. Gil’s light went tumbling as his hands flew wide under the impact.

 He had time to cry out in surprise, then he went down like a sack of loose meat, weapon falling to the hardwood floor with a clatter. I sprang forward and the shape, large for an animal, but lean, leapt off him, hit a door under the staircase, and disappeared through it.

 Weapon up, I rushed to Gil’s side. His face was a bloody mess but I felt a pulse. It was sluggish, but regular. Thank God, I thought, but even that sentiment was a struggle.

 I was enraged, furious to the point of lunacy, inebriated and impaired by that reeking, pheromone dripping scent.

 I was someone else. Only I wasn’t. I was me, but the ugly part you don’t show anyone.

 Pistol up, I yanked my handset clear of my belt. “Dispatch!” I yelled into it.

 Jen’s voice came back, worried, but calm, utterly professional. Good for her, she wasn’t close to monster who’d done this. “Go for dispatch.”

 I wasn’t standing on formality. “Jen, it’s Bobbi, send units to my 20, I’ve got an officer down. I repeat, officer down!”

 “Bobbi, sending you units now—“

 I threw the radio away and rose into a crouch. My prey was through the door. I was going to run that thing down and put bullets into its face. I snapped my light along the door quickly, determining how it opened, where the hinges and handle were.

 Satisfied, I came up like I was busting, off blocks at a 100 yard dash and sprinted for the door. I hit it fast, I wasn’t getting caught in any goddamn vertical coffin. I entered, weapon up and cut right, hard.

 “Umph!”

 I made a hard sound as I bounced off the smooth, cool and utterly unyielding surface of a restaurant model Frigidaire. I stumbled back, twisting and dropping my center of balance to keep from stumbling.

 The beast hit me. Hard.

 I went up onto the island in the middle of the kitchen and rolled across the burners. My breath was bludgeoned from my body and my arm lit up with fire as nails raked along it. I tried rolling with the blow, going with the force, but my arm blazed with agony and my Glock flew somewhere.

 I rolled, fell off the island and tried getting my bearings. The lights were off in here as well, but there was a row of huge windows above a breakfast nook and they let in some of that eerie Hunter’s Moon illumination. Just enough to get my bearings.

 I looked for a knife block. Saw a Teflon frying pan and reached for that instead. The beast pounced, sliding out of the dark with gnashing teeth and bloody muzzle. Hot ropes of animal saliva splashed my face as it closed in.

 I got my arms up and sank my hands into the fur of its neck. We rolled Brazilian ju-jitsu at the academy, though going to the ground with a whacked out skell or some violent perp was hardly the optimal go to option in most cases. Still it happened, so we trained for it. I was no Rhonda Rousey, and was better using my long legs to kick than grapple, but I paid attention in school, always had, no matter the lesson.

 Intuitively I fell back, hands at the thing’s throat, going into guard position, legs wrapped around the things hips where I could control its weight better. And that was when the last semblance of rationale law enforcement officer left me.

 This close to the thing, there was no denying what I faced.

 I’d fell back and pulled guard out of instinct, it was what I was trained to do. But you don’t pull a ju-jitsu guard on a black bear or a red wolf. You don’t “grapple” a wild dog or a panther. They’re anatomy is a lot different than ours, it doesn’t work. But my guard was working, at least for the moment.

 The thing on top of me was a human form. Impossibly, the snarling, fang bearing monster on me snapping for my throat and covered in sleek fur, had a human, or humanoid, body. Heavy feminine breasts mashed into my chest, human arms tipped by long-nailed human fingers tore at me. God help me, I felt the heat of what seemed a very human Vagina burning down near my own.

 But the face, the snout and sharp, canine ears. This wasn’t human. I’d teased Gil earlier about the Animal Planet Channel, but who hadn’t remote-surfed past it on a slow cable night? I knew what a Jackal was. Maybe not African expedition guide level knowledge, but I knew what a Jackal looked like.

 I was wrestling with a Jackal human hybrid, a Hackal bitch!

 Even then, terrified, furious, totally focused on keeping those snapping jaws from my throat, impaired beyond good judgement by my hormonal response to her pheromones, a little voice (sometimes I think of it as my mother’s voice, the no-nonsense tell-it-like-it-is one) was coolly informing that, A] Hackal was a damn stupid name and, B] I knew what it really was.

 I knew what people whispered about Devonshire. I knew the word they used. The thing trying to kill me now in a blood frenzy was an honest to God Shifter.

 Her breath, hot beneath her bloody muzzle, blew into my face. She strained against my grip, driving those fangs closer to my jugular.

 I shoved, screaming, “Cunt!”

 I know that’s an ugly word. I know it’s not a sisterhood word. But get some damn perspective will you?

 I locked my legs tight around her hips and pushed down, locking up the muscles along my spine and pressing with my whole body the way I’d been taught. I wasn’t using just the strength of my legs or arms. I strained my whole body and tried shoving her sideways to roll into a dominant position.

 It was like shoving a steel pylon.

 Those teeth snapped closer.

 Something hit us both like a runaway freight car.

 An avalanche of muscle smashed through us and sent both her and I spinning. I came up hard against the cupboard, head slamming into it hard enough to see stars. Fuzzy, confused, feeling slow and stupid I blinked toward the flurry of violent motion.

 My eyes widened.

 It was a second shifter. More importantly, my senses were suddenly inundated by the original musk, the original pheromone fog I’d run into while getting out of my cruiser. There are two of them, I thought. It was an obvious conclusion, but too much was too weird about tonight to take anything for granted.

 The new shifter was not a Jackal hybrid. He was something else.

 Only a little taller than the shifter bitch, he was never the less easily twice as wide, maybe more. He simply burst out all over with muscle as if his skin were too small for his massive frame. He was ridiculously muscled for such a compact body. He had the proportions that reminded me of a wrestler or a gymnast, but on a much more intense scale.

 I’ve been trained to gauge suspects and give good descriptions, descriptions that can hold up in a court of law. I didn’t second guess myself though I knew it was hard to believe. Though only about average height, the male must have weighed in at close to 300lbs.

 His bunching, rolling sinews (first loins and now sinews?) ran sleek with short tan fur streaked by black and white markings. It danced aside as the Jackal struck out, screaming, claws flashing in the moonlight, and I suddenly got further confirmation of his maleness.

 Lust slammed me hard, a primal force I had no control over. Truth? I said this night got weird and I wasn’t lying. When I saw him exposed, splattered with the blood of his enemy, I went into rut.

 I don’t doubt you already guessed a little bit into what I’m telling you what was going to happen. Bully for you. That still doesn’t make you understand how swept up I was. This was beyond my control, but I didn’t want to fight it though a part of me burned with shame. I wanted to be taken, I wanted to drag my nails down his back while he pounded into me or feel his hands in the tangle of my hair as he mounted me from behind.

 I wanted, I wanted, I wanted. And, at last, pushed across the Rubicon of my own desire, I needed.

 There it is, stripped of my pride, stripped of poetry, stripped down to bone and sinew and yes goddamnit, down to loin; I wanted to mate.

 Radio forgotten, gun forgotten, I sat up, eagerly watching the combat unfold. That bitch had nearly killed me, nearly killed my partner on scene, a man who I once shared a family Thanksgiving. I wanted her dead.

 More than dead. I wanted her ripped open and bleeding. I wanted to stare into her eyes as she breathed her last and realized I was going to mate with her killer in a pool of her blood.

 The male spun and lifted the Jackal up. She caught him along one jaw with razor claws, going for his throat but missing. He shifted and his massive shoulders bunched hard as he exploded. She flew across the kitchen and slammed onto the Pegasus cut Napoli granite countertops.

 She yelped in agony and he sprang. Jackal’s are not wolves, they’re thieves and scavengers, eaters of carrion. They’re not Romanized the way wolves are, but in the next instant I saw the bitch for the fearsome beauty she was. She was lithe, smooth of limb and clean of line. She was a huntress and a predator and she was far, far more dangerous than I was.

 The male shifter leapt.

 She turned in a flash and exploded through the windows. Glass shattered, exploding outward in shards like dagger blades. She cleared the opening effortlessly, far quicker than the male. He reached the spot where she’d been, unstoppable as a freight train, but she was gone.

 Unable to stop himself, he crashed into a set of hand crafted Mahogany cabinets with all of his considerable weight. He pulverized the heavy, expensive wood and demolished an entire set of Lennox dishes inside.

 Dropping to the floor he lay stunned, chest heaving as his lungs tried feeding oxygen to all that muscle mass. He was a sprinter, an apex ambush predator, not a creature of endurance. That voice I attribute to my mother filed this bit of insight away for latter.

 His breathing slowed. He sniffed the air. The great hood of muscle between neck and shoulders clenched up as his head turned. He growled low in his chest, a deep rumble.

 He looked at me.

 I recognized those eyes. They were the ones from before. This close they were beautiful. Yes, masculine, but beautiful. The deep, dark brown was flecked with gold and I realized they’d only show yellow when reflecting the light of the moon.

 I felt fear, but not as much as you would expect.

 I knew he was a shifter. I knew I was neither his prey nor his enemy. I knew he’d saved me from the killer Jackal. I knew he wanted me.

 “You’re a shifter,” I said. “A wolverine?”

 I watched his breathing slow as he looked at me, wary. And I saw what was emerging from between his legs, hard and ready. My throat clenched. This didn’t feel like a situation where you could slow things down, take time outs. As I said, by that point I was hardly convinced to myself that I wanted to slow things down.

 But there is a survivor inside me, a part of me that fiercely detests loss of control. That part of me, the strong part of me, the ‘my mother’ part of me, fought as best it could. Just keep talking, I told myself. If you’re talking you’re not mating.

 “I feel it too,” I told him. “I know it’s the pheromones. Part of me doesn’t care,” I admitted. “But I know this is animal.”

 He began changing.

 The hair retreated, the long fangs retracted, the claws shrank. His cock remained on prominent display, however. I swallowed. He was handsome, heavy jaw, dark eyes, full hair swept back off his forehead and hanging to his shoulders. Not the hairstyle of a cop. Even some of the muscle went, though that seemed impossible. I guess it was all impossible, really.

 He was still an incredible 230 or 240lbs at average height. The muscles didn’t look blown up and inflated like a bodybuilders. They were heavy, very dense, and he looked one piece, a total unit, not a collection of overworked body parts. He wasn’t Boy Band lean, he carried some bulk, but hanging off that frame it hardly looked out of place.

 His hands were huge.

 I lifted my eyes from his erection and blushed as I found him staring at me. He rose out of his sitting position. He radiated intensity like a bonfire radiates heat. For that matter, his body burned like a furnace, so hot I felt his heat across the room. I could only imagine what it would be like having him on me, having him inside me.

 “I don’t understand,” I stammered.

 I was trying to stall, but I’d risen up as well. I was sending mixed messages. I saw his nostrils flare and I knew he could smell, could scent, how wet I was. My hands shook.

 “You’re beautiful,” he said, it was almost a growl. “I can’t help myself. You’re ready.”

 He’s not wrong, I admitted. “I don’t understand,” I said again. “I thought the pheromones were about an Alpha fighting an Alpha for dominance. That Jackal bitch-whore murdered that woman in there.”

 “Males aren’t the only Alphas in the natural world,” he said. We were both on our feet now. There can be something ridiculous about a penis. Sometimes it just looks funny sticking out like the handle of a pot. His looked like a goddamn truncheon. “There are female Alphas as well.”

 “This was a fight for dominance between females?” I asked.

 I remembered how lethal and sleek the bitch Jackal looked. I took an unconscious step closer to him. Fight it! A part of my mind thought. Shut up! Another part replied.

 He lifted his lip in disgust. “This was an assassination. They’re jackals, not panthers, it’s not how it’s supposed to happen.” He took a step forward. I’m sure there was nothing unconscious about his movement. He knew what he wanted and he was going after it. I wondered how hot that thick shaft would be in my hand, in other places.

 “Was the dead…shifter,” I struggled to say it out loud. “Was she your mate?”

 He laughed. His gaze pinned me in my place. His body looked carved out of the same hard granite as the countertops, each line separating his muscles deeply etched so that they stood out in relief.

 In the wild, the much smaller Wolverines were so fierce they could drive a grizzly bear off its kill. If it had its back to something solid they could hold wolf packs at bay. Wolverines were hands down, bare none, the meanest sonofabitches in the woods.

 “Jessica?” He shook his head, naming the victim. “No. We were in…negotiations. We were through talking and I slipped out to leave. I was barely half a mile away when the wind shifted and I scented them both. I had to return,” he shook his head. “I’m close to the Earth, close to the wild, somethings you do not fight.”

 Somethings you do not fight, I repeated to myself. He’s right. Somethings you do not fight. I stepped forward and he came in close. I saw blood seeping slowly from his lacerated jaw line. I felt something like electric current flow through us as he came up close, still starring into my eyes.

 It terrified me.

 What passed between us frightened me more than being forced into rut by preternatural pheromones. That was a thing of the body but, on my mother’s grave I swear what passed between us in that look was something more than the hardness between his legs, or the wet between mine. I felt a sharp pang behind my sternum.

 What passed between us was something of the heart.

 I know, I know. How could that be? Surely it was just the surging, pounding hormones sweeping through me. But I promised you honesty and that’s what I’m giving you. What passed between us, the searching, questioning hunger I saw in his look was more.

 As I said, it terrified me.

 I had to stop this, to slow this down, to find a way to take control of the situation. But I had this racing engine inside me, as unyielding as the moon pulling the tide. I knew he was feeling it too, that it was strong in him. He’d fought and tried to kill to protect me. I could feel his want and need in his body heat.

 His big hands found my pants, strong fingers opening the belt and yanking apart the buttons. I gasped. He leaned his head in and kissed me. He tasted wild and male. I moaned into his mouth and helped push my pants down.

 I had to stop this, to slow this down, to find a way to take control of the situation. Don’t judge me, I did the only thing I could think to do.

 Quickly, I sank to my knees on the kitchen floor, putting my face even with his cock. His dick jumped as my breath blew across his feverish, straining skin. The thing ran like a river delta with veins.

 I wasn’t coy, or teasing, I couldn’t afford to be. I just went right to work. My hand came up and wrapped around the shaft, jacked up and down a couple of times, and then I leaned in and swallowed the head.

 “Goddamn!” he hissed as my hot mouth wrapped around the smooth helmet of his glans.

 I moved my tongue slowly, sucking gently on the head while stroking one hand up and down along his rigid shaft. He shivered and I felt his cock swell in my mouth. I’d been right, it burned hot as an acetylene torch.

 After a moment, when I built up sufficient spit in my mouth, I started bobbing my head in time with my hand strokes, Almost (almost) of its own volition, my other hand crept down between my open thighs.

 My finger traced along the groove of my swollen lips, brushing the hooded nubbin of my clitoris. I tensed, it felt like I’d set the thing on fire. I’m in control, I told myself. I’m in control. And I was, in control of him, and in control of me.

 I looked up and found him looking down at me. He still looked fierce, but he was too absorbed in what I was doing to seem threatening. Our eyes locked and stayed locked as my tongue roamed around his cockhead, the tip flickering across the slit at the top and massaging him there.

 He groaned and his butt cheeks clench hard in response to the technique.

 His balls drew up tight against his belly and I knew he was feeling the stirrings of an intensely tingling, Grade A, orgasm beginning to build. I worked my hands faster between my legs. I was so wet they slipped in easily and my fingers found that special spot on the roof of my cervix as the heel of my palm rubbed against my clit.

 On my knees, but fully in control of the situation I kept telling myself, I sped up, taking more of his prick into my mouth as I bobbed. I made a wet sound and sucked overflowing saliva back into my mouth.

 Deep inside me, down low under my belly, a faucet opened up and warmth rushed out, enveloping my vagina and racing up my spine. An explosion of pleasure hammered into the back of my head as I ground my palm into my clit and rubbed my g-spot. My legs began shaking.

 I moaned, letting the vibration rumble down low in my throat.

 That little bit of extra stimulation was enough. He grunted once, then began bucking his hips forward into my mouth. It was not a night to stand on protocol. I’d only narrowly avoided being bent over the kitchen island and taken the way a buck takes a doe, I could forgive him some enthusiasm.

 I didn’t slow down, even as I started to gag a little as he went deeper.

 I put both my hands on the slabs of muscles making up his thighs and his knees locked up under my touch. He made a sound like an animal on a kill and my own orgasm finished ripping through me with blazing intensity.

 His hands, big and bullish strong, still stained with the blood of his enemy, came down and locked into my hair.

 Lava hot, semen rolled up his urethra and spurted into my mouth. I pushed forward, taking him deep down my throat. He came up on his toes and I grabbed hold of his hard clenched ass cheeks to maintain balance. They were like marble battlements in my hands.

 We froze like that for a moment, his hands locked in my hair, mine digging into his ass, joined at mouth and loin, a seamless unity of sweating flesh. I closed my eyes tight at the memory of our shared gaze.

 Then, slowly, he began to relax. His butt cheeks unclenched beneath my fingers and he eased back down off his toes. Feeling him soften, I leaned back and let him slip from my mouth. He stepped back for a moment then leaned down brought me to my feet. I was like a child in his grip.

 He leaned in close and kissed me. I felt dizzy and drained. I couldn’t think about what could happen next. Part of me realized I didn’t seem gripped by the same madness that swept me up only moments before. We broke the kiss, both breathing hard, like runners in a race.

 Outside sirens wailed up the drive.

 Just like that the moment was over, shattered.

 I looked up at him, pants still open and down. Only now I felt silly. One hand went to a snap pouch on my belt, automatically. To cover my embarrassment I retreated into what I knew. Yes, I’ve practiced the motion. A lot. I pulled the hand cuffs, they weren’t connected by a chain. They were Smith & Wesson hinged cuffs.

 I snapped them in place and dared him with a look to try and resist.

 “Name,” I demanded.

 His eyes flashed, angry at my tone. Good. He looked down at his handcuffed wrists with disbelief. He looked up. I met his gaze. He lifted his lip in an irritated snarl, but looked away first.

 “David,” he said. Then he looked at me again. “I know you think what happened here is your job,” he said as the sirens grew louder. “But this isn’t a police matter, it’s a Devonshire matter. Your people will only get hurt.”

 “Go to hell!” I snapped. “You don’t tell me what to do.” I was pleased to see him flush with anger.

 “Fine,” he snapped. “Arrest me. Explain to your back up why I’m naked and your pants are open.”

 This time I flushed. I had lost it. I understood even then that on some very real level I’d had little choice and that I’d come within a moment of sleeping with a murder suspect during an active crime scene while my partner (who was also my ex) lay unconscious a few feet away and another suspect escaped into the woods.

 No, there would be no explaining this one. I started buckling my pants, cursing. I hated him.

 He lifted my chin and I stopped, looking into his eyes. “Tell me your name,” he said, voice soft.

 “Helene,” I managed.

 “Helene,” he said. His voice was softer but still rough. “I have to go. Unlock these cuffs. We both know what happened here isn’t something that goes into a police report.”

 He’s right, I thought. Then, goddamn him, he’s right, the sonofabitch. I tend to get foul mouthed when I’m nervous. I looked at him, standing there naked. I could still taste our kiss, among other things, in my mouth.

 Outside car doors slammed. Officers began shouting mine and Gil’s name, identifying themselves as State Patrol and County Sheriffs. I turned the cuff key in the lock.

 “Go,” I said. He made to move and I suddenly grabbed his arm, his sexy, heavily muscled, utterly masculine arm. He turned back to me. “We will talk again,” I said.

 He smiled then and the heavy, brooding, barbarian warlord of a face turned surprisingly boyish under a heavy 5 ‘0 clock shadow. His teeth were white and square, his lips surprisingly generous. They made for good kissing.

 “I know we will, Helene,” he said.

 Then he was gone.

 I heard my back up enter the house, heard them shout as they saw the dead body and Gil lying on the floor.

 “In here!” I yelled.

 This wasn’t over. David was right, what happened here wasn’t something you could put in a police report. Not in a thousand years. But this still wasn’t over. A person had been killed, “assassinated” David said, on my watch.

 Maybe shifter justice was the law of the jungle, but the body lying in there looked human now, and I was still a law enforcement officer. Just like my mother.

 I turned as two troopers armed with pump action shotguns entered the kitchen. I was already thinking up a plausible story. I’d be believed.

 But for myself I had no lies. I knew what I had and didn’t have. I had a victim name, Jessica. Researching her would provide clues, leads. I had a way forward. I had a hell-bitch of a suspect. One who would kill me without hesitation. I also had a protector. One I couldn’t lie to myself and say I didn’t want to see again.

 But mostly what I had were questions. There was only one place I could for answers.

 Devonshire.

 The apartment was empty and dark when I got home. Mind still swirling from the events of the night, I entered, running scenarios together in my head, turning them over and looking at them from different angles. When I get like this I might as well forget about sleep, there’s no damn point.

 My key turned in the lock and the deadbolt shot over. Pushing through the door I reached out and turned on the light to my little room. It was decorated a touch more feminine than I would have felt comfortable with my brothers in blue seeing.

 I wasn’t alone.

 I drew my gun without thinking and brought it up as I dropped into a modified Weaver stance. Yeah, I’ve practiced this move a lot, too.

 David looked at me.

 If he was flustered having a Glock pointed at his face he didn’t show it. In fact the smug bastard had a little smile on his lips. I slowly straightened, not exactly lowering my weapon. I’m not a big fan of strange men, and they didn’t get stranger, showing up at my house unannounced and making themselves at home.

 Not even men I’ve, ahem, been intimate with.

 Or murder suspects for that matter.

 He looked at me, really looked at me. It was disconcerting. I lowered the gun a little more.

 “What do you want?” I snapped to cover my discomfort. “How did you find me?”

 He flared his nostrils, inhaling softly. He could smell me I realized and I blushed.

 “I made it my business to find out about you.”

 “Why?”

 “I want to help you find a killer,” he said. Then he looked away, clearly uncomfortably himself. “Also, I wanted to see you again.”

 “Look,” I said quickly. “What happened, happened. But if you thing that’s how I normally—“

 He cut me off with a curt shake of his head. “I know better than you how hollow and confusing the actions we take in a mating frenzy can leave someone. That’s not it.” The cocky sonofabitch grinned but it was almost boyish. “Well,” he amended. “It’s almost not it, completely.”

 I blushed again. Immediately chastised myself. “I hope you don’t think you were just going to show up here and I was going to…”

 “Helene,” he said. His gaze held mine. He was intelligent, you could see it in his eyes. He was looking at me with an animal intensity. “My world is dark and full of terrors. I saw for myself how you handled yourself when confronted with it. You saw blood and death and you pushed on. You were confronted with a creature from your nightmares and you fought.”

 I looked away. I felt stupid holding my weapon and I holstered it. “It’s my job.” I pointed at the badge pinned to my shirt. “Cop, remember?”

 “Not everyone would have behaved as you did,” he said. “If you’ll let me,” Jesus, he looked almost bashful! “I’d like to help you with this case. You’re going to need someone who knows what’s going on in Devonshire. The victim, Susan, deserves justice.”

 “That’s why you came? To help me catch a killer?”

 “It’s the perfect excuse to get to know you better,” he admitted.

 I felt a tightness in my throat and I swallowed. If he thought I’d behaved bravely earlier, my words now were positively courageous.

 “I’d like that too,” I said.

 End
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 Brentwood Parish, Louisiana--1953

 Jackson Elijah Brentwood slipped off his wedding band and put it in his pocket. Around him it was Deep South in summer. The air heavy with the perfume of jasmine and honeysuckle, the humidity sufficient to call to mind rainforests or tropical islands. Or, perhaps, blood.

 The heat was oppressive--like a blanket settling softly over everything and everyone. Then suffocating them. Accordingly, the pace of life was slow, languid even. Time tarried in this place, as if it were lazy.

 So lazy, perhaps, that it got caught up in itself and sometimes forgot to flow in its accustomed, linear pattern. It was an environment that invited spirits.

 Jackson Brentwood stood in the shadow of a cypress tree, considering his options. Occasionally he drank from a silver flask that, like their plantation, has been owned by Brentwood men for generations.

 Jackson, also like generations of Brentwood men, knew how to nurse his buzz throughout just such a day as this one. Or any other day, for that matter. He did so with the calculated ease of an accomplished alcoholic. Never too drunk, except when he is. It would do no good to slur or stumble in public. But not too little a drunk either, because sobriety amid the public was an even more abhorrent possibility.

 Jackson was here to meet a woman.

 This was not shocking in and of itself. The Lords of Brentwood Manor have always had their women. Infidelity often fit hand in glove with drunkenness. Nor was it even shocking that the woman was black. Before the War of Northern Aggression, the good governors of the Parish had utilized the convenience of plantation stables with indiscriminate vigor. No, what made this liaison unique was that the woman, the girl really, in question was a witch. What the locals called a Houdon.

 Jackson looked at his watch. Time was growing close--in that dragging lazy manner it had of moving down here. He took a final snort of whiskey and put the flask away. His hands tremble as he did so. Was it anticipation? Was it fear? Jackson stepped out of the shade of the cypress and over to the center of the crossroads.

 There is the omnipresent drone of insects in the background. It comes from all sides of the intersecting dirt roads, where the swamp grew in close. He heard the chirp of crickets, saw a cloud of little white butterflies hovering just down the road.

 On his way here he’d run over a dead dog.

 Thinking he’d hit an opossum, Jackson had pulled over to check for damage to his car. The sedan, the only one like it in the Parish (a fact Jackson thinks of with a certain

 smugness) was undamaged. Looking back to see what he’d hit as an after thought, Jackson saw it wasn’t an opossum, but a black dog.

 It lay very still, limp and rotting, a few yards behind the car. A small cloud of little white butterflies settled back down over the animal. They crawled and fluttered their wings in the feast of its corpse.

 Jackson had almost turned around and left, right then and there. Then a sense of morbid curiosity drew him closer to the dog’s ruined body. He walked slowly over, eyes never wavering. He wiped at his mouth.

 The animal’s back had been broken and its entrails pushed out its stomach and, to a lesser degree, it’s anus. There was no blood. It was past time for that. Louisiana dust and Louisiana heat had already greedily sucked it up.

 There were, however, plenty of internal organs spread around. Plenty-O goddamn Eee-nough guts, thank you very goddamn much, Jackson thought. He wiped again at his suddenly dry mouth with the back of his hand. He had a strong urge for a cigarette.

 Purple gray loops of intestine were strung out like tubes of homemade sausage links. They were squished in the middle and he could see the imprint of his tire track quite clearly. Along with the butterflies, a buzzing mass of black flies feasted.

 Beeazulabulb

 The thought sprang unbidden into Jackson’s mind. The Lord of Flies.

 Despite the oppressive heat Jackson felt a chill. He hurriedly took a snort to chase it away. He lowered the flask and shifted his eyes to the dog’s head.

 The dog’s long, pink tongue lolled loose from its gaping mouth. It was as if the animal were simply panting away the heat of the day. The eyes were clouded, opaque in the hot noon sun. It wore a leather collar around its neck.

 Jackson had seen enough and turned away, heading back for his car. He wasn’t about to read the name on the collar. He had no intention what so ever of being the one to tell some blubbering white trash snot of a kid that their dog was dead and smeared across Cumberland road like a grease spot. Fuck that, thank you very much.

 In that moment he beholds the figure.

 It stood still as death on the side of the road by the front of Jackson’s car. Then, just like that, it was gone, leaving a startled Jackson with only a memory of a vision. A frightening, bowel twisting vision. The figure had been a man, and black. Tall, taller than Jackson’s six feet one inch, and thin, cadaverously thin. All of which was hardly surprising in a Parish deep in the heart of Dixie.

 It was the figure’s apparel that troubled Jackson. Black tuxedo jacket over a bare chest. Matching pants ridding low on angular, jutting hipbones, without a belt. Pants that stopped a full two inches above the tops of his black and white, patent leather shoes. He wore no socks and the man’s bare, bone thin ankles peeked out plainly.

 The figure had also worn a black silk, top hat. It sat squarely above the hard planes and straight angles of the man’s face. A face painted white as Jackson’s wife Annabelle kept the parlor curtains. The paint designed to emulate a grinning skull. Black circles for eyes, black triangle for nose. The thick lips drawn into teeth.

 Jackson saw it as clearly as all of that, then he blinked and the silent figure was gone. Vanished. Leaving not a rustling bush or snapping twig in his wake. Jackson sagged back against the trunk of his convertible sedan.

 Now, under the cypress tree, Jackson swallowed a lump in his throat as he put his flask away. The Doctor had advised him against drinking with his new heart medicine. Jackson is pretty sure the booze and the drugs don’t explain what he’d seen as he’d climbed into his car.

 Footprints in the dust. Just a single pair.

 Standing at the crossroads, Jackson waited for Pandora Brown, growing more and more impatient to see that battered old Ford pickup of her’s. Jackson tried to cast out the memory of the dog, and the footprints, with just one more snort.

 He found his choice of words, “cast out,” odd. One didn’t cast out memories. You cast out

 Demons

 other stuff. He concentrated on the burn of the whiskey as it slid down his throat. He was sweating profusely. Deep patches of perspiration stained his shirt under the armpits and at the small of his back.

 He loosens his tie, undoing the top button of his shirt. Rolling up his sleeves, he idly wondered if Annabelle would call the office while he is out. He’d left explicit instructions with his secretary to say he was in a meeting with the DA. Still, he’d have to

 explain it when he got home, and that was bothersome. Besides, it wouldn’t do to have it get out that the most successful Judge in Brentwood Parish was engaging in noon dalliances with an illegitimate mulatto from a dirt poor share cropping family. Especially one most people in this neck of the woods thought was a voodoo priestess.

 Waiting, and now just a little more than pleasantly buzzed, Jackson let his thoughts drift to Miss Pandora Brown. To the things he did with her. He didn’t rightly know if she were technically a mulatto. She was half-black alright, as sure as God made little green apples, but her daddy hadn’t been white. No, the story her mama told was that he’d been a full blood Cherokee Indian from off the reservation in Oklahoma. “Red-niggers” is what Jackson’s grandfather, Pappy Brentwood, has called ‘em.

 Of course Jackson’s daddy had a saying too; “they’re all pink on the inside, son.” It's an axiom Jackson has tried to live by as often as he can. The thought made him smile.

 He pulled his shirt out from where it stuck against the ample spread of his belly. Maybe he’d take a shower when he and Pandora got to the cabin. He liked doing it in the shower, he mused. No, strike that, he liked doing his wife in the shower. At least until she’d got so damn big with the baby that she waddled instead of walked. Pandora Brown he liked sweaty and from behind, on all fours.

 It made him feel like he is doing something dirty, and that made it all the better. Doggy-style is the term they used for it. Snickering to himself, Jackson figured that was about right. Though, he preferred to think of it more like a bull rutting.

 Daddy had used that term first, in the great booming laugh mama hated and that

 made the help cringe, a Jack Daniel’s neat in his hand while he puffed a big Havana.

 “Boy, screw the Jews, it’s us Brentwood men who’re God’s chosen people. He gave us the three best things in the world. He made us white, he made us rich, and he made us hung like donkeys.” Then, laughing at his own joke, he’d puff on that big cigar ‘til it smoked like a chimney.

 ‘Course Daddy was dead now. He’d fought the throat cancer with a liver damn near useless from years and years of Jack Daniel’s neat. When he caught the syphilis from buying teenage prostitutes down in niggertown, his body had just shutdown.

 “One thing God doesn’t give Brentwood men is long lives.” Mama had said. Jackson’s aunts, a widow to the last one, had all nodded in agreement.

 Jackson’s older brother, Robert, and he, and the Doctor of course--who was a brother of Daddy’s in the Masonic lodge--hushed up the syphilis. They’d blamed his sudden death on a viral infection, which wasn’t really all that much of a lie, all things considered. Robert had torn up the bank mortgage on the good Doctor’s house, but that was okay as well, it was hardly a loss. The Brentwood’s owned the bank and held the deeds on damn near everyone in the whole Parish.

 Jackson looked at his watch. The bitch was late. He paced back and forth while ten minutes ran into half an hour. He smoked three Pall Malls in that time. Each time he looked at his watch he grew more pissed off. He did like the watch though. It was a Swiss sailing model, and he thought it lent him just the right touch. People knew it was expensive, but it was rugged and sporty enough to still be manly.

 Screw this, Jackson thought and flicked away his cigarette butt. Maybe the stupid girl had misunderstand and was waiting at the cabin. Well, she’d goddamn better be, or there’d be hell to pay, Jackson promised himself as he started his car.

 As he drove away Jackson pretended he didn’t realize how relieved he was that he was going in the opposite direction from that dead dog. As for that single pair of footprints in the dust; he pretended he’d never seen them at all.

 The Brentwood family cabin sat on a hundred acres of river bottom. It was a rustic house made out of logs. It had a shingle roof and a wrap around porch. It boasted every amenity, because when the Brentwood men wanted to get away from it all, that damn sure didn’t mean they wanted to be uncomfortable.

 Driving up, Jackson could see there was no pickup parked in front of the cabin and its huge picture windows. Cursing, he climbed out of his car. There were bottles of cold beer in the refrigerator and he set his mind on having one.

 Walking up, Jackson stopped in front of the cabin door. He felt a sudden sourness in his stomach as he held out the key. He tried to decipher, to comprehend, what it was he was seeing. Inscribed in a dull, red paint

 blood, Jackson, its blood

 on the door was the symbol of a handprint. He had no idea what it meant. He really didn’t want to know. Kids probably, horsing around. That's it.

 That’s a hex Jackson, witches put it there.

 Unlocking the door Jackson went inside. Walking through the living room, he passed the full-length bar of black oak, the stone fireplace, and the billiards table into the kitchen. Glancing at the clock he saw the girl was over an hour late now. He pulled open the refrigerator door and got a beer out. Standing in front of the open door he let the cold air out to run across his sweating body.

 Turning away, Jackson caught sight of the massive oak tree out back through the kitchen window. His daddy had hung the tire swing from it when Robert and Jackson had still been children. Twenty years before that Pappy had hung a black man from it. Just a boy really, accused of raping a white woman, the wife of the landlord the young man had share cropped for.

 That the sex has actually been consensual, the woman had never dared to say. Once the two lovers were found out it wouldn’t have saved the boy’s life anyway. Besides, they horse whipped women guilty of that crime in the Parish in those days. That being only if the husband didn’t get it in his mind to shoot her.

 In a family safety deposit box at the Brentwood’s bank in town, there was an old photograph of the lynching. It was in there along with the straight razor used to castrate the boy. The carefully crafted handle of smooth sandalwood stained a rusty brown where blood had run out over Pappy’s hand and soaked into the wood.

 The picture showed a crowd of men, all smiling, as they stood around the hanging boy. Members to a one of the Masonic Temple, they’d hung him with wire and it had bit deeply into the boy’s neck. He was naked and blood ran out across his chest in a scarlet bib. His eyes bulged grotesquely from their sockets and his tongue lolled from his slack mouth

 like that dead dog you hit

 swollen and loose. Where the boy’s genitals had hung there was only a simple bloody, gaping cavity. Blood splattered the boy’s legs and in the picture you could clearly see that the shoes of the men standing around him are filthy with that same blood.

 Feeling the urge to urinate Jackson wandered back across the great room to where the bathroom was set. He smiled to himself. Pappy had sure taught one Melvin Lincoln Brown, age seventeen, a lesson.

 Pappy stood proudly in the foreground of the snapshot, looking for all the world like a sportsman beside his trophy kill. He stood there looking just like President Truman, the way everybody said he did, his left hand still holding the dripping razor. His right was, like all the other men in the picture, held next to his pants pocket, as if only casually resting there. It hung in an upside down A-Okay sign so that the last three fingers of their hands were straight out and pointing straight down.

 To those in the know the meaning was as clear as a billboard, to the uninitiated it is detail that went unnoticed. Each of the fingers represented a letter of the alphabet, the same letter, the eleventh to be precise. The letter K. Three fingers; three Ks.

 Standing in front of the toilet Jackson, as he always did, admired the volume and the force with which his piss sounded. Real men piss loud, son, Daddy had said. Jackson has never known Daddy to be wrong. He was smart enough to be the District Judge for going on twenty years before he passed. Just like Pappy had before him, and just like Jackson was now.

 That lynching had done something else that day. It had set wheels in motion that had in turn been very beneficial to the Brentwoods. To the Brentwood men in particular,

 as is most often the case in that fine, southern family.

 Melvin Brown’s mother had been left with the deed to twenty acres after her husband died. He’d been bit by a copper mouth while working his still. Up until the point when the Brentwood Parish District Judge had kicked the overturned bucket out from under Melvin Brown’s feet and let him swing, the boy had been his family’s primary breadwinner.

 Without his contributions his mother and four sisters had little hope of making the mortgage payments. A mortgage held by--who else--the Brentwood family bank. Slowly, Daddy’s brother Seth and then Robert after him, had been taking the land from the Browns, one acre parcel at a time. Every time the struggling, illiterate family had forfeited on a payment, the stranglehold had tightened. The bank would then clear-cut the land for the timber profit (the mill didn’t purchase product from the coloreds) and sold the land as residential property to the State Department of the Interior for use as housing for low-income families. This was something only county government could do.

 Every time this happened the pitch was the same.

 We’re sorry Mrs. Brown, we truly are. But you understand our position as a financial institution. Now, perhaps something can be worked out so you don’t loose all of the land. Certain arrangements would need to be made, of course. I don’t need to tell you what they are, do I Mrs. Brown? But, if those arrangements are to our. . . satisfaction, then we might be willing to take only a single acre of land in lieu of this quarter’s financial obligations. The only thing the Brentwood family did better than nepotism was quid pro quo.

 So Mama Brown would send one of her daughters to see the Brentwood men. Her daughters got down on their knees on the plush carpet of the bank manager’s officer, or were bent over desks in the District Judge’s chambers to ensure the “arrangements” were to their satisfaction.

 Perhaps Mama Brown should have sold the land for whatever she could get and left the Parish. But after that first missed payment, the bank had in reality owned the land. It was also more than that, though. Moses Samuel Brown, emancipated slave from off the Brentwood plantation, had been given deed to that land during the post-war reformation years. Browns were born on that land, lived their lives there, and then died and were buried there.

 It was all they knew. Besides for southern blacks, in those years before the sixties and civil rights, there was always going to be white bankers, crafty white lawyers, and crooked white politicians wherever they went. There always seemed to be a family like the Brentwoods, and better the devil you knew.

 Jackson walked out of the bathroom zipping up his trousers. He stopped short. Pandora Brown stood in the doorway. Jackson was startled, he hadn’t heard that beast of a truck she drove, pull up. Must have been pissing, he thought. Brentwood men made a big sound when they let their water come rumbling down, by God.

 “You’re late, girl.”

 “I’m sorry, Mr. Brentwood. That ole truck ah mine broke down.” Pandora apologized.

 She stepped forward, wringing her hands in front of her. Jackson liked what he saw in Mama Brown’s youngest great-grand daughter. The girl was long limbed and smooth skinned. She had flanks like a racehorse, revealed in a thin cotton summer dress.

 Jackson felt blood-rushing warm to his crotch. Full, round breasts pressed against the straining fabric of the dress. She was braless and those firm mounds swayed with every move she made. She was as beautiful as she was young. Her skin a unique mocha and her hair, a gift from her father’s Indian legacy, presumably, was long and straight. A deep and shiny black, promising softness. She kept it held back with a red engineer’s handkerchief. She stepped closer to Jackson who was already starting to breathe faster.

 “Mr. Brentwood, does you bring the papers, like you said?”

 Irritated, Jackson walked over to the bar and poured himself a Jack Daniels neat, from a bottle already standing on the bar’s smooth mahogany inlaid countertop.

 “Yes. Yes. They’re in the car.” He took a drink. Settling onto a barstool he swiveled to face her. “But you don’t need to worry about that right now.” He unbuckled his pants. “You’ve got some arrangements to take care of.”

 “Yes, Mr. Brentwood.”

 Pandora walked slowly over to Jackson. He liked the anxious look he saw on her pretty, young face. It made him feel larger, stronger, somehow. He was erect now. Pandora sank to her knees in front of him. Like a Nubian pleasure slave before Cesar, Jackson thinks. He felt like an emperor.

 “Whoa, whoa.” Jackson chastised. “Tell me what you’re going to do. I like to hear you say it, little girl.”

 “Yes, Mr. Brentwood. I’m going down on you now, Mr. Brentwood.”

 “You're damn right you are.”

 He reached out and guided her head into his lap. He sighed with pleasure when her mouth found him. Moaned as Pandora began moving her head. He let a possessive hand rest on top of her head as it slid up down, like an English lord with a favorite hunting dog. Her mouth was warm, her spit slick on his flesh.

 Reaching over onto the bar Jackson picked up a Havana from the open box next to the whiskey bottle. Biting off the end, he spit it out on the floor and fired the cigar up. He puffed away to get it started, quite contented. He smoked his way through almost half of its long length while the girl serviced him in a steady, wet rhythm.

 When he felt like he couldn’t stand a single moment more, Jackson put the flat of his hand against her forehead and pushed the girl away. When he spoke his voice was ragged, short of breath.

 “Get that dress off girl and get over to the pool table.”

 “Yes, Mr. Brentwood.”

 She does what she is told with an economy of motion while Jackson waddled over behind her, pants around his ankles, cigar clamped between his teeth.

 The sight before Jackson’s eyes drives him crazy with urgency; Pandora Brown arched with her ass up in the air like a pussycat. Jackson stepped closer and guided himself into the girl. Then he grabbed her hard by the gently curve of her hips. He grunted like a bull in the chute and forced the entirety of himself into her with one unforgiving thrust.

 Pandora made a sound then. It could have been protest, or pain, to Jackson it sounded like pleasure. It spurred him on.

 “Girl, what am I doing to you?” He gasps. “Tell me. Say what I’m doing to you, girl.”

 “You’re fucking me, Mr. Brentwood.”

 “Your goddamn right I am.”

 He loves fucking best when it is like this, when he cares so little about the woman he didn’t need to even consider her pleasure. If he was vigorous or rough and the girl pained, so much the better. Brentwood men like leaving their women bowlegged.

 Jackson felt the familiar burning build up of his orgasm. He could smell the musk of the girl beneath. His pace became even more frenzied inside of Pandora’s grip. When it comes he felt his toes curling, his back arching and he swore, almost blacking out with pleasure. Moaning loudly he collapsed forward onto the girl. He rested all of his weight across her back, pinning her down against the hard edge of the pool table as he fought to regain his breath. He could feel his softening member shrinking back out of the girl. He felt so damn good he was dizzy.

 Standing up straight he grasped at the pool table for support. He was very dizzy, now. Blinking, he tried to focus his eyes against the double vision he experienced. His lips tingled, going numb. Unable to control the muscles of his jaw anymore, his cigar tumbles to the floor in a shower of sparks.

 Oh God, I’m having a heart attack.

 Losing his balance, Jackson fell to the floor. He was trying to breath, but the muscles of his chest were constricting around his lungs.

 “Help me,” he managed.

 Tall and dark, Pandora towered above him. Gone is the girl who’d gone to her knees to service this member of an arrogant, dying aristocracy. Gone was the girl who’d bit her lip against the pain and humiliation of his ill use and surly treatment. This woman of now indeterminate form, standing tall above him, seemed a queen. A priestess, perhaps. Strega Primara. A witch.

 Jackson realized with a desperate fear that what was happening to him was no heart attack. It was no natural medical emergency. She had done this thing. She.

 “Bargain kept, Mr. Brentwood. Debt paid.” The southern drawl was no longer sensual. It was horrific. "That's very important, don't you think, Mister Brentwood? I made a bargain just last night, but it wouldn't be fulfilled until I was out of your debt."

 Her laughter was musical. It was like the tinkling of broken glass in a silent room.

 “Oh, Mr. Brentwood.”

 Jackson tried to talk, but his tongue was a cold fillet of meat. His saliva pooled in his mouth and when he tried to swallow, the muscles of his throat refused to respond. He became terrified of drowning in his own spit. The only muscle he could be sure worked, is his heart. It fluttered, pounding out a rhythm of terror.

 Pandora leisurely pulled her long hair back, stretching her back and pushing out smooth, curved breasts. Even as Jackson feared for his life his response to the stunning power of the woman’s beauty is involuntary. Her beauty is preternaturally,

 demonically

 stunning. Here was Cleopatra with Mark Anthony at her feet. Here was Nefertitti, kingdom cupped in her hand. She was Isis, goddess.

 Pandora lowered herself down, pressing the curves of her body onto Jackson’s frozen form. Jackson’s eyes bulged in their sockets. She slid slowly, languidly, up his body. He felt the warm, soft press of her breasts, the tickle of her hair. The heat of her breath proceeded the sensuous weight of her body as she slid up to rest with her lips next to his ear.

 “Do you want me to talk about what I’m going to do?” She whispers. “Would that turn you on, Mr. Brentwood?”

 Pandora let her hand trail down to his shriveled testicles. Gently she took them in her up and began to slowly squeeze. She increased the pressure incrementally, steadily, like a vice cranking closed.

 “I’m gonna kill you, Mr. Brentwood.” She promised. “Then I’m gonna eat you, Mr. Brentwood. Or should I call you daddy?”

 Jackson made desperate, inarticulate sounds.

 “What’s the matter? You Brentwood men been leaving your seed in Brown women for years. It was bound to happen. ‘Course Mamma doesn’t rightly know if it’s you or your brother, how could she?”

 Those awful, ghastly words coming in a sugar sweet and honey thick southern drawl push Jackson to the edge. Furiously he tried to scream. Choked, gagging sounds were all that he managed to squeeze out. As great as his horror was, it pales at what followed.

 Locked in his prison of supine rigidity, Jackson was unable to turn his head to see what was happening. And something was undeniably, happening. The flesh pressed on top of his, undulates, shifts. Sharp pops and long ripping sounds filled his ears.

 Slowly, irrevocably, Jackson felt the pressure running down the length of his body undergoing a metamorphosis. Soft curves and flesh changing, trading shape for something else. Something dry and rough. It seemed oddly uneven, like the feel of a Spalding basketball when he was a kid.

 Even more horrible is the impression he had of Pandora’s body condensing as she twisted atop him. He thought he heard her whisper a word, “Damballa,” but in the next breath her voice was a soft his and his ear was tickled by a tongue flickering, probing.

 Jackson screamed like a lunatic in an asylum, but all that escaped his throat were pitifully, muted shrieks. He felt the weight of whatever was replacing Pandora he knew, draping over him in long loops. Whatever she has become, it was enormous.

 Jackson realized, though he can not comprehend, that by some weird beyond his understanding

 witchcraft

 Pandora had become a snake. His insight comes as she began to swallow him.

 The snake twisting around the Brentwood male was so huge it seemed big enough to be prehistoric, or perhaps mythical. Its scaly hide was the same gray-green hue as Pandora’s eyes. Even so, it took a long time for the snake to swallow Jackson.

 It took longer for him to suffocate there, in the belly of the beast. Before the end he was bathed in the snake’s digestive acids. They ate away at him slowly, excruciatingly, until blessedly, there was no longer enough air for him to draw a breath.

 The monstrous snake lay motionless for hours longer after swallowing the last of Jackson. By the time it regurgitated Jackson Brentwood’s skeleton, piece by jumbled piece, it was well into the night. Then, like the pedals of a flower drawing shut against the setting of the sun, Pandora resumed her form.

 She whistled as she dressed. Was still whistling as she retrieved the twin five-gallon jerry cans full of gas from the bed of her pickup truck.

 Once she’d sloshed the fuel across the length and breath of the cabin interior, she picked up Jackson’s half smoke cigar. She removed a kitchen match from the bar and walked over to the door of the cabin.

 She stood on the porch of the cabin facing back inside through the open door. She casually lit the cigar and dropped the match at her feet. It was now her turn to puff contentedly on the cigar. She did so until she was sure it was good and stoked. Intently regarding the lit end, she gently blew on the tip until it glowed in a red-hot cherry. Satisfied, she flicked the Havana into the cabin.

 There was a whoosh as the fire spread instantaneously, consuming oxygen in a flash. Pandora turned and walked off the porch. Behind her, through those picture glass windows, flames danced.

 She pulled the manila envelope containing the paperwork for which her family had so long suffered, from the glove box of Jackson Brentwood‘s fine car. She climbed into the cab of her old pickup and turned the radio up. She felt good, in control, content with her actions. The Brentwoods and the Browns had always shared a strange, symbiotic and intertwining, destiny. Pandora felt secure in the knowledge that she had joined those twisted threads into a single strand.

 Tonight the snake would crawl through the quiet dark of a sleeping Brentwood manor.

 The woman who, in the fullness of her time would become the night-hag, smiled as she drove, one hand on her belly. She was strong and wise in her ju ju. Pandora had no inkling of how her fate would shift threads, becoming intertwined with that of a sorceress more powerful than her self, and with that of a frightened and confused thirteen year old boy. She did know beyond a doubt that, even at this very moment, a baby grew inside of her.

 Oh, the magic she would work now.

END
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 . . .in that time and place where Gomorrah, Tiered City, rose at the nexus of the mortal coil of Helios, Four Gods ruled a mankind grown cruel and decadent. Weak service the strong and pleasures of the flesh are the highest aspirations. The Quatrain, the four living godheads, are fat spiders at the center of human webs, each vying for control of the slave race.

 Cahlii, the whore-mother, rules as first among equals and from between her legs she expels a civilization as degenerate and miscreant as her own lust. The sex-priests of her denomination corrupt the powerful and drive worship of the dishonored tabernacles into disrepute. The three godheads bicker and plot among themselves, waiting and watching for the human pawn who could usher in their own golden ages on the mortal coil and usurp the hated Cahlii.

 It is not a battle of light against dark nor good against evil. It is simply the manipulations of one power against the other. The struggle and maneuvers are, unlike the lives of their pawns, eternal. Capricious and debauched, the deities exploit their faithful with remorseless efficiency.

 In Gomorrah, Tiered City, the savants of the misunderstood solar panels and their mystical energies, rule the populous from covered pavilions, side by side with sachems, traffickers, swashbucklers and slavers. Greed marries lechery to produce insatiable gluttony for all sins.

 Into the stinking canker slips a black Prometheus, stealing and killing in the name of personal actualization. In a world devoid of moral center his promises of genuflection to the dishonored tabernacles are lies and his every action an expression of this ideal. . .Power At Any Cost.

 Prior

 Khat shoved his sword through the pirate's throat.

 The man dropped to the deck of the sunship like a sack of loose meat and blood spilled out in a waterfall. The small crew of the corsair corvette watched the execution, faces impassive. The man had been a thief and honor among thieves on the Twisted Cross was the purview of its captain.

 Khat looked out over the railing where the man had stood. The Twisted Cross hung in the fever warm air two hundred feet above the indigo sea. The glistening spires of Gomorrah reflected the scarlet rays of the setting sun on the horizon. Khat narrowed his single eye against the glare.

 He could make out the tallest spire, the target of his attention, set on the cliffs at the edge of Gomorrah, the Tiered City. The Twisted Cross hung in the eye of the setting sun, invisible to the corrupt and kinky citizens of that chaotic and decadent urban center.

 Khat turned to Sonja, his primate. “Feed the sharks,” he ordered.

 The dusky primate was tall, the tallest man on the crew, but Khat towered over him by a full head and shoulder. Sonja nodded. He snapped his fingers at two nearby cutthroats and they jumped to dump the corpse over the side. Khat stopped them long enough to rip the only piece of clothing the dead man had, his loin wrap, free.

 “That coven-whore’s magic is making the men crazy.” Sonja confided. “If she doesn’t finish soon and that slave girl you bought on the market in Gomorrah is still around...”

 Khat scowled. He turned his face with its exposed and empty eye socket toward where his men rolled the dead body toward the railing. He cleaned the gore from the blade of his short sword with the man’s loin wrap then threw it aside.

 “Stop,” he growled.

 The men stopped, hands bloody. Khat turned back to Sonja. “Nail that bastard to the forecastle so they won’t forget. Then go down into the front hold where the opium is and give each man another share. That should mellow them out long enough for the witch to finish her spell.”

 Sonja nodded and Khat turned on his heel. The giant corsair leader crossed the deck of his corvette. The heat was brutal around Gomorrah and like his men, Khat wore only sandals and a small loin wrap attached to his battle harness. Under the swirling blanket of tattoos his skin had been burnt to copper by the equatorial sun and his dreadlocks were swept back in a loose ponytail away from the hard planes of his face.

 At the door to his cabin Khat slid his sword into its sheath. He could hear the murmur of the coven-whore through the wood and frowned. The erotic energy from the witch’s spell was as tangible as wind. If she didn’t finish soon he might have to give her to the crew to keep the girl safe.

 Khat pushed open the door and entered.

 The room was gloomy after the harsh light on the sunship’s deck. Khat pushed the door closed behind him before his vision had fully adjusted. He blinked the blur of the abrasive sun out of his eye and surveyed his chamber.

 It was hot in his quarters, stifling. Men sweated freely outside and the coven-whore burned a triumvirate of red-hot braziers inside the confined room. Khat saw her crouching naked in the middle of them, chanting incessantly. Her breasts were swollen from suckling the anonymous daemon childe which came to her at night, though she’d told Khat it had been over a year since she had sold her own baby in accordance with her vow-pacts to Cahlii.

 Her body was slick with sweat from the top of her shaved head to the inner folds of her smooth thighs. Her eyes rolled up to show only the whites and the augur had opened her Eye of the Magi in the center of her forehead. The jet black orb shifted to watch Khat as he moved through the room.

 He crossed to an apothecary’s table set in the cabin wall and picked up a decanter. The table was set beside a divan and from its cushions the slave girl watched Khat. He tried to ignore her. The energy of the coven-whore’s spell worked on him like a drug and he couldn’t drive sexual images from out of his head. He forced himself to drink the tincture he had concocted. It tasted like honey-wine but the herbs instilled a mildly euphoric calm.

 He tossed back the drink in one gulp and set the cup down. His pulse pounded at the temples. The slave girl had stripped down against the brutal heat in the room. Her body, young and nubile was just as slick with sweat as Khat’s or the coven-whore. He could smell her the way a hound scents a bitch in heat. He put a small green pill into his mouth and chewed.

 “Put your clothes on.” Khat snapped and the girl jumped to obey.

 He poured a second cup of the tincture, drank it and his head began to clear. The slave girl’s silks had been designed to entice rather than hide. It was almost worse when she slipped the short robe on because Khat’s mind kept coming back to what she was hiding. He poured a third cupful and gave it to the girl.

 Behind him he heard the coven-whore cease her chanting. He turned and saw the lid slide closed over the black Orb of the Magi. The woman’s own startling blue irises rolled back from the inside of her head. Her cheekbones were strong, her mouth full. Khat wet his lips.

 “Is it done?” He demanded.

 “I have created a hole in the thaumaturgy used by the Infantana to protect the girl. The magics were stronger than I had anticipated I am drained. Your old lover is a powerful sorceress.”

 “You didn’t put the dreams in the girl’s head!” Khat roared.

 “I’m tired, used up. I need energy.”

 Khat froze. He swallowed and felt the fear of a man who, thinking himself safe, slides between his bed sheets only to feel the sudden caress of spider scuttling up his leg.

 “So take more drugs.”

 The coven-whore rose in a smooth, languid motion. The light from the braziers played across the sweat splashed across her inner thighs. The woman was as bald there as on top of her shaven head.

 “I’m no fool, bitch,” Khat spat. “Your magics work on me the same as any man, but I’m not so crazed I’d willingly service a succubus.”

 The coven-whore turned and crossed to the cabin’s only window. It was set in the back of the ship and looked out now over the waters to the tower where all of Khat’s plans converged. The witch slowly bent over at the waist and leaned against the window edge. She arched her back and exposed the naked folds of her sex like cat.

 She looked back over her shoulder and smiled.

 “I need what I need, corsair. I do not lie.”

 “No,” Khat said but he was already poised.

 “Then say no to your fourberie. If the girl would dream of the grimoire then I must have what I need.” Her voice was raw, like a drug addict in the presence of their poison.

 Khat knew she had him, knew he must gamble now or loose everything he had planned. He stepped forward between the braziers. He made no pretense at romance. He pulled the sweaty linen of his loin wrap to the side, not bothering to remove his weapons or battle harness.

 With eyes as big as saucers the slave girl watched him mount the coven-whore. Out on the deck the cutthroats would hear the witch’s screams and grow bitter.

 Khat grabbed his ready cock with a big hand and pushed the head of it against the boiling, moist folds of the coven-whore’s exposed and swollen vagina. She grunted hard and shook her head back and forth as he pushed his erection in her. He gave her a moment to take him, felt the velvet grip of her inner muscles squeeze along him, drawing him further in.

 He reached out with his long, brawny arms and grabbed the coven-whore by the shoulders. He yanked back on her as he thrust his hips forward, impaling her along his length in a swift, vicious movement.

 The coven-whore groaned low in her throat at the hurt and Khat moved his hands down to the sweaty curve of her hips. He began to fuck her in earnest. The coven-whore started to shriek her pleasure. Her hands slapped the glass panes of the cabin windows and dug into the wood of the frame. To the slave girl sitting just a few feet away the smell of the woman’s damp was pungent and the sound of Khat’s wet, slapping rhythm was vibrant and pugnacious.

 “Is it working,” Khat growled as he sawed in and out of the coven-whore. “Do you feel it? Say it!”

 “Uh, uh, uh,” the coven-whore grunted.

 She bit down on her lip hard as she struggled to take what Khat was giving her. A line of drool rolled out of her mouth and dropped in a rope of salvia to the bouncing, sweaty slope of her breasts.

 “Say it!” Khat snarled again.

 The muscles of his arms stood out in vivid relief as he squeezed his hands hard, digging his blunt fingers into the soft flesh of her hips. The coven-whore’s head rolled back and he thrust his hips forward hard, snapping it back then pushing it forward. He continued to grind his cock into her, relentless, merciless.

 “I, I feel it,” she managed to promise.

 Her voice was rough and hoarse from the sex and came up from deep within her. Khat lifted his right hand up and brought it down hard against the curve of the coven-whore’s buttocks. The slap echoed in the room like the pop of a drover’s whip. Her ass turned red immediately and began to puff up. Khat lifted his hand and slapped her again.

 The coven-whore screamed long and loud as she came and Khat felt the heat around what he had in her increasing. Slick, warm fluids spilled out of her opening and splashed his balls and the flat plane of his hips. He grunted and began to thrust even harder.

 He pushed his cock in and pulled it out, pushed it in and pulled it out as the pressure and fire began to build at the root of his penis. He thrust hard into the trembling woman, shoving her rudely up against window jam. He felt his cum roll up the length of his shaft like lava and spill into the gasping, moaning coven-whore.

 He leaned forward and rested his weight across the woman’s back as the tingling shiver washed over him and his balls drew up tight between his thick thighs. He forced himself to stand and stepped quickly back, withdrawing from the coven-whore’s grip in one fast pull.

 She moaned in protest and collapsed to her knees with Khat’s seed spilling out of her. She fought to catch her breath and her hands began to work at the hard nipples of her breasts as her body refused to shut down from her fever pitch. Khat stepped over to the slave girl. She looked up at him from her submissive position on the low couch. The wet head of his waning erection hung barely a foot away from her pretty face.

 “Get that cloth,” he grunted. “Get the cloth and clean that bitch off me.”

 The slave girl sprang to obey. With small hands the girl used the soft fold of linen to wipe the last traces of dampness from Khat. Her hand held his penis and lifted it as her other worked quickly to blot up the wet. She could feel the beat of the big man’s heart through the throb of a thick vein running down the length of his manhood.

 Khat looked over his shoulder with a lazy motion. He saw the coven-whore rolled up into a fetal position on the cushions, both of her hands cupped between her legs. She panted like a dog as she fought to still the racing of her heart.

 “Did you get what you need?” Khat demanded.

 The coven-whore nodded, obviously still too out of breath to articulate an answer.

 “Good. Now you can damn well give me what I need.”

 Outside the cabin the faces of Khat’s crew were stiff with resentment.

 Present

 Alyssa let the silk robe slip from her shoulders and drop into a puddle at her feet. Naked, she crossed the smooth flagstone of her tower chamber to the window. She pushed open the veranda doors and stepped out onto the little balcony. On the horizon the bloody crescent of the sun slipped away, leaving long shadows with its final rays.

 Down in the market-temple of Gomorrah she could hear the priests beating the slaves.

 She smelt the sea on the breeze and heard it crash against the cliffs far below. The chill wind tightened her nipples until they grew taught and pointed sharply. It made her think of what was coming and she suppressed a shiver.

 She turned and entered the bedchamber. On the floor a circled pentacle had been drawn to precise dimensions. In the center of it Alyssa lowered herself to her knees and parted her smooth thighs.

 Across the room from her the grimoire sat open to the summoning spell her miraculous dreams had shown her. She had meticulously memorized the incantation, for if the augur were to work, her state of arousal would be such that reading would prove impossible.

 Slowly she hung her head and let her long, honey-colored hair spill across the swelling jut of her breasts. Nipples already taut and tender from the breeze fairly throbbed at the touch. Barely a woman, Alyssa’s body was lithe and nubile and virgin.

 Her hand, small and delicate, slid slowly across the flat stretch of her stomach. Her tongue began to twist and writhe as she whispered the strange, liquid syllables. The mantra was short and meant to be repeated with lyrical cadence. The words were ancient, their meaning even older. They were supplication, enticement, entreaty and promise.

 Her hand found the junction of her legs and goose bumps rippled across her inner thighs. She moved her fingers into the dewy slit and felt lightning bolts of warmth penetrate inside her. What was damp now ran wet.

 Her tongue thickened as her young body responded to her ministrations. The words she uttered came out huskier and almost slurred, as if she were drunk. She rolled her head back and let her hair trail down her back. She could scent herself now over the smell of the sea. It was a raw musk and clung in her nose, arousing her all the more.

 Her words came faster. Her fingers found the swollen part of herself and began to work it in tiny circles. She heard herself gasp and forced the moans to come out as words of the invocation. From between her legs the liquid, nectar part of her need spilled onto the floor in dewy drops. If her eyes had been open then they would have seen the shimmering wave of green energy arch up like heat lightening.

 Now the spell had become a single word, a powerful sound repeated over and over. It was a name and, through the ethereal folds of the mortal coil, the name was heard.

 Prior

 The naked slave girl looked up at Khat, eyes wide with terror.

 A ball-gag was stuffed in her mouth and tied around her head. Her hands were bound with complicated knots behind her back. Her legs tied in such a way at knee and ankle that she could not straighten them and rise from her kneeling position.

 Khat reached down and grabbed hold of the girl by one narrow shoulder. He toppled her and left her face down in a position of devout genuflection, her womanhood exposed and thrust up into the thickly humid air.

 The slave girl whimpered but Khat ignored her. The Four Gods decree the role of humanity while each individual struggled blindly to follow the path preordained for them. Khat had no concept of emancipation philosophy. If today’s gamble failed he knew he would find himself in just such a position as he now forced on the girl.

 Khat backed away from the jungle glade and melted into the thicket around the tiny clearing. He crouched down beside the coven-whore where she hid under the eaves of a hardwood tree.

 The woman was naked as the slave except for sturdy sandals. Her body hair had been shorn so that her skin from head to toe was smooth and bare. A circlet of arcane etchings had been set in tattoos around her skull.

 “She will do?” Khat asked.

 The coven-whore nodded. “It is her cycle-time; the Ibis will smell her call from across the forest.”

 Khat pulled bolas from a pouch on his harness. “Are you sure it wouldn’t be easier to enchant the creature?”

 The female beside him hissed her impatience. “I have told you, corsair, if your spell is to be cast the essence must be taken, but not by geas. I can cloud the creature‘s eyes, but that is all.”

 Khat eyed the bound girl who lay face down, ass up in the clearing. He made a fist the size of a young ham and his knuckles cracked. He didn’t bother to reply to the witch’s insulting tone. He pulled a small green pill from his harness belt and chewed it.

 On the journey to the wetlands in his sunship, Khat had rebuffed the woman’s repeated advances and she had been sulking ever since. The coven-whores were known for their ferocity in sex and their peculiar kinks. They were also known for stealing a man’s soul through his balls.

 The pair, corsair and witch, hunched in the shadows waiting. Sweat rolled freely from them, turning their skin greasy. Khat began to envy the woman her lack of body hair and unfettered nudity. The girl had begun to cry out in the meadow and Khat knew it would not be much longer.

 Their shadows moved and Khat guessed two hours passed. Once a jungle cat, no doubt smelling the slave girl, approached the clearing. The witch’s enchantment was meant only for the Ibis and the creature shied away when it noticed the hulking form of Khat crouched beneath the tree.

 Khat lifted a wineskin filled with water treated with certain herbs that held properties which induced feeling of vitality and euphoria. He drank, swallowing several times until he felt the witch stiffen at his side. Slowly he lowered the wineskin and watched the Ibis creep into the glade.

 The creature was humanoid and covered in short, milky white fur. The hands ended in talon tipped fingers and the feet in cloven hooves. Above eyes of albino pink two long, straight horns of ochre bone thrust up, adding over a foot of height to the tall beast.

 The creature’s eyes narrowed as it smelled the slave girl. Its nose twitched in greedy anticipation and it stalked forward. From the tangled thatch of achromic fur at the demi-human’s crotch the long pink spiral of its erection emerged.

 The girl began screaming around the ball-gag when the weight of the Ibis’ hands fell across her naked buttocks. Excited, the Ibis scrambled around her legs, trying to mount her.

 Khat rose, making ready his bolas. The witch’s hand found his leg in warning as the Ibis suddenly turned its head toward the place of their illusion. Khat froze, every muscle tensed. He waited, forcing himself to still. If the faun-thing spooked the corsair knew he’d never catch it in a chase.

 The Ibis sniffed the humid air but his nose was filled with rich copper-tang of the girl’s menstrual blood. Crouched beside Khat the witch’s lips quivered as she whispered her incantation.

 Satisfied, the Ibis snorted and turned back toward the bound girl. It grabbed the girl’s hips and aimed the pink shaft of its erection toward her exposed sex. The wild thing seemed to quiver with the strength of its need.

 Khat lifted the bolas, two weighted balls on either end of nearly five feet of strong hemp-rope. He snapped his arm and started spinning the hunting tool. In three tight revolutions Khat had them up to speed and he stepped forward, shattering the witch’s glamour.

 The Ibis looked up in sudden fear and Khat released the bolas. The Ibis struggled to rise off its knees. It came up and twisted to run just as the bolas caught him. The rope trapped its arms tight to its robust torso and wound the demi-human up like a child’s top.

 The two weighted ends thudded into the creatures chest and back with brutal force and drove the thing to the ground. Khat moved fast across the clearing, the thick muscles of his legs exploding him forward with relentless power.

 The corsair wore a harness and tightly folded loincloth in the heat. Khat’s body was grotesquely muscled and covered in swirling tattoos. Other than the bolas and a belt knife he was unarmed and so moved that much faster.

 Arms bound tightly, the Ibis bleated in rage and fear. It twisted its head and tried to rise to its feet. Khat lowered his shoulder and drove into the struggling demi-human. Behind him the witch raced forward. The Ibis saw Khat leap and tried to twist its horns around.

 Their bodies collided with the sound of a dull slap. Khat reached up with hands the size of shovel blades and grabbed the Ibis by its ochre horns. The corsair wrapped his legs around those of the Ibis and arched his powerful back, wrenching the Ibis by the horns until the creature’s head twisted painful and locked to one side.

 Frantic, the creature tried to buck its hips back into Khat to dislodge him but the big corsair used each frantic thrash to solidify his immobilizing hold like a jungle snake smothering and crushing its desperate prey.

 A shadow cut the glare of the equatorial sun from Khat’s eyes. He looked up and saw the witch drop to her knees beside the struggling fighters. Spittle flew from her lips as she uttered the incantation, frantic in her intensity. Sensing the power unfolding from the nude and hairless female the Ibis ceased struggling in Khat’s grip and began to bleat in terror.

 “Hurry!” Khat snarled. “Before its brothers hear it.”

 “It is no longer aroused!” The witch hissed.

 “Earn your money before we’re killed!”

 The coven-whore wasted no more words in futile protest. Her head dropped like a headsman’s axe and her mouth found the struggling Ibis at its root. The creature relaxed under the witch’s manipulations and Khat locked his ankles, trying to ignore the sounds of sucking wet rhythm the witch used to forced the Ibis’ excitement back.

 Once the shuddering creature was aroused the witch took the pink member in one steady hand and finished the creature off quickly. Khat felt nauseas as the Ibis stopped its bleating and merely began to quiver in his grip.

 The coven-whore guided the Ibis expulsion onto her poultice where cloth and ground vegetation soaked up the thick seminal fluid. She jumped to her feet, carefully folding the poultice cloth in such a way as to ensure nothing escaped.

 “It is done.”

 Khat released one of the Ibis’ colored horns and drew his belt knife. He pressed the edge of the blade down against the creatures throat. The demi-human stiffened in fear as Khat uncoiled from it.

 Khat crouched over the Ibis, knife at its juggler. Slowly Khat rose and finally pulled the blade free. The faun-thing scrambled to its feet and ran off into the wetland. Sweat rolled down off Khat’s forehead and pooled in the empty socket of his left eye.

 “We good?” He demanded.

 The witch nodded as she carefully placed the poultice in a small haversack she had secreted in their blind. Khat walked over to the slave-girl and began cutting her bounds.

 “Lets get back to the ship,” Khat said.

 Present

 While Alyssa cast her invocation the mistress Infantana of Gomorrah’s tallest spire enjoyed the fruits of power three floors below the praying girl. She stretched on her chair like a cat and caught the reflection of herself in the numerous mirrors she had set about the private room.

 She liked what she saw reflected there, liked how it made her feel; aroused and self-satisfied. She wondered how that ass, Khat, could have thrown away their nights together. His sudden leaving made her angry and frustrated. She looked to her slaves.

 “Pour.” The Infantana command.

 A slave boy sprang to obey but the blonde aristocrat stopped him with a gesture of her leather riding crop. Instantly the boy froze and the serving girl beside him stepped away from the wall and scurried forward.

 Tongue pressed against the full swell of her bottom lip, the Infantana watched the dusky skinned slave fetch the decanter of chilled wine. Shut away from the sea breezes, the new ruler of Gomorrah wealthiest family wore the briefest of silks against the wetland heat. The silks were of deepest purple, the color of mourning, and made the vivid platinum of her pale hair shine in contrast.

 Slowly the Infantana lifted the slender arm holding her cut crystal glass from the arm of her luxuriously padded and throne-like chair. She lifted it out toward the girl in a lazy gesture.

 “Pour.” She repeated.

 The smooth flesh of the Infantana was oily with perspiration and her silk garment clung to her folds and secret creases. Her husband had died two days ago, on the night of his wedding to the much younger woman. An old man, his daughter Alyssa from his First Concubine and only heir, now lay locked in a tower chamber “grieving” for her father until the new ruler of the family spire decided she had shown proper respect.

 The girl began to pour the wine. Amber liquid spilled smoothly into the glass from the decanter. The Infantana watched the girl’s breasts dangle loose in her short toga as she bent over to pour the chilled wine. The Infantana casually moved her hand so that the crystal chalice deviated from the stream of amber fluid. Wine spilled on the animal furs at the foot of the Infantana’s chair.

 “Stupid, girl!” She shrieked.

 The Infantana rose to her feet while the slave girl moaned her fear and collapsed to the ground in supplication. The Infantana was merciless and swift. The riding crop rose and fell, raising welts along the soft flesh of the girls back. The Infantana’s heavy breasts rose and fell with the exertion and her face twisted into a wild grin.

 “Forgive me, mistress!” The girl wailed.

 The Infantana was on her in an instant. Leaping forward she reached down and snatched the girl up by her hair. Twisting it cruelly, the tower mistress bent the girls head back and straddled her face in one smooth motion.

 “Show me,” the Infantana snarled. “Show me you’re sorry, little bitch.”

 The girl began to work her mouth and tongue without hesitation. So eager was the girl to please and so skilled in her supplications, that the Infantana, a skilled and subtle sorceress, did not feel the shiver of eldritch power that pulsed momentarily through her tower.

 ***

 The tower across from the Infantana’s rose above the library at the back of the spire temple. There the Caliph kept his chambers. He wiped effeminate lips with soft cloths and eyed the young slaves standing in mute phalanx along the wall. The little group of nubile youths had been a gift from the Infantana. The Caliph’s prayers to Cahlii, the First Among Equals, had been instrumental in releasing the protective wards on his former Lord’s soul, allowing the Infantana’s augurs to severe that corrupt soul from the mortal coil.

 The Caliph burped in satisfaction. He allowed his gaze to play across the volumes of books housed in the wall shelves around his chambers. His collections of rare and diabolical tomes were legendary even in Gomorrah, a cosmopolitan city known for its libraries. So legendary that even the Infantana’s young charge, Alyssa, had begged to be allowed to look upon them.

 The Caliph swilled his wine and pushed the plate of pastries away. He idly fingered his nose with a bejeweled finger and wiped the prize on his long robes. He patted the gigantic roll of his stomach and looked at the barefoot slaves dressed only in leather loin wraps and collars of hammered metal.

 “Here.” The Caliph snapped at one of the lean young men.

 The youth stepped quickly forward. The Caliph slapped the table top beside him. Immediately the slave bent at the waist and pressed his forehead against the smooth wood. Slowly the Caliph reached across plates of half eaten delicacies and found a bowel of butter grown soft in the heat.

 He drew the butter to him and turned to admire the flanks of the slave bent over beside him. Beyond the motionless servant rose a stack of bookshelves. Housed there were many of the scrolls dedicated to the art and positions of copulation. The Caliph rose from his chair, butter in hand, and began to adjust his robes. Contained among the erotic psalms was a particular grimoire of immense possibility. The girl Alyssa had fairly trembled in awe when he had pointed it out to her by name. He’d let the suggestion that he might somehow be persuaded to allow her to look at it dangle.

 The Caliph set the butter dish down on the slave boy’s back. He reached into the dish and squeezed the butter into his fist until it dripped between his fingers. He threw dollops of it down across the slave’s flesh.

 His eyes sought the spine of that particular grimoire. Standing naked behind the boy the Caliph suddenly froze. Butter dripped out of his hand and dropped to the floor in yellow curds.

 The book was gone.

 Prior

 Khat stood on the forecastle near the solar panels. He chewed one of the bitter green pills with the strange little rune carved into them.

 "Tell the men to get the ship into position," Khat ordered.

 "There's been a change of plan," Sonja answered, his voice low.

 Slowly, Khat turned. His primate stood at the front of a tight triangle of the corsair’s six man crew. The cutthroats behind Sonja watched Khat with narrow eyes, sweaty hands tight on the hafts of weapons.

 "Maybe your whore of a mother changes plans," Khat answered. "But on the Twisted Cross I'm the one with the plans." His hand came to rest on his waist.

 "We want the girl." Sonja said. Behind him the men grunted and nodded.

 Khat sized the group up. He had kept his crew small for this part of the operation. He had picked good fighters and, though Khat was at least 70lbs heavier than the next biggest man, he knew the corsairs were all cat quick bladesmen.

 "We want the girl," Sonja repeated. "This is your fault, Khat. You think you can bring a coven-whore on board and start throwing down sex magic and not expect us to need an outlet?"

 "So take the coven-whore," Khat offered.

 Sonja laughed and the sound was bitter. "We're not as careless with our souls as you. Give us the girl."

 Khat took a fold of his cheek between his teeth. He found an old scar there and relaxed. He tried the other side of his mouth and found soft flesh. He bit down and blood rushed hot across his tongue.

 He smiled at Sonja and his teeth were bloody.

 "Frenzy!" Sonja screamed in sudden realization.

 The Primate exploded into action. His naked cleaver swept up and behind him as the cutthroats, hardened killers to a man, lifted their own weapons in response. Their snarls and shouts were like the growling of a wolf pack as it descended on a wounded bull.

 Khat's big fist struck Sonja in the sternum. The thwack was sharply audible and the Primate staggered back, gasping for air. Khat turned as the first of the cutthroats leapt forward and swept down with the wicked curve of a boat hook. The point of the rudimentary weapon gouged a chunk of flesh from Khat's massive shoulder and blood spilled down the big man's tattooed arm.

 Khat drove the edge of his hand into the attacking sailor's neck. The hook-wielder staggered backward, his throat crushed. Khat twisted at the waist and lifted one huge foot up and planted it straight into the face of a third man rushing in with a knife held low. The renegade dropped to the floor and Khat leapt laughing among the rest.

 Blood splashed out in great arches, splattering the wood of the ship and staining the solar crystals used to power it. Khat's frenzy locked him in its fierce, totalitarian grip. Halfway through it the men started to beg for mercy and he buried his lips to their acrid, unwashed necks and ripped their jugulars out with his teeth. He buried his blunt thumbs in eye sockets, he swept grown men to the deck and used his sandal heels to dash their brains out.

 He howled like a wild animal and killed with preternatural strength and speed. He broke the back of the last man over his knee like a rotten branch and silenced the killer’s screams. Khat licked the speckles of gore from around his mouth. His eye, red-rimmed and wild rolled, searching for prey.

 Slowly he sank to his knees in the congealing blood and scattered corpses. He put a hand out to steady himself and it slipped on the gray-blue loop of an intestine. He fell hard to the deck and lay there. The frenzy seeped from his body like heat from a fire. He caught a motion rushing towards him and his heart thrilled at the chance for another kill.

 He caught the figure in his hands and began to throttle it. Spots swimming before his eyes cleared and he saw it was the slave girl. Even a heartbeat before Khat could not have stopped himself from crushing her neck like overripe fruit.

 He released her and she collapsed against him. She trembled, huddled in the lee of his arm. He tried to shush her, to tell her she was safe but his throat was still constricted from the thrill killing. He croaked something and she put her face next to his ear. Her breath was hot in his ear.

 "Don't let her have me," the slave girl begged. "Please."

 Khat felt slow witted and stupid as he emerged from the cloud of his murderous fugue. "Her?"

 "Me, corsair. Me." The coven-whore answered. “I want the girl.”

 Standing above his prostate form a figure blocked out the sun shining in Khat's eyes, showing only a black silhouette. He saw the pendulous sway of the coven-whore’s full, nursing breasts.

 His hand slid down to his belt, not to the hilt of his blade, but to the little pouch he kept there.

 “Not the girl,” he said.

 “Look at you,” the coven-whore’s voice was husky with lust. “Weak as a kitten, lying in the gore of your frenzy. My contract with you is done. Your augur cast. You are too weak to fight me. Give me the girl or give me you, but give me something to put between my legs before I burst into flame!”

 The coven-whore’s voice had risen to a shriek as she spoke and Khat pretended to cringe as she screamed. He slid another of the little green pills into his mouth and bit down hard.

 “Go,” he told the girl. “Go, she can have me.”

 He reached down with one hand and exposed his cock. The coven-whore shifted and he saw the avarice fill her eyes with ghostly illumination. He felt her small, clever hands dive to his groin and roughly jerk him to readiness. The green pill was bitter on his tongue.

 Khat closed his eyes as the coven-whore squatted down over him and he heard the girl scrambling toward the safety of his cabin. The coven-whore’s grip was liquid and hot and she made sounds like a wounded animal as she mated. He gritted his teeth against the pleasure and waited for her to finish.

 Only as he grew closer and she began to drink him further did the witch realize she’d been tricked. Prey had become predator. She suddenly tried to disengage herself as she understood it was she who was weak and Khat who was strong.

 “No! No!” The coven-whore cried.

 His hands closed around her narrow waist like manacles and his thrusts became rapid blows and the wet slaps were clearly audible across the deck to where the slave girl huddled. His face twisted into a snarl of satisfaction as the burning built up in the base of him and he began to erupt.

 The slave girl looked down at the withered, burnt out husk of the coven-whore in amazement. Khat pushed the used waste from him, his body fairly vibrant with energy. He felt the markings of power mixed among his tattoos answer the call of the stolen energy and his hue became golden as esoteric power burned through him.

 “How is this possible?” The slave girl wondered. “How can a handmaiden of Cahlii be taken in such a fashion?”

 “Cahlii is not the only god in the heavens.” Khat answered. “In Other Days the apothecaries of Anubis made medicines against the succubi. Cahlii’s influence is not invincible.”

 “She is first among equals, Mistress of the Quatrain,” the slave girl argued, referencing the Four Gods who ruled in Gomorrah, the Tiered City. “She has ruled for a thousand years.”

 “Times change.”

 “But I saw you sleep with her, before, in the cabin. Why not then?”

 “When a coven-whore gathers the forces she needs to become succubi there are by-products formed, certain secretions in the vagina. The thaumaturgy in the powders I took react to those, additional secretions, not to the coitus itself. You thinking of become a sorceress? Don’t worry about it. I am master here, that is all which demands your attention.”

 The slave girl hung her head and waited meekly for Khat to express his will. She studiously avoided looking at the withered mummy laying like a shucked corn husk on the corvette’s deck.

 “Come with me.” Khat snapped. “I will free that collar from your neck if you can guide my ship. I killed my crew and my witch, you will be my navigator.”

 “Me? I am but a pleasure slave.”

 “Not to me. Now shut up.”

 Present

 Alyssa sprawled across the floor of her room.

 She was spent by the energies of her magicks and the teeth rattling force of her orgasm. Her legs were damp from her touch and the high breeze coming in through the open window brushed her gently there like the head of a snake searching among tall grass.

 She rolled over onto her hands and knees, hair hanging in her beautiful face, breasts dangling under their own weight. She gasped in recovery and with her sigh she heard the sound of wings.

 Her head snapped up and her startled eyes found the terrace. She heard it again and this time the sound did not fade. It was the rustle of powerful wings beating. She knew it well. As the daughter of a Gomorrah Liege she had gone a-falconing many times.

 Uncertainty touched her then, for the wing sound promised a size she might not have anticipated. She forced her fear back and drew herself to her feet. The sound of those terrible, beating wings filled the air outside her window, smothering the rush of the sea. She heard a rustle and then the wings fell silent.

 Alyssa moved around the raised dais of her bed, trying to see out on the balcony at what form her invocation had taken. Her stomach knotted from apprehension but the folds between her legs were still damp and warm from the summoning. She stepped forward.

 “Come,” she whispered. “I have called you. Come.”

 The creature stepped into her bed chamber. Alyssa gasped. She knew in one certain instant that this creature had come to command and not to serve. In that same instant she understood that this was what she wanted as well. That it was the only way things could be. She sank to her knees in genuflection.

 “Liege,” she whispered.

 The creature was magnificent. The Seraphim ducked beneath the arch of the door. Larger than any man, it was smoothly muscled and colored a deepest ebony and completely alien. Its beauty was preternatural, its maleness excessive and the spread of its wings gigantic. In its hand it held an intimidating glaive and in the blade was set a crystal stone of obvious power.

 The thing drew black obsidian lips and revealed the strong white teeth and fangs of an aristocratic vampire. When it spoke its voice was the deepest of rumbles and the vibrations of its words rolled through Alyssa’s slight, feminine body and straight into her womb. It made her gasp.

 “Behold. I am Abraxsis, Herald of Anubis.” The Seraphim spread his arms wide, holding his glaive aloft. His erection rose to frightening proportions even as the terrified Alyssa looked on. It frightened her and drew her the way men sick with the arson-fever love fire, wanting to control it and be consumed by it both at once.

 “Behold, Abraxsis.” The Seraphim repeated and stepped forward. “You have called me to spill blood in His name and my price must be met.”

 It grinned and its animal fangs glittered wet and white against the vivid jet of its lips. Alyssa, suddenly and acutely aware of her nudity, fell back before the creature. Her eyes were wide as the vision of him filled her gaze and as he stalked forward, a strange and savage demigod, she began to loose herself in his majesty.

 “I know the price,” her lips quivered. “I know the price and for the heads of my Infantana and her Caliph I will pay it.”

 “You dare call Abraxsis, Herald of Anubis, for common murder?”

 He towered above her and she cringed between the muscled columns of his legs. She looked up and saw how the twin spheres of his testicles, as large and round as a bull’s, were drawn up tight against the thick shaft of his erection.

 She realized then that he could smell her own virginity like an aphrodisiac and she understood what the old magics had promised; how far these beings of light and dark were willing to go to claim something no longer even remotely sacred among her own kind.

 She fell back before him and unfolded her legs. Her heart hammered in her chest and she felt the answering rush down between her thighs. She saw his nostrils flare like those of a dog scenting blood and she saw his erection fairly quiver with his anticipation.

 “Do it,” she whispered. “Take what you want, what you need, then make me Infantana in Gomorrah as my father would have wished. Destroy the enchantments of that bitch sorceress, my false mother and her Caliph. Kill them for me, lover.”

 Then, as the grimoire she had seen in her dream instructed, she parted the sticky folds of her lower lips and whispered the Seraphim’s name in the wild tongue. Abraxsis, roared and fell upon her.

 He reached down and caught her under the legs behind the knees and lift them up, changing the angle of her pelvis in one smooth motion. Alyssa panted in apprehension, her eyes glued to the monstrous member pointed at her like a deep purple battering ram.

 The thing's cock was no more human than he was. It was shaped like the members she'd seen hanging from stallions or mules when they pissed in the street as she passed carried by tower slaves in her curtained pavilion litter. The girth of it was frightening and she, a stranger to the touch of a man, began to realize how much this was going to hurt.

 The head of the thing found the sticky lips of her vagina. Desperately her hands flew to the inside of her thighs and she tried to press apart her sex as best she could. The head butted up against her and Abraxsis snorted, bull-like. He pushed harder and she cried out as he at last placed the tip inside her. His hands pushed on her knees, pressing them farther apart.

 His eyes rolled wildly and she feared he'd crack the bones of her hips if she didn't give enough. It had not occurred to her until that moment that she could die from this. One hand flew to her clitoris and she began working it frantically, trying to provide enough lubricant to keep him from ripping her apart.

 She grunted like a man trying to hoist a heavy load as Abraxsis pushed harder. A quarter of his length managed to slip into her. He was not gentle and after the first thrust it was her own blood that greased the action. She through back her head and bit down hard to fight a scream. Her hands found the bedsheets and clawed them into knots.

 Her head swung back and forth as he pushed himself deeper still. She felt filled up, ready to burst. Only half of him was inside her and already she had the sensation of his tip ramming up against her cervix.

 Abraxsis snorted and his eyes narrowed to slits with the pleasure of it as her maidenhood painted the inside of her thighs scarlet and crimson. His grunts were like growls, like an animal ripping meat from the bone. His powerful hips began to move faster.

 Each thrust shoved her hard, sliding her across the bed away from him. He drew out to just the tip then changed his grip to the crease where thigh met waist. He yanked her back toward and his erection slid into her so hard and fast she felt impaled.

 She screamed then and Abraxsis began fucking her with real fury his dark, horned head thrown back. He slid in and out of her fast and hard and spittle gathered in the corners of his mouth as his head lolled.

 Through the gauze of her own pain she looked up and realized something, understood something. It was something terrifying, something darkly wonderful, something so powerful it sent currents of dark energy through her body.

 He was hers completely in this moment. Her hands, small and soft compared to the heavy slabs of muscle on his arms, gripped him by his huge wrists. Her fingers clamped down hard around him.

 Her hips began to rise up to meet his. The creature whimpered as his pleasure took him. The drool at the corners of his mouth ran down the sides of his face and dropped on her belly. The spit was hot.

 “Do it,” she whispered. “Harder. Give it to me!” And when she shouted it, it was an order and the archangel obeyed.

 He removed his hands and leaned forward toward her. He posted his weight on the bed arms to either side. His hips continued grinding out their violent assault. Her arms came up underneath his and her nails found the broad expanse of his back.

 Tears ran freely from her eyes as she clawed furrows down his torso. At first she clung to him, like a drowning man to a piece of flotsam in a storm up at some point inside her the balance tipped and she began raking him until his blood came in rivulets and rolled down to splatter on her.

 The pain did not matter, though she could not keep from crying out. Each thrust of the daemon pushed her closer to vengeance and to the tower throne. The pain cleared her head and made her think of the pleasures to come and when at last, the boiling mess of his seed splashed inside she took him in greedily.

 “Yes, yes,” she whispered, breath searing his ear. “Yes, lover, yes. Now kill them. Kill them all!”

 Prior

 Khat draped the slave girl across his knee. He felt the soft crush of her breasts against his leg and her silky hair spilled across his lap. He used his big hand to turn her head as he wished, exposing the back of her neck. She could still smell the coven-whore on him.

 “I’m frightened,” she whispered. “I do not understand why you saved me.”

 Her breath was warm and soft on the naked skin of his thigh. He felt her lips move as she talked softly, not wishing to displease him.

 “There is danger. You know this. The rune-spell could slip beyond my control as I ink it into your tattoo. It would burn your mind to a cinder. I have never had this happen to me.”

 “Why did you save me?” She repeated.

 The girl lay still as Khat began to ink the symbol into her skin using the stylus needle. His actions were steady and carefully. The tattoo was a powerful and permanent enchantment.

 “Because I wished to,” he replied.

 “Even though it has put your plans in jeopardy?”

 “I did not wish to give you to them. They sought to use their influence over me to make me do something I did not wish to do. I will not be played in such a matter. Ever. Better death than compromise.”

 “You never compromise?”

 “Not with humans. Sometimes one must in order to deal with other, more powerful creatures. But never easily. I have not done something I did not wish to do since the Legion.”

 “You are a Legionnaire?”

 “I was, for a time. It was a reward.”

 “A reward?” Her voice was incredulous. “A reward for what?”

 “For killing a man.”

 “The Legion is a punishment, not a reward. How could service in the Legion be a reward?”

 “I was in Primus at the time.”

 Despite the danger to herself if Khat’s hand faltered, the girl stiffened in surprise. She remembered her danger a heartbeat later and stifled her outburst. Khat had anticipated her reaction and held the stylus away from her neck. When she was still again he slowly lowered the needle back to her flesh.

 “I suppose being a slave-soldier is better than being a convict in Primus.” She said, choosing her words carefully.

 “The Centurions of Gomorrah rounded me and my street band off the docks during the food riots when I was eleven. They dumped me into Primus and left me to the mercy of the rape-gangs and the yard bulls. I had managed to smuggle a piece of wire inside with me. The first Happy Jack that tried to take me I fell in his arms like I wanted it. He let his guard down and I jammed it through his eye and into his brain. I didn’t sleep for the next two days, just stayed on the move through barrack billets and the open yards and the flesh pens, always moving one step ahead of the bulls and rape-gangs.”

 The slave girl remained silent and still while Khat’s sure hand worked on her tattoo. “Did they catch you?”

 “It might have been better if they had,” the corsair laughed.

 “What do you mean?”

 “I mean I climbed and slid and ran over every square inch of that hell while they ran me down. I saw how fiefdoms had been carved out, how the inmates kept order. How Primus was like the Tiered City in microcosm. Strong utilized weak; for power, for sex, for gain, for amusement. But the strong are not always the warriors or the slavers. Sometimes they are the Caliphs or wielders of thaumaturgies, or merchants, or politicians. Sometimes it is just a man with a blade. Doesn’t matter, doesn’t change the fact that no one will free you but you. You must be willing to free yourself and, to do that you, must be willing to face death.”

 “You could free me. You have that power.”

 “I do not have the time nor the inclination to petition the Slaver’s Guild on your behalf. By the time I’m finished here the Navigator’s House won’t want you free, you’ll be non-guildsman competition. I need you now for my plan to work.”

 “If you had let me go you’d have your Primate.”

 “I don’t care. I wanted what I wanted and I won’t be manipulated by coven-whores and cutthroats.”

 “How did you escape them?”

 “Who?”

 “The rape-gangs?”

 “I became something worse.”

 Present

 While Khat prepared his spell, the Caliph threw open the door to the Infantana’s room.

 The Mistress of the Tiered City citadel looked up from where she squatted drunk, on the floor. Pinned beneath her legs the serving girl squirmed for air. Slack with pleasure the Infantan’s face snapped into a snarl of fury at the interruption.

 “How dare you!”

 “Alyssa has taken a grimoire,” the Caliph interrupted.

 Instantly the Infantana was on her feet, screaming for her cohort. The Caliph shrank against the wall as the ruler’s bodyguard sprang into action. They were cold-eyed soldiers long used to suppressing slaves and policing civilian subjects. They could wield blade and club and whip with equal skill. Mercy was as beyond their ability to comprehend as democracy.

 “Bring me that girl in chains!” The Infantana shrieked.

 The fear was on her now, as it was to the Caliph. Without the distraction of the serving girl’s quick tongue she could easily feel the electricity of thaumaturgy moving through her stronghold.

 The cohort spilled through the door as the Caliph began to ready his wards and weirds. He knew better than any there what it was possible to call forth from that book if one were willing to risk their soul.

 Prior

 In the hold of the Twisted Cross Khat made ready the incantation.

 On the floor of the hold he drew a Circled Swastika by smearing the clay and ash like residue of the Coven-whore's flesh. At the top terminus sat her skull, burned clean in his alchemy brazzier, to the side the seared remains of her severed hands.

 At the bottom in a rotten apple of an anchor lay her heart.

 Naked, Khat himself lay down in the center of mystical ward. Though the heat was already oppressive and the air stuffy from the sealed windows, he commanded the slave girl light black tapers set in tall candelabrums.

 The tallow was foul and the resulting smoke unclean. The flames burned more green than yellow and seemed to cast shadows without providing illumination. The girl coughed at the stench and backed away.

 Khat relaxed inside the hex circle and prepared to empty his mind. The images of spell flashed across his mind's eye like flaming brands. He felt a queasiness in his stomach and he swallowed hard against the knot in his throat.

 He opened his mouth to tell the girl to go now but something stopped him. He paused, considering the sudden thought. He didn't know why he had it. He certainly hadn't worried about it before this moment.

 He spoke anyway.

 “I may not wake,” he told her. “If I do and I am possessed then you are safe as long as the circle remains unbroken. In either case, if that happens, do as I have shown you and take this ship to the Tower of the Infantata in Gomorrah. You will be rewarded.”

 “Why risk such a thing?”

 “Who dares, wins,” he replied. “Now go.”

 After she climbed out of the hold he began the incantation. The words were neither human in origin nor pleasant.

 Khat was cold. He opened his eyes and sat up. All around him was an impenetrable black. Beneath his body he felt cold, slick marble. Confused, he stood and goosebumps raised on his flesh. There was the sound of water dripping in the background. His eyes tried adjusting to the gloom.

 Khat caught a flicker of light and spun in that direction. What he saw filled him with a dread he could neither name nor fathom. There was a cave of cold yellow light cut into the black. It backlit what looked like a castle porticos. Behind the bars he saw a crude lift, similar to something found in deep mines.

 He understood that somehow he was still in the hold of his sunship, but that the coven-whore’s poultice had allowed him to see into the nether realms of the mortal coil as he cast his spell of summoning. He existed in two places at once and the danger to him was great.

 Khat understood intuitively and with a great strength of emotion that he did not want to get into that elevator. He did not want to approach that light. Yet, in all this vast plane of reach less dark there was only that sound of dripping water and that grim cave of light.

 Clip-clop, clip-clop

 Khat gasped in surprise and fear. The sound came from everywhere and nowhere. It echoed around and past him so that the clamor seemed to come at him from every direction all at once. The single place he knew the noise did not come from was that frightening porticos and its elevator. Khat was too alarmed to tell if this was a good thing or a bad thing. His fear was unreasoning and overpowering, it was so different from his normal mien that it scared him all the more.

 He began mumbling in his fear, turning in all directions for some hint of succor or rescue. None revealed itself. He sank into a half crouch, overwhelmingly aware of his vulnerability because of his nakedness. His hands cupped his genitals as he turned, partly from shame and partly from the futile myth that it offered protection if he were attacked.

 He was naked and cold and alone in the dark.

 Clip-clop, clip-clop

 Now the staccato sound grew as whatever emerged from that sterile darkness drew closer. Yet, even as he felt his terror thicken, Khat still feared the promise of the elevator more and could not bring himself to run toward the one single place in all the dark he knew the sound was not issuing from.

 Then the darkness began to take form.

 Before his eyes Khat saw an outline darker than the darkness emerge and his stomach dropped away in fear. It was a massive outline, a rider on a horse, at once huge and black as ink. Despite himself, Khat fell back a step.

 Still horse and rider approached, neither speeding nor slowing but coming as inexorable as a river flowing. Khat gave back another step and then sank to his knees in hopeless surrender. Terror had robbed him of every virtue, of every ideal or aspect of nobility.

 Khat heard himself whimpering but could not stop. The dark shape loomed above him impossibly high and, as it drew closer, the shape congealed more fully from the melanoid wash of darkness. Khat knew a greater, fuller horror. Presented with the inexplicable, the corsair now bore witness to a vision of the impossible.

 Clip-clop, clip-clop

 The sound of hoof striking marble floor grew loud as thunder in high mountain valleys. It cracked and roared and seemed to shake the earth with the warning of its dire power. What came was many things; it was legend, it was horror, it was power in corporeal form. What it was not was rider and horse.

 The creature came to a stop inches from Khat’s cowering form.

 Still sobbing his fear, Khat at last summoned the courage to lift his face when the killing blow did not fall. He saw a hoof of gleaming atramentous as large as his head rising into a massively muscled leg. Whimpering, he scrunched backward and continued looking up.

 The beast rose above him in an endless flow of pitch-black hide and bulging, corded muscle so that the transformation from equine to demi-human began at the horse’s shoulders and was seamless.

 The human torso rose above the sleek black coat of the horse into skin of ebony so deep it seemed glossy. Each muscle was etched as if in warm, living marble twice as large as its largest human counterpart. The twin rows of the abdominal wall were stacked one atop the other like blocks in a prison tower. The incredible, broad looping muscles of the back protruded like wings on either side of the gigantic torso. A wide, flat chest supported massive, jutting breasts with nipples and aureoles of deepest purple. They sat high and the line of the creature’s feminine cleavage was as clean and vivid as the lines etched like polished steel in the huge, warrior arms and powerful shoulders that framed them.

 The shock of seeing the monster was female somehow felt even more incongruous to Khat than all the rest of it. He fell mute and looked up into the harsh, wild beauty of the beast’s face. Her hair was long and wild; flowing in thick tresses down her back where it became more mane than hair. Piteous eyes were set between prominent cheekbones framing full, sensuous lips and a broad nose.

 The look in her eyes and the cast of her features were haughty and utterly alien to anything Khat had even seen. The vision of her struck him dumb like a slap in the face. Her nostrils flared as she took in huge draughts of air, her lungs working like industrial bellows as her chest rose and fell. At her flanks a long tail flicked idly.

 From behind Khat came the sound of a chain running through metal pulleys and he turned toward this new stimulus. He saw the porticos rise and a short, misshapen figure emerged from the elevator. Backlit by the cavern, the figure’s features were impossible to discern but seemed male. The outline was short, reaching to only a little past Khat’s waist.

 “Impressive isn’t she?” The figure asked.

 It stepped forward as it spoke and the voice was rough with a thick, guttural brogue. The fear that had emanated from the open elevator now rolled before the approaching dwarf like fog.

 “I’d be careful, though,” the homunculus figure warned. “She’s in heat at the moment and the slightest thing can set her off. Nasty.”

 The squat manikin stepped in close enough for Khat to make its features out. Dressed head to toe in leather of a dark emerald green, the dwarf’s swollen belly was cinched tight with a wide belt of animal skin. The end of its long, crazed beard was tucked behind a buckle embossed with a strange bronze device.

 He grinned at Khat and his breath was fetid behind yellow teeth as crooked as a shark’s. His nose was a potato lump set under bloodshot eyes the color of mud but clever quick with demonic cunning. A greasy tangle of hair flowed out from an over-sized beret the same color of green as his leathers.

 His hands were thick and each fat finger bore multiple rings of gaudy, improbable size. The stones flashed and glittered faintly even though any ambient light in this place was hidden by the wide silhouette of the manikin itself.

 The splay-bodied thing stood there, hands folded patiently before him, seemingly content to let Khat make the next move or overture. Behind Khat the female shifted its massive bulk impatiently and heaved a sigh very much like a horse snorting. Khat felt like a man trying to climb to his feet on a sheet of ice.

 He could not find his purchase; too much had happened too quickly for him to even begin to comprehend. He was locked firmly in their terror glamour. Still, even though he remained confused and disorientated in this strange and terrible place, the place itself did not go away. The monsters did not dissolve. The nightmare did not end. Finally, because there was nothing else to do, he spoke.

 “Who are you? What is this place, where am I?” Khat swallowed a thick lump in his throat. “Am I dead?”

 “So you do have a tongue!” The manikin mocked. He cocked his shaggy head with low, protruding brow and grotesque slash of a mouth to one side, pensive. “Those are good questions, corsair. Very good ones in deed. Let me see. . .”

 The thick-bodied dwarf trailed off, eyes cast into black space. He placed his hands behind him after the fashion of an indulgent professor. On his hip, at his belt, a coiled lasso was tied. He looked back down at the cowering, naked Khat and laughed at him.

 “In order, then,” the thing began. “I am Delacroix and this beauty behind you, is

 Sheára. We are of the cohort of Ptah, the Opener of Ways.”

 Khat nodded, somewhat dully. The idea of names seemed rather pedestrian to him in the midst of such outrageous trappings. Smirking at his befuddled silence, the manikin continued.

 "This place is a sort of waystation. It is at once neither here nor there, but it is presently. No, you are not dead, at least not yet." The dwarf's grin was wide and sharp. "What say you, Khat? Would you like to escape the fires of hell?"

 Khat forced himself to look up. His terror gripped him like manacles. Slowly he compelled himself against his fear. His hand traced the rune sigil in the hot, desiccated air and his lips formed the command of release. In that instant the manikin no longer grinned and the female shifted backwards, shaking her head in confusion.

 The fear glamour was broken and Khat rose up. He towered over the dwarfish beast and his gaze almost reached the level of the female’s eyes. He stood before them a warrior, huge and powerful, unabashed in his nudity. He made a fist and his knuckles popped like thunder in the echoing silence.

 “Oh, there ain’t none of us escaping hell.” Khat grinned.

 “How, how,” the dwarf sputtered. “How did you know those wards?”

 The centaur bitch was smarter than her master. Shrieking in fury at the sudden threat she reared, front legs pawing the air as she brought her lance around.

 Khat pitched himself forward before she could bring the point of the long weapon around in time. He rolled under the flailing hooves and came up next to the still shocked manikin on the other side.

 The next part was the commitment. The dwarf was small in stature but in truth his strength was terrifyingly prodigious. One blow of a fist could smash open Khat's head like an egg. One shove would send him flying back, an easy mark for the centaur's lance.

 But Khat was also fast and Khat was also strong.

 Tiger like he sprang onto the head and neck of the dwarf. The shorter creature didn't stagger under the man's 300lbs. Khat's finger's buried in the things ears and his teeth found the pulsing river of the dwarf's juglar.

 He bit, tore felt scalding blood spurt across his tongue and threw himself clear. The centuar, moving fast was right behind him and the lance strike mean for the easy target of his broad back smashed into the shoulder of the dwarf.

 The she-mare screamed as she saw her master Delacroix stumble backward. Khat landed, threw himself sideways at once, rolling clear of the lance's range. Still on his feet the dwarf stood still as a statue.

 Blood squirted from his neck wound in jets as its heart pounded out its last. The hot scarlet fluid shot twenty feet into the dark and splashed the stone of the floor. Delacroix staggered forward one step. In slow motion his hand rose and pressed against his neck in a hopeless attempt to staunch the flow.

 The gesture was futile. Blood simply gushed out in rivers between its thick, beringed fingers and soaked his green leather jerkin til the thing was sopping as a chambermaid's mop.

 Crying in horror the she-mare dropped her lance and moved forward, human arms out. The dwarf took a single step and collapsed into the huge hands. She looked down into the twisted face of her evil master. Tears big as diamonds spilled across the sharp plane of her cheekbones.

 Delacroix died.

 Shock and anguish on her face she looked up in disbelief. Khat stood directly before. The blood of the dwarf lay smeared across his lips and teeth thick as paint. The frenzy, this time more powerful than he'd ever experienced surged through his body like a powerful narcotic. His veins stood out in molten bands of bronze against the hard, knotted lumps of his powerful muscles. His grin was barbaric.

 “Hello, pretty.”

 The she-mare dropped her lord, freeing her hands but it was too late. Khat brought his hammer of a fist up from his waist in a lightening hook. With a crack like snapping wood his thick knuckles drove into her jaw at the chin. Her head whip lashed around with a force that would have snapped a mortal spine.

 Instantly unconscious she dropped to the floor. Khat stood over the demon-spawn, chest rising and falling as his lungs worked like bellows. His eyes blazed reflecting the light from the deadly elevator in wild scintillations. He bent and picked up the lance.

 His laughter echoed down the endless benighted hall.

 The she-mare opened her eyes.

 Khat stood above her. Fury burned instantly in her gaze and she struggled to sit up. Fury turned to frantic terror as she realized her predicament. Her strong arms were bound fast behind her back with her former master's own belt, a mystical garment easily the match of her demi-human strength.

 She moaned with rage and tried to rise off her side. Delacroix's lasso bound the slender width of her ankles together. She was helpless. Eyes black with hate she glared up at Khat.

 Casually he lay the point of her lance across her throat. She stiffened as she felt the preternatural sharpness of its point rest against her own jugular. Despite herself, images of how her twisted former master bled out filled her imagination.

 “Things change quickly, Sheára,” Khat told her.

 She said nothing. As if distracted Khat slowly trailed the point of her weapon down her neck to the hollow of her throat. He let the weight of the weapon rest there and instantly the onyx skin parted. Deep, deep red blood oozed out and trickled down between the valley of her massive breasts.

 Khat started at them, watching them rise and fall like a man possessed. Easily he traced the lance down her throat so that the cold metal of deadly point nestled between the huge ebony globes. One shove and her heart would be sliced in half.

 He looked into her eyes to make sure she knew it.

 “Say it,” he almost whispered. “Say it, Sheára.”

 The she-mare closed her eyes but the pressure of that lance point and its lethal promise filled her every thought. Her whole body shuddered as she made her choice and resignation seeped deep into her as arctic cold.

 “Say it, Sheára.”

 “I yield,” she murmured, hating the taste of the words.

 “Louder.”

 “I yield!”

 Khat smirked. “I yield, what?”

 “I yield...Master.”

 “There now,” he said, pulling the lance away. “That wasn't so hard.”

 “Yes it was,” she spat viciously.

 He laughed easily. “Not as hard as this next part is going to be for you, I think.”

 She looked away.

 He leaned her pole arm against the wall and freed her arms and legs. Disdainful he threw belt and rope over to where Delacroix lay face down in a pond of his own cooling blood. The dwarf didn't look like a dead titan.

 He just looked dead.

 Sheára pushed herself up and found her legs. It wasn't easy but her appalling power was evident in the movement. She could rip human beings apart, crush them into jelly if she chose. In the past she had often chose. She was a queen of slaughter. It was why Delaxroix had made her his thrall.

 It was the same reason Khat did as well.

 Khat looked at her, face set hard. She refused to meet his eyes, keeping her chin down, gaze on the floor. He reached out casually and slapped her heavy breast. Her bosom swayed like a pendulum. She knew what had to come next. She had yielded and formed the arcane bond. Still, the ritual union demanded its sealing. It was The Way of The Quatrain.

 With that perverted pantheon how could it be anything else. The deities understood only Power and Power's currency was always either sex or blood. Often both.

 “Kneel,” Khat said, voice sharp.

 Obeying, Sheára lowered her front legs until she knelt before him. His hand reached out and buried itself in her long, thick tresses. He coiled up the slack and jerked her head up. The trace of his frenzy was still with him and he was more than strong enough.

 He forced her to look up at him. Neck twisted painfully her grinned down at her. She could smell the musky scent of him under the salty aroma of Delacroix's blood. Her tongue flicked out and wet her lips. Seeing the motion, Khat stepped forward and twisted her face upward hard enough to make her cry out. Her nose was in the bulge of his crotch, under the heavy sack of his balls.

 If he'd hated the Coven-whore then he despised the deamon kind. She tried to pull away but he had her at too strong an angle. At her rump her tail swished up and to the side.

 “Just finish it!” she hissed.

 Again, Khat laughed. Roughly he jerked her head back, making her wince in pain. “Oh, I know the price of the seal as well as you do. But I'm no titan that can mount a mare.”

 “What then?” she sounded hopeful.

 Khat reached down with his other hand and gently followed the outline of her full lips. She felt hope die in her breast. His big hand cupped her angular jaw. Her face held an evil, inhuman beauty to it. The smooth slopes of her breasts were magnificent.

 “How many have you taken in tribute,” he asked. His finger pressed hard against the swell of her lower lip. “Hhmm? How many human babies have died beneath your hooves, how much human flesh has passed these lips?”

 She knew the question was rhetorical. He pushed his thick, blunt finger into her mouth and across the soft bed of her tongue. She knew what he wanted and he was master. She sucked his finger like a dock trollop with a sailor's prick.

 “I think some more human flesh will pass these lips,” he told her as she licked at him. He pulled his hand free and exposed his cock. “The old ways don't say how the bargain is sealed. Only that it must be.”

 She looked away. He shook her head back and forth on her neck 'til she made a sound of ascension. He felt no pity, no mercy. She once ruled for centuries at the center of her own cult until the titan Delacroix bound her. Her taste for human sacrifice was well known.

 He planned to give some back.

 “Make me believe it, Sheára.”

 She felt the pull, the weight of the pact he held over her. He didn't have to force her to bend her head. Face in close he saw her nostrils flare as she inhaled him in like incense or opium smoke. Her breath was hot and moist and his cock jerked.

 Her tongue, warm, wet, heavy, found his head and she licked slowly. He began to grow. Her hands came up and rested against his thighs as she slid him deep into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked and her tongue lathed his shaft.

 He felt himself swell, stiffen in her mouth and grunted. Her head began to bob in a slow, smooth rhythm up and down his length. His shaft throbbed and his veins were blue. She made soft, slurping sounds, her saliva coating his erection like grease on a piston rod.

 Her head began to bob faster. He reached up with his other hand so that he had hold of her by the hair with both. The better it felt the harder he pulled. He began to gently move his hips in time with the bob of her head.

 The purple head of his erection found the back of her throat and she gagged. He moved his hips harder, forcing his cock where he wanted it to go. She gagged again, mouth filled with spit and he pulled her hard against his crotch.

 Her throat relaxed and he slid in like a blade into a sheath. He sighed and his toes curled against the smooth stone of the floor. It felt like his cock was buried in a silk purse hot as lava. He thrust harder and ropes of spittle spilled out of her mouth and flowed hot across his stomach, dripping down his balls. His hips began hammering her face, each thrust going deep down her open throat so that her gagging was a rhythmic, organic sound.

 He felt that familiar burning pressure building up at the root of himself and he yanked her hair violently. She tried moving her head faster to keep up with his pulls. Her tongue was glued to the underside of his shaft, curling around it in a highway of flesh, guiding him deeper into her.

 He grunted, taking a savage glee in the sound of her choking on him. Her spit hung in ropes off her chin now making his thighs damp. Some of the hot spit ran between his buttocks and that was the final push.

 He slammed himself forward, forcing his cock deep into her and down her throat. His semen surge along his length and dumped out inside her. He felt the powerful muscles of her throat milking him as she swallowed.

 He came up on his toes, grinding her face into him as he shot. The release was as powerful as any he'd known. As the last of him emptied into her he gently came back to rest on his heels, fists still knotted in her hair.

 “Don't move an inch,” he warned, voice thick.

 The tingling of his orgasm left him sensative and he slowly, almost gently rubbed himself inside her mouth, milking the last of it. He felt tense muscles relax and he sighed heavily. Slowly he unwound his fingers from her hair.

 “Clean me,” he ordered.

 She didn't protest, just continued working. She sucked the last of his juice clear and used her tongue to wipe away her own spit. With the violence of his thrusts some of his cum had splashed back out of her mouth and she licked it off his testicles. He watched her work. Her tongue was so pink against the deep black of her face it fascinated him.

 He had taken a dangerous gamble and come out right. He smiled. He put his hand on the top of her head, signaling her to be still. He used his other hand to pull his penis out of her mouth.

 He slapped it against her face making her close her eyes. Almost human, he thought. It was almost human. She would have held him in an unbreakable grip and let Delacroix rape him until his guts had come loose if he'd lost. Then she would have torn and swallowed his flesh off the bone while he was still living.

 She was no human; she was a creature of hell.

 Suddenly disgusted he tucked himself away and slapped the she-mare across the face with the back of his hand. Her head snapped back and the daemon gasped, more in surprise than pain. Blood trickled out of the corner of her mouth.

 “Get up,” he snapped. “We have work.”

 Present

 Alyssa felt blood splatter her naked body like monsoon rain. The screams of the dying reached her delicate, shell-like ears with all the joyous harmony of a symphony. She witnessed Abraxsis wielding his glaive with devastating effect.

 The long curved edge of the heavy blade bit through cuirass and helm to chop into flesh and bone. Guts strung across the silks of her bed and brains splashed against the flagstone of her chamber. Still the guardsmen charged forward, driven to frenzy by the enchantments of the Caliph behind them. As mindless automatons they faced the Herald of Anubis.

 Abraxsis towered above their heads. He swept his pole arm out and slashed throats or lopped limbs. Heads rolled and the blood flowed thick as an abattoir so that the stench of it was like incense. The death angel roared with laughter and his fangs were white against the onyx of his skin.

 One guard dove over the broken corpse of his compatriot with blade held high. Abraxsis snatched him by his throat with one huge hand. He jerked his arm and snapped the soldier’s neck. The Herald snorted with the effort and threw the limp corpse bodily across the room.

 It struck the Caliph even as his lips twisted with the intricacies of his incantations beside the dual image of the Infantana as she did the same. The spell caster was driven hard against the stone wall and his head bounced off stone with a sickening smack.

 The Caliph slid slowly down, leaving a smear of crimson syrup and strands of hair behind him. Without his power the Infantana was incapable of maintaining control of the terrified guardsmen.

 They broke like water through a dam. As one the survivors scrambled over the corpses of their brothers to flee the scene of their slaughter. The Infantana turned to flee but was caught and pushed aside to the bloody floor. Sandals left marks on her soft flesh as she was trampled beneath the feet of her mercenaries.

 Panicked, the Infantana heard a wild, lilting laughter. She turned her head to see her step-daughter giggling madly. The naked girl wore a dress of blood and her fists worked between her legs with insane intensity. Alyssa’s eyes fairly glowed red with the power of her possession and the Infantana knew the girl was gone from the mortal coil of this reality.

 “Cahliee! Cahliee!” The Infantana screamed.

 The Herald of Anubis shrugged his massive shoulders and his wings spread and flapped like those of some great eagle. He lifted up into the air and leapt forward the fifteen feet to where the Infantana cowered next to the corpse of her Caliph.

 “Cahliee! Cahliee!” Abraxsis mocked. “Your slut-goddess won’t save you. The laws of the mortal coil are fixed.”

 The Herald of Anubis threw his gore smeared glaive to one side and scooped up the lithe blonde. He ripped her clothes from her and laughed at her shame. He swept her up above his head and dashed her to the floor.

 The woman burst open like a ripe melon under the force of the death angel’s strength. Her flesh simply split apart like burlap as her bones were snapped and broken. Abraxsis knelt down and thrust a black, talon tipped hand into the cavity of her chest. He snatched her still beating heart from its seat and bit into it like an apple.

 Behind him the mindless body of the girl Alyssa shuddered with the strength of her orgasm.

 Prior/Present

 Khat came up out of the hold of the corvette in a rush. He rode Ptah’s cohort with one fist wrapped firmly in her hair like reins. He saw the tip of the citadel rise as the slave girl navigated his ship down to the balcony.

 He used his free hand to punch Sheára in the back of her head and snarled the geas command again. Compelled beyond her power to resist, the powerful creature suffered her indignity. Her hooves thundered across the sunship’s deck and her long spear was held ready in her hands.

 At Khat’s urging Sheára leapt into the air over the railing and onto the stone balcony below. The blood of the manikin Delacroix filled Khat’s mouth and scalded his tongue, driving him toward his consummate fury.

 As a boy in Primus, the prison of Gomorrah, the Tiered City, Khat had fled the rape-gangs and the thrill cannibals. In his desperate scramble for survival Khat had seen one small group of prisoners feared above all the others. The tiny death cult of Chronus, the eater of children and one of the dishonored tabernacle.

 He carved his own eye out with a heated spoon to join the ranks of the Twisted Path and learn the secrets of their powers. He spent ten years learning the craft of thug, assassin, devotee and acolyte. His skills were prodigious when the Primus Commander offered him a deal: escape into the military ranks of the slave-Legions and a shot at purchasing his freedom. In exchange he had only to deliver unto the Commander the heart of the Chronus sachem, a man who had grown to such capabilities even the centurions and yard bulls feared him.

 By that morning Khat escaped Primus.

 Now Khat once again gambled everything on murder.

 Sheára burst into the tower chamber, snorting wildly, firmly under the command of Khat’s geas. Through a fog of adrenaline and rage Khat saw the Herald of Anubis kneeling beside the mutilated corpse of his former lover, the Infantana. Khat’s search had lead him to a grimoire of eldritch power and the discovery of its location in the possession of the Caliph of Gomorrah’s tallest spire. He had bedded the vicious blonde sorceress and figured his gambit using the woman’s own manipulations to bring about her downfall.

 The spell of summoning had been but one among many in the arcane tome, singular only in the fact that the summoning of Abraxsis for vengeance had to be performed by a virgin daughter. Khat needed Abraxsis. The Herald was unique in his structure and the nature of his curse. Now that the death angel had been drawn to the mortal coil, there was nothing left but for Khat to take what he needed.

 He drove Sheára forward, forcing the creature to charge down upon the winged daemon. Abraxsis rose, sweeping up his glaive. Mystic steel rang on mystic steel as Sheára’s lance crossed with the daemon’s glaive. Sparks showered as the metals screeched in protest.

 Khat slid off Sheára’s back. He drew his sword from the sheath on his harness and its blade showed the marks of the rune-inscriptions burned there. Beneath the glistening sweat of his body Khat’s tattoos at began to glow and flash like sheet lightning with eldritch energies. His veins popped out amongst the knots of his muscles like flooding rivers and his body radiated heat like a furnace.

 Sheára tried to rear and bring her flailing hooves to bear. The Herald of Anubis blocked a spear thrust and whipped the glaive around in a blur. Ptah’s equine-daemon screamed in anguish as first her spear haft and then her front leg were snapped and severed and Sheára crashed in a heap before the triumphant Abraxsis.

 Khat lunged forward to bring his own weapon into play. Alyssa hit him in a scratching, screaming tornado. Her nails raked his face drawing blood and her teeth found the muscles of his shoulder. Her eyes burned bloody with the energy of her possession and she attacked in a blind frenzy as vicious as Khat’s own.

 Khat shrugged once and shook her loose. The screaming Sheára caught the winged daemon’s glaive on a downward swing and snatched it free. Khat turned and struck the possessed girl in her face with the pommel of his sword, shattering her teeth and driving her to the flagstone floor. Sheára dropped the pole arm, awkward in such close quarters, and latched onto the Herald’s throat.

 Abraxsis responded in kind and each creature struggled in the grip of the other. Khat lunged forward and shoved his blade deep into the daemon’s stomach. Abraxsis screamed at the pain and twisted Sheára’s head around like a toy.

 Khat heard the demi-human’s neck snap like a branch as he bent and scooped up the Herald’s glaive. Fangs bared the daemon whirled to face Khat, reaching for him, wings beating as he lifted into the air. Khat swung without grace or style but with simply, direct force.

 The mystic blade of the glaive drove deep into the daemon’s forehead. Abraxsis spun, knocked to the floor. The great body spasmed and the wings beat in reflexive furry. Khat held the pole arm like a captain clinging to the tiller of a ship in stormy seas.

 Abraxsis beat himself to death against the unmoving stone and Khat wrenched hard on the glaive, leveraging the daemon’s skull apart. He grasped the weapon handle and yanked but his feet slipped out from underneath him in the spilled blood. Khat landed hard on his back and the breath was driven from his body.

 The corsair looked over and saw the glaive fall from the Herald’s skull. Still hurt, Khat struggled to sit up as the daemon corpse fell still. With eager, greedy hands Khat grasped the edges of the daemon’s split head. He held fast and pulled hard. His blood frenzy changed to naked avarice as he looked into the opening he’d rent.

 The artifact sat encased in the blue-veined matter of the daemon’s brains. Khat reached in and tugged it free. The feeling was like pulling a shoe from thick mud and the sound was the same wet protest. Khat flicked his arm, cracking it like a whip and knocked the fleshy matter from the black iron device.

 A barbaric grin twisted Khat’s features into a gruesome mask. He studied the shape and weight of his prize. A flat, fist-sized disk made up the hub and from the hub black iron arrows thrust out in all directions like points on a compass. The arcane power radiating from the Chaos Sphere made Khat slightly nauseas.

 Chaos Sphere, Khat thought. He felt smug and he had to force himself to play down the giddy feeling that danced and surged through his body. He had done it. He rose and turned to the balcony where the girl steered his ship. He gripped the device tightly as he stooped and picked up the Herald’s glaive as well.

 Be warned, he told the world. Vengeance is mine.

 The clap of thunder detonated outside the room and the concussive force rippled through the chamber like a tsunami. Khat was picked up and flung across the room like a rag doll. He struck the wall hard and the breath was driven from him. He fell heavily to the ground, still clutching the Chaos Sphere.

 Through the open balcony Khat heard the slave girl scream and the sound of the hovering sunship bouncing against the tower wall. He thrust one hand against the ground and pushed himself up. His hand slipped in the gore and he struck the floor again.

 He snarled his frustration and forced himself up to his knees, painted scarlet with the splashed blood. From out on the horizon Khat heard Cahlii scream. It simmered up like a gale and then flashed across the turbulent ocean like sheet lightning. It hammered into the tower and spilled in through the open window until he was deafened by the din. Khat dropped his tools and clamped his hands over his ears against the agony.

 Abraxsis sat up. Part of his skull fell away and struck the floor. Like a marionette the Herald lumbered to its feet. Khat pushed himself away from the rising creature until his back was against the wall.

 Cahliee is displeased, the Herald said.

 With a start Khat realized the daemon had not spoken but that the words were echoing inside his head. Desperate, he scrambled to scoop up his prizes from where he had dropped them. Behind the disfigured Herald, Sheára forced her own mutilated corpse upward. On either side of the two fantastic creatures murdered guardsmen rose in shambling horrors.

 Khat felt sharp nails rake his flesh. He snapped his head back and forth. The Caliph and the Infantana clawed at him, eyes rolled back in their heads, mouths slack and hungry. Khat clutched the Sphere tightly in his fist so that the black metal spikes protruded through his fingers.

 Fear and terror surged through his body in wild pulses and he frantically began to flail his way free. He screamed in surprise and pain when he felt Alyssa’s broken teeth sink into his leg. He looked down and saw her ashen face latched onto his thigh. He buried the spikes of the Chaos Sphere into her skull and pried her from him.

 The Caliph looped arms around his waist and tried to bury his gnashing teeth in Khat’s crotch. Khat threw his hip around to block the corpse’s lunge. Undead guardsmen launched themselves at him like gamesmen on a field of play, trying to drag him to the floor.

 As fists and limbs rained in, driving him down, Khat looked up through the tangled knot and saw the twin shapes of Sheára and Abraxsis rushing forward. His mind spun like a wheel through panicked options, each more desperate than the last but he knew what he had to do even as blunt teeth ripped at the veins in his neck. He must give himself into the Sphere.

 He said The Word that he had lied and stolen and murdered to obtain and sealed his soul to the black device. He felt the metal vibrate in his frantic grip like a tuning fork. A flash of heat and light snapped out around him and his attackers were thrown clear. The Sphere leapt from his hand screaming with Banshee intensity and it felt as if his guts were attached to it by metal hooks.

 Khat screamed at the intensity of the pain, of the agony. Even as he screamed, helpless in the face of torture, the Sphere spun under the power of its weird. Its spinning violence lashed through flesh and ripped it apart with a living ferocity. A tornado of flesh and blood, gut and bone flew through the air, splashing bodies and walls.

 Through it all Khat screamed.

 He saw the heads of guardsmen detached with ragged, haphazard precision. Sheára, stumbling on her ruined legs was sliced through her breasts until her torso slid off her body at a sharp angle. The spinning, screaming Sphere tore through Abraxsis’ back and straight out the front of the Herald. It severed so many bones in the Caliph that the walking corpse drooped like a jellyfish washed up on the shore.

 Khat felt each puncture, each rend and tear that his mystic weapon inflicted. It was an unending torture but even as the agony of the death dealing mutilation racked his body Khat bathed in an oily feeling of fullness that engorged him. He felt arcane energies feeding him, making him stronger as he cannibalized the living energy being ripped from the animated corpses. It went on until he was fairly drunk and he knew without questions that if he were to unleash the Sphere on the truly living that he would feed on them like the vampire or the succubus.

 His pain was unbearable.

 He flopped on the ground, helpless in the face of the power that fed him and the price it demanded. He felt each rip and slice, each stabbing wound; each cut and stab, until he thought his flesh would simply fly off his body, ripped apart like sailors in the teeth of hungry sharks.

 Then it was over.

 He gasped and felt his heart lurch painfully in his chest. He sat up, body slick with sweat under the paint of gore. The Sphere was still clutched tightly in his massive fist and it was icy cold despite the fever pitch of his own grip.

 Like a man in an opium fugue, Khat staggered up to his feet. The pain had simply stopped and now he fairly thrummed with the power he had leeched. He kicked his way clear of the bodies and parts of bodies like a man breaking trail through a swamp. He was coated with bits of flesh like soggy parchment and he was crimson from head to toe, his hair clotted with blood and bits of bone.

 Giddy with the intoxication of his murders, Khat made his way to the window. He stopped and picked up the glaive of Abraxsis. He leaned against it, one hand still clutching the Sphere. He knew he had found the answer. Found the key to the pathway of revenge he had blazed out for himself so long ago in Primus.

 Khat went over the balcony and landed on the deck of his ship. He looked over at the slave girl. She stood naked at the tiller and held the sunship with a steady hand. She stood with feet spread wide in confidence at her new command. The wind off the sea played her hair behind her like a tattered banner. She met his gaze without flinching, unmoved by the blood that dripped with his every step and breath.

 “What is your name, woman,” Khat demanded.

 “Annja.” She answered.

 “Take me over the sea and away from the place, Navigator.”

 “Aye.”

 Smoothly the sunship rotated under her sure hand and slid out away from the highest tower in Gomorrah. Annja’s eyes were a fierce blaze as she exercised her power. Khat turned his face into the breeze and he couldn’t wipe the smile from his face.

 I’m coming, he warned. Let the mighty tremble, he felt himself laughing, the son of Primus rises and the works of man done in Her name will fall.

 Gomorrah, Tiered City, shrank behind him as he sped for the sun hanging low over the ocean. Beneath him the shadow of his sunship slid across the waves as he ran.

 end
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Little Bo Peep 

Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep, and doesn't know where to find them; leave them alone, And they'll come home, wagging their tails behind them.

...she loses more than her sheep...

 

[1] 

Little Boy Blue doing something dirty

Little Bo Peep wasn’t doing her job, and that was going to cause problems.

She wanted to be good (except when she wanted to be bad) but something

 

very interesting was going on behind the haystacks. She just wanted to sneak a 

peek, she’d seen it before, several times in fact, but she still found herself drawn

to it.

Overhead the sun was a lemon yellow circle in a pale blue sky. There were

thin ribbons of white clouds high up, just enough to accentuate the sunshine. The

grass in the meadow was the deep, rich green of early summer and she was

warm in her light linen dress. Behind her the wall of trees marking The Woods

was a dark, mysterious barrier.

As she walked toward the split-rail fence, some of the grazing sheep in the

meadow bleated softly toward her, questioning where their shepardess was

going. There were no sheep in the hayfields for the young woman to watch.

But sheep weren’t what Bo Peep was interested in watching.

Leaning her long crook against the railing, she slipped over the fence and

made her way through the yellow mounds of haystacks, some as big as little

houses. She was a beautiful young woman with big blue eyes and long blonde

curls tucked under her bonnet. Beneath that linen dress her body was a curved

sculpture capable of invoking sinful thoughts.

Bumble bees droned lazily and the hay smelled sweet as she crossed the

hayfield to where the wagon was. Little Boy Blue, who wasn’t so little anymore,

was nowhere to be seen. That was her first clue. Whenever she looked over her

herd and across the fence only to not see his broad shoulders hunched and

 

flexing in work, she knew what he was up to. 

As she drew closer to the wagon, openly sneaking now, she wondered what he

thought about while he did it. Does he think about me? She thought, then

blushed furiously. Stealthy as a doe coming to a brook to drink, she edged

around the wagon.

She heard him before she saw him and her heart began beating faster. She

knew that sound, she knew what he was up to. Curiosity burned through her

belly, powering her like an engine. And something else, something lower down

than her belly.

Slowly, she peeked around the edge of the wagon, breath baited in

anticipation, a warm, tingling feeling growing between her legs. Blue sat on the

ground, legs sprawled, pants around his knees, back to the wagon wheel.

He was handsome, with square jaw and wavy blond hair. Throwing hay and

other farm chores had helped him develop into a lean, well-muscled young man.

Now he laid his head against the rough wood of the wagon wheel and moaned

softly to himself.

In his lap his strong hand worked his erect cock as he masturbated. His fist

pumped up and down in an easy, rhythmic motion as he jacked off. His cock was

a thick, mushroom headed pole and his thatch of pubic hair was as blond as his

head.

Carefully, Bo knelt down on the ground, wide eyes glued to the scene

 

unfolding before her. He groaned again, safe in the assumption he was alone, and 

his hand began moving faster on the hard-on.

She was fascinated by the cock.

It looked a little ridiculous, and much different than ones she’d seen on farm

animals. It was pink and though quite stiff still looked like it would be soft to the

touch. As Blue’s hand worked it up and down she saw fingers of blue veins swell

under the pressure, making the pink helmet of the cockhead expand.

Her curiosity was an insistent, driving urge moving inside her. She wanted to

touch that cock, to see if it was hot, to get a feel for the flesh there. Was it so very

different from a finger? She wondered,

Recalling visions of stallions mounting mares and bulls cows, she

wondered what it would feel like moving inside her. Would it hurt? Would it feel

good? Do I get on all fours like mare, or do we do it some other kind of way?

Could we do it that way and other ways?

The questions burned in her and her stomach fluttered with butterflies as

she watched Blue stroking his dick. Curiosity wasn’t the only feeling moving

inside her however.

Unaware of her own actions until she felt her curious fingers slid past her now

inexplicably wet panties, Bo jumped in surprise and pleasure when she touched

the hard little nubbin nestled between her labia.

She sighed softly as she rubbed, feeling tension easing from her body like

 

warmth from a fire. Her finger moved back and forth, rubbing her clit as she 

watched Blue jack his dick.

Her thighs grew wet with her juices and she bit her lip as she felt a burning,

building pressure up inside of her. Just a few feet away Blue groaned openly

now, shaking his head back and forth, eyes squeezed tight. His hand was a blur

on his cock now and he was so warm Bo smelled his body scent, a musky trace

mixed with honest working sweat.

She thought about what it would feel like if his hand, big and rough, were the

one between her legs now. She slid a finger down between her sticky lips and

into her wet pussy, shuddering as she did. She wondered what it would be like to

have not her finger, but a fat cock like the one between Blue’s legs moving

inside her.

She moved faster between her legs, heel of her palm grinding into her swollen

clit as she moved her finger in and out. In front of her Blue’s body locked up

tight, muscles flexing hard and his ass came off the ground. He grunted with a

hard, animal noise and in the next instant she saw jets of pearly white cum shoot

out of his pee hole and splash on the rigid, well-defined wall of his abdomen.

Something was happening inside her, something terrifying but wondrous. A

ball of molten lava dropped down from inside of her rolled through her

quivering pussy. She bit her lip hard to keep from crying out but she still

moaned, deep and low and raw.

 

The sleek muscles of her inner thighs spasmed up as more hot fluid dripped 

from her an gooseflesh rippled up her arms and neck like surf running up a

beach. Her body shook and, unable to control herself, she ground down hard into

her own hand.

Her head went back and she closed her eyes, riding out the waves of pleasure


as her orgasm slid through her. There was a rushing in her ears and her heart

banged inside her chest, and, speaking of her chest, her nipples were so hard

they ached and it felt like relief when they rubbed against the inside of her dress.

A small, distant part of her mind didn’t understand that—she wasn’t cold.

After a moment she finished cumming on her hand and slowly lifted her head

and opened her eyes. As soon as she did she locked gazes with Blue.

He looked at her with shock, dick forgotten and growing limp in his hand, his

cum dribbling off his belly. His eyes, clear and pale blue as the sky overhead,

were stretched wide open in amazement.

“Bo?” he asked, voice hoarse.

“Oh my god!” she shouted.

In a rustle of skirts Bo jumped to her feet. Her cheeks burned, almost as hot as

the button of her clitoris had during her orgasm, and she realized she must be

beat red.

“Bo!” Blue repeat.

 

“You weren’t supposed to look!” Bo shouted over her shoulder. “You weren’t 

supposed to look you big stupid dummy!”

He struggled to rise as well, dropping his dick and yanking at his trousers. He

took a step, got his legs tangled up and went down. Already on the move, Bo

gained her feet and took off, skirt hiked up in her hands.

“Bo! Wait!” Blue begged.

Something in his voice sounded so sincere, so earnest, that she momentarily

forgot how compromised she was and laughter bubbled up out of her in musical

giggles.

“I saw your thing!” she taunted over her shoulder.

Coming to the split rail fence dividing the hayfield from the sheep paddock,

she hiked her dress up, giving Blue a flash of long, smooth legs and her ruffled

nice-girl-underwear before sliding over the top and snatching up her crook.

“Bo!” Blue’s voice was hoarse from his shouting now.

Bo laughed again, she hadn’t had this much fun in a while, and teasing Blue

was the most interesting thing to come her way since she’d taken over watching

the flock full time. If he’s nice, and doesn’t screw it up, she thought to herself, I

might let him pull it out in front of me again. It seemed to her like a very

generous gesture on her part.

As she entered her meadow pasture her black faced sheep began bleating in

 

recognition and welcome. As she ran forward they parted before her, white 

clouds of wool scrambling this way and that. She cast a look over her shoulder

and saw Boy Blue trying desperately to climb over the fence.

She turned and icy adrenaline surged through her body as fear gripped her.

Her feet faltered and she stumbled to a clumsy stop as she looked on in horror.

Across the field, where the fence ran up against the dark wall of old growth

forest making up The Woods, she saw a little lamb scrambling between the fence

rails.

“Pikachu!” she yelled.

The lamb bleated in response, wiggled its tail, and slipped through the fence.

Terrified, Bo Peep dropped her crook to the ground and snatched up her dress

with both hands. In the next moment the lamb disappeared between two gnarled

tree trunks and she began running in earnest.

She’d messed up. She’d messed up big time and Old King Cole was going to

be furious at the loss of one of his prize lambs. This was a serious situation. If

she could just reach the lamb before it got too far into The Woods, everything

could still be alright, if she lost that lamb she’d never live it down.

And, oh God, what if they ask why I lost it? What if they want to know what I

was doing!

The blood drained from her face and she fell into panic. Sprinting across the

meadow she hurtled toward the fence. Reaching it she grasped the top rail in

 

both hands and hoisted herself up. She had to get the lamb Pikachu back at any 

cost.

Strong hands grasped her hips and pulled her back into a powerful embrace.

She felt herself fall back into Boy Blue’s arms, felt herself press up into the hard

wall of his body, her mind racing to the image of his cock, of the cum shooting

out as he pumped it.

“Let me go!” she shouted.

“Bo!” he cried.

“Don’t you know how to say anything else?” she shrieked, frustrated.

She struggled wildly to break his grip, thrashing in his arm. His crotch pressed

against the curve of her ass cheeks and she felt his bulge squash between them. It

just made her all the more furious. She was embarrassed and ashamed and

racked by guilt. She had to get the lamb back.

“Bo, stop!”

“No! I have to get Pikachu!” she shouted right back.

“It’s not safe! Bo, please.”

“Fuck off!”

Her heel came down and crushed his big toe. He cried out in pain and surprise,

bending in pain and loosening his grip. As soon as her feet touched the ground

Bo Peep drop her heel into his shin, then her elbow into Boy Blue’s stomach.

 

“Oomph! Yow!” he grunted. 

His arms fell away under the unexpected blows and Bo Peep spun free of his

arms. Turning, she shoved and he stumbled down. Stumbling, he stepped back

into a fresh pile of sheep dip and his foot slipped out from under him. He went

down on his ass, landing hard and sprawling out in the grass.

Bo Peep didn’t wait. She launched herself over the fence, hearing her dress rip

as she leapt. Landing on the other side of the fence she cast about, looking for

the lamb. Off to her left, around a rotten log in front of a Mulberry bush, she saw

Pikachu disappeared into the trees.

“Bo!” Boy Blue yelled from behind her.

Plunging into The Woods, Bo Peep ignored him.

 

Just a little, ahem, bit lesbian 

For untold miles the forest stood supreme before her. Ancient giants, Sequoias

and Redwoods centuries old thrust branches toward the sky, seeking sunlight and

open air. Beneath the dense canopy of their foliage spread the twilight of the

forest flood, shadowed, eerily silent.

Here and there diffuse blades of sunlight slipped through the ceilings, the rays

penetrating the cool gloom. The floor was a soft, silent carpet of pines needles

and leaf mold. No undergrowth grew between the massive pillars except where

one of the gargantuan timbers had fallen, tearing open a gap in the ceiling. There

knots of underbrush thrived in the decaying humus of rotting bark.

On the ground insects rustled through the carpet and crawled up trunks.

[2] Dryad –

 

Snakes slithered, hunting the innumerable small rodents who dwelt among the 

tangled knots of roots. Birds sang to each other and fluttered from one perch to

another.

Despite these signs of life, The Woods felt oppressive to Bo Peep. She caught

a flash of white off between some trees and hurried in that direction. There was a

steep bank above a creek and she slid down, skirting beneath a tangle of

branches.

She came out from underneath them and it was as if she’d crossed a threshold

of some sort. She stopped moving, looking around, confused at the sudden

dangerous ambience that cloaked the woodland. She felt eyes upon her.

Something shifted off to her left and she turned to look.

Bo blinked, uncertain her eyes weren’t playing tricks on her. But in the

dappled light playing across the trunk of the ancient oak tree, a naked woman

emerged onto the forest floor. Narrow, inhuman eyes locked gazes with the

shepardess.

Bo felt the small hairs along her arms lift as an aura of supernatural other

worldliness washed over her. The nymph, a dryad, was a magical being,

something she never imagined she’d see. The Woods were already proving to be

a miraculous experience.

The dryad seemed to float toward her.

When she spoke the voice of the otherworldly creature was a soft, lyrical

 

sound and Bo Peep was captivated by it. And by the fact that the wood nymph 

was utterly naked.

Too fascinated to be bashful, Bo Peep looked upon the creature with open

amazement. Small mounds of perfectly shaped breasts came to conical points

above a smooth, flat stomach. The stomach swept down in a lithe wall to a

thatch of walnut pubic hair that covered the junction of her long, feminine legs

in a tight bush.

“Hello,” the Dryad said. She smiled and Bo Peep wasn’t sure she trusted that

smile. “Why, oh my, what has wandered so willingly into my woods I wonder?

Is it a blushing virgin?”

The dryad came to a halt before the flustered Bo Peep and the shepardess

breathed in with amazement. She felt her cheeks coloring as the dryad’s eyes

roamed across her figure. She must look a mess.

“I, I, I must look a mess,” she stammered.

Her eyes were drawn back to the naked breasts of the female fey, she’d never

seen a woman cavort so shamelessly before. Before her eyes the pert, pink

nipples suddenly length and deepened in color, growing hard.

“You look very good to me,” the dryad whispered.

Bo Peep realized with a sudden start, like a sleeper awakened from a dream,

that the nymph had come quiet close. Her breath, which smelled of clear-water

brooks and wild flowers, played warmly across Bo’s cheek.

 

“Such a pretty girl,” the dryad said softly. “Such a pretty dress.” 

The nymph’s hands came out and rubbed against the soft material of Bo

Peep’s dress. Small, strong hands slipped across the swell of her bosom and the

curve of her ass, feeling her up.

Shocked, Bo Peep pulled away. “Hey!”

“So soft,” the nymph pouted. She grinned, and the smile reminded Bo Peep a

little too much of a feral cat. “Did you miss your little lamb?” The vamping

nymph purred.

Bo Peep stiffened in surprise. Her heart leapt with hope to such a point that for

a moment she didn’t notice the nymph was behind her, pressing her naked body

up against her. The soft swell of the fey creature’s soft pressed into her shoulder

as her breath tickled her hair.

“You’ve seen my lamb? You know where he is?”

She felt insistent hands cup her ass and a tongue licked her ear lobe, sending

little shivers through her. Her nipples grew hard in her dress just the way they

had when she was watching Boy Blue jacking off. Now why would that happen?

She wondered.

She stepped forward, sliding out of the dryad’s grasp and turning to face her.

The wood-nymph moved with her so that when she turned around the beautiful,

naked, fey creature was right in front of her. Bo Peep tried stopping short but her

breasts still butted into the soft globes of the other female’s.

 

“Will you stop that!” she took a step back. 

“Stop what, dear?”

Bo Peep took a deep breath, bringing herself under control. Mother Goose

often gave good advice about dealing with the fairy kind. Focus, Bo! She told

herself.

“You’ve seen my lamb?” she repeated. “I ever so don’t know where to find

him.”

“Oh I saw the wee little thing,” the dryad admitted. Her eyes were a deep,

deep green. The green of rich summer moss, or the water of a high mountain

lake. Looking into them made Bo Peep thing of the wilderness...and of writhing,

straining bodies...

Bo Peep blinked herself out of the image, blushing again. “Where, where has

my little lamb gone?”

“Sadly,” the dryad stepped forward. “The cock-atrice took it.”

“What!” Bo Peep shouted.

This was not good news. The cockatrice was a sort of small, two legged

dragon. Basically a large snake with wings who had the feet and head of a

rooster. Bo Peep had never seen one, but she knew they occasionally haunted

The Woods near the settlements and stole farm animals and pets when hungry.

“Yes,” the dryad sad, apparently sadly.

 

“Oh no1” Bo Peep wailed. Tears built up in her big blue eyes and threatened 

to spill down her rosy cheeks.

The nyad pressed close to her and gathered her up in her arms. “There, there,”

she shushed. “I know it’s bad news, though...”

Bo Peep looked at her, so suddenly suspicious she forgot for a moment she

was held in the other’s embrace. “What do you mean ‘though’?” she asked.

“Sometimes the cockatrice doesn’t kill its prey right away. Unlike bears or

wolves or cats that keep a kill in some safe place for a while after it’s dead,

cockatrices often simply leave them in their nest, to keep the blood fresh.”

Bo Peep didn’t quite understand how, but the wood nymph had managed to

make the last word sound very dirty, filthy even. It was very confusing.

“Wh-wh-where is the cockatrice then?” she asked. She artfully extricated

herself from the dryad’s Sapphic embrace.

“I don’t know,” she said, voice husky. She stepped closer. “I’ve never been

that deep in the forest. My tree, after all, is here.”

Bo Peep pulled away and stamped her foot. “That’s no help.”

“You want me to be helpful?”

The dryad was directly behind her again, breasts pressing into her back. The

fairy wrapped willow arms around Bo Peep and hugged her close.

“Well, I would like to find my little lost lamb.”

 

“I suppose I might know something that could be helpful,” the dryad said. Her 

lips gently brushed Bo Peep’s neck. “But what would you do for me?”

“What would you want?”

“A kiss.”

“A kiss!” Bo Peep felt quite scandalized.

“A kiss,” the dryad repeated, voice firm. “Like you mean it.”

“What does that mean?”

“You’ll figure it out.”

“You’re really quite sinful.”

“I’m pagan, the stigma isn’t as ingrained.”

“Oh.”

Bo Peep didn’t know quite what to make of that. It seemed to alter things,

though she wasn’t precisely sure how. She really wanted to save her lamb. The

poor thing could be dead, ripped apart bleating by a savage cockatrice all

because she hadn’t been a good sheppardess.

The dryad pressed against her body, breath hot on her skin. “Tick-tock-

tick-tock, Little Bo Peep,” the wood nymph whispered.

“If I kiss you, you’ll help me? Bo Peep was dubious. The reputation of the

fey in negotiations was not stellar by any means.

 

“Kiss me like you mean it,” the dryad said, voice husky, “and I’ll tell you 

everything I know.”

Bo Peep stood very still, trembling as the dryad ran her hands over body

in lascivious caresses. Her nipples ached and she felt the familiar tingling in the

pocket between her legs. She looked into the wild nymph’s eyes and breathed

faster.

She nodded once, quickly, closing her eyes. She parted her lips and

pressed her face forward.

Nothing happened.

Confused, she opened her eyes and found herself staring deep into the

dryad’s translucent pools of deep green iris. She took in an excited breath as,

gazes locked, the wild forest creature kissed her.

Her lips gently brushed Bo Peeps and her arms, thin and strong, encircled

her, drawing her in, crushing the soft pillows of their breasts together. As the

embrace tightened, the kiss grew more impassioned.

She let her eyes droop as she kissed the dryad back, the full, soft curves

locked together. The dryad bent her slightly back and she felt the tip of her

tongue slip playful into her mouth. She jumped in the fairy’s arms, surprised by

the action, but the wood nymph held her closer.

Tentative at first, and then with more passion, she relaxed and let herself

be kissed. Her tongue moved playful wrestling with the other and their kiss grew

 

heated, sexual. Holding her tight, the dryad reached down and grabbed her ass 

with one hand, pushing Bo Peep into her, grinding their mons Venus into each

other so that lightning bolts of shocking pleasure shot through the shepardess

and she gasped into the other female’s mouth.

Without thinking, Bo Peep’s arms came up and went around the dryad,

clinging to her for support as the kiss turned into something more. For a long,

incredible moment Bo Peep lost her ability to perceive time, and she didn’t know

if she stood there for moments or minutes or months. Their tongues swirled as

the dryad groped her, feeling her up, and she began leaking pussy juice as the

other continued grinding into her, dry humping her toward some unidentifiable

and dimly understood climax to the encounter.

Suddenly Bo Peep came back to herself.

Startled, she squawked in protest and broke the embrace. She stumbled

away, gasping for breath, tasting the other girl on her tongue, her clitoris

protesting the sudden absence of pleasure.

“That’s,” she gasped, “that’s quite enough, I think.” She looked down and

smoothed her skirt. “Yes. Yes, that’s what I think...that it’s quite enough.”

“Are you sure?” the dryad chuckled. Eyes sparkling the fey creature

stepped forward again. “There are several other things I think you might like to

learn.”

“Please!” Bo Peep said, distressed. “I have to save my lamb, and you

 

promised.” 

“Oh, fuck your sheep, you little tease!” the dryad protested.

“You promised.”

“Fine,” the wood nymph snarled turning away. “Cross the creek, take the

path to the west and follow it through the meadow until you come to the house

of the witch. She can tell you where the cockatrice makes its home.”

Cross the creek—west path—meadow—witch, Bo Peep repeated silently to

herself. Got it.

“Wait, I have another question!” she called after the dryad as the nymph

flounced away.

In front of her eyes the fairy walked into a giant willow tree, slipping into

the trunk as easily as Bo Peep slipped into her covers. At the cry from the other

girl, the dryad turned and looked over her shoulder.

“One question, one kiss,” the dryad said. “You want to keep talking,

human girl, then you’re going to have to use those pretty lips for something

more than boring me with your stupid questions.”

Taken back, Bo Peep blinked. “I really have to find my lamb,” she said

finally.

The dryad shrugged in a dismissive gesture. “Then go ask the witch.”

Bo Peep blinked. The dryad was gone and all that remained was the white,

 

parchment-like bark of the willow tree. She looked around in confusion. Off on 

her right, to the south, a little brook babbled and gurgled. Just beyond it she saw

a path meandering through the trees, butterflies floating in little white and

yellow clouds over the crystalline water.

She touched her lips, still she still felt the pressure of the dryad’s kiss, still

remembered the feel of her hands roaming her body. She looked back at the tree

for a moment.

Her lamb needed her. Determined, she hopped the creek and started down

the path.

[3] Woodsman –

Things begin to escalate

Bo Peep walked quickly through The Woods.

 

She walked fast because she was worried about her lamb, of course, but also 

because the deeper in she went, the more nervous she grew. Her settlement was

an old, well established one, but the The Woods remained a wild, dangerous,

magical place.

Here inside the towering pillars of old growth, beneath the thick canopy, she

felt transported to another world, a less friendly one. As she hurried along the

worn trail, never straying from the path, she felt eyes upon her. Several times the

building tension proved too much and she spun, thinking to gain some glimpse

of her stalker, but each time she turned, she found nothing.

After a short while she heard familiar sounds coming from ahead. Just up the

path she heard the ringing of an axe as it bit into wood, falling with a rhythmic

cadence that was tireless. Picking up her pace she rounded a bend, emerged

between to gatepost-like Poplar trees and entered a clearing.

A burly man with tangled black hair and a wild, bushy beard swung an axe

with machine-like proficiency. Muscles rippled beneath his clothes as he worked

and great chips of wood flew with each stroke of his big axe. She didn’t take two

steps into the clearing before he stopped chopping and turned to face her.

He had a broad, honest face and intense blue eyes. He was her father’s age

with great scarred knuckles and massively thick wrists. Having been so intimate

with a penis for the first time not so long ago her thoughts flew, unbidden, to the

idea of the possible differences in cocks between the Woodcutter and Boy Blue.

 

Her eyes traveled to the crotch of the man’s lederhosen. It bulged in a most 

unseemly way. The material, damp with the sweat of his exertion, clung to a

cylindrical-lump that ran down the inside of the man’s big leg, seemingly almost

to his knee.

“Oh,” Bo Peep said in surprise to herself. Her little hand covered her mouth in

a gesture of wonder.

Then she remembered why she was here and straightened. Taking her dress in

either hand she give a shallow curtsey of greeting. The Woodcutter’s gaze

roamed across her body like a butcher picking out a choice cut, but when he

grinned the Woodcutter seemed friendly enough.

“Hello, young lady,” he said.

His voice, as to be expected, was deep and just shy of booming. Inside his

wild beard his teeth were large and square and very white. Bo Peep wondered

how kissing such a masculine beast would differ from those of the dryad. She

blinked, shook herself from her revere and nervously cleared her throat.

“Hello, good sir,” she managed. “I’m Bo Peep and I’m looking for my

little lost ship.”

“You’re just a wee lamb yourself,” the Woodcutter said.

He casually swung his axe into a stump, sinking the blade deep, and left it

there. When he did the muscles of his forearms, thick and knotted, flexed and

relaxed with easy strength.

 

For whatever reason, Bo Peep found herself disgruntled at being 

dismissed so easily as a mere child. She was a young woman, to be sure, but she

was a woman. Or was ready to be one, or could be ready to be one. Sometimes it

was confusing getting all the aspects straight.

“I’m old enough for King Cole to entrust me with the village sheep,” she

said.

Her cheeks colored in her anger and she wished she was a little better at

hiding her emotions than she was. Her eyes gravitated toward the Woodcutter’s

crotch of their own volition.

“And you you’ve lost them,” his voice was grave.

Bo Peep looked down, chastised, and her cheeks colored darkly. It was

true she had lost her sheep. And, more importantly, she didn’t know how to find

them. The Woodcutter sank the blade of his axe into a log with a single, loud

chop and she looked up.

How, exactly, did this happen, girl? And don’t lie, I’ll know.”

Her cheeks burned now, furiously, they were so hot she felt sure they

would burst into flame. She shifted from one foot to the other and looked down.

“I, uh,” she trailed off.

“Come on then, out with it.”

“I was, uh, watching Boy Blue.”

 

“Watching Boy Blue...” she bit her lip. 

“Don’t lie,” he warned.

“Well,” she stamped one foot. “I don’t know exactly, but I was watching

Boy Blue.” She crossed her arms.

“Don’t get uppity with me, missy. What in Mother Goose’s name was Boy

Blue doing, exactly, that caused you to lose the one thing you were put in charge

of?”

“I don’t know!” She waved her hands in the air, searching for words. “He

had his jiggy out and he sort of,” she made a wanking motion, “churned butter

with it until stuff came out and spilled on his stomach. I don’t know what he was

doing.”

“Caught him beating off did you?”

“Is that what you call it?”

“Amongst other things,” he said, voice wry. “And what were you doing

while you watched?”

“Well, at first I just watched. It was all very curious you know.”

“And then?”

She avoided his eyes. “Uh, I guess I beat off too.”

“It’s not called beating off when women do it.”

“What is it called?”

 

“Again, lots of things,” He rubbed his chin. “We’ll call it diddling for 

now.”

“I was diddling?”

“Yourself.”

“What?”

“Diddling. You were diddling yourself, that’s how you say it.”

“Oh. I see.” She considered this. “So then I diddled myself until stuff

came out of me and then he sort of heard me and I ran back to my flock...” she

trailed off and shrugged. “You sort of know the rest.”

There seemed little need to tell the Woodcutter about the strange acting

Dryad and the kiss.

“I may be able to help you,” he said. He rubbed his hands together. “But

first, as Appointed Tradesman by the King, it is my duty to punish you for losing

my lord’s sheep.”

Bo Peep’s eyes grew wide. He really was a very big man. “Punish me?”

she stammered.

The Woodcutter frowned and nodded. “Sooner begun, sooner done, I

always say. Go fetch me a switch, a good young, green branch that won’t break.”

He made himself comfortable on a stump. “Hurry now, I don’t have all day.”

“But—“ Bo Peep protested.

 

The Woodcutter clapped his hands together loudly, cutting her off. “Do 

you want help or not? I have wood to chop and we both know you’ve brought

this on yourself.” His eyes gleamed a little in the sunlight. “You’ve been a very

naughty, naughty, girl.”

“Oh,” she wrung her hands. She remembered how she felt watching Boy

Blue jacking his cock, the feelings between her legs. “I have been very,

naughty,” she agreed, reluctantly.

“Then get me my switch,” the Woodcutter barked in a rough voice.

“You’re burning daylight and there’s things in these woods you don’t want to

meet at night.”

She knew that was true enough and, desperate to find her little lost sheep,

sprang to obey. Taking up her skirts in her hands she followed the path a little

ways out of the clearing then entered into the forest. It unfortunately didn’t take

her that long to find what she was looking for.

An ancient oak had taken a lightning strike some time ago, charring it

badly until one side of it rotted and fell. The falling heavy boughs left a window

in the canopy where a ray of sun big as a king’s table penetrated to the forest

floor.

There, among the dead and rotting branches, a knew young sapling grew

tall. One of its branches was exactly what was called for in a switch. Looking

around to be sure she wasn’t being watched, she quickly swished it back and

 

forth in a couple of swings. 

It was pliable but sturdy. She swallowed, butterflies dancing in her

stomach. It was a good switch. Resigned to her fate, she carried it back to the

clearing and presented it to the Woodcutter.

He took it from her, dubious. He considered it, hefting it in his palm for a

moment.

“Hhmm,” he murmured to himself.

He took it in both hands and gently bent it, released one end and watch it

spring back. He took a few cuts with it. Bo Peep bit her knuckle as she watched

him and, between her legs she felt a stirring she didn’t understand.

It had partly to do with that bulge in the Woodcutters lederhosen, it for

sure was no green sapling. But it also had to do with the switch and its promise.

Finally, the Woodcutter nodded and lowered the switch.

“Come,” he said, his voice gruff. “Lay across my knee.”

He patted one knee at the end of a massive thigh with a hand big as a

dinner plate. With trepidation, and a secret, growing sense of curiosity, Bo Peep

moved toward the man.

As she got close he reached up and took her firmly by the arm, guiding

her forward and down across his lap. His crotch radiated heat like a campfire. As

she knelt submissively across his legs she felt the soft but firm swell of her

 

breasts press into the unyielding muscles of his thigh. Her arm, trapped between 

their bodies brushed that monster bulge. She shivered.

A big, rough hand found the back of her leg and ran up the inside of her

thigh. She jumped at the touch and he made a growling sound. Once the

searching hand found the round curve of her ass, he flipped her dress up over her

hips.

She gasped as she felt cool forest air on her bare flesh. There was no

denying it, her pussy fairly tingled with anticipation now. Against her arm she

felt the Woodsman’s cock shift. Surreptitiously, she pressed her arm against it,

felt it shove back a little as it started growing.

She jumped in surprise as she felt the cool length of fresh wood make

contact with her skin. The Woodsmen didn’t spank her, just rubbed the length of

switch along the groove of where her asscheeks met the back of her legs.

She closed her eyes at the sensation. She made a little sound, low down in

her throat, as if she’d just swallowed a dollop of fresh, sugared cream. The

Woodcutter lifted the switch and brought it down lightly, like a conductor taping

his baton against the podium to center the orchestra’s attention. Then he rubbed

it gently across her ass again.

Again Bo Peep made that satisfied, well fed sound.

Nothing happened for a moment.

She opened her eyes. Just across the meadow a humming bird floated,

 

drinking nectar from the goblet-shaped bouquet of a trumpet creeper. A nut 

brown hair emerged from the bole of a tree and began grooming its ears.

She gave a gentle little sigh.

The switch came down. She heard the swish as it cut through air. She bit

her lip and closed her eyes. The switch landed in a stinging wind on the soft

flesh at the bottom curve of her ass cheek. Adrenaline flooded her body as pain

raced along her spine and exploded into her brain. Fire ignited along her

backside.

“Ow!” Bo Peep hollered.

She jumped, electrified. The Woodcutter grabbed her on her side with his

free hand and pinned her against him as she squirmed. She felt the hard iron bar

of his cock press against her upper arm.

The switch fell again, biting into her soft flesh with just a little more force.

She felt her body flush, grow hot, and then endorphins flooded her bloodstream

and circulated through her body, leaving her lighted head and euphoric.

“Ouch! Ouch!” Bo Peep cried out.

The white hot lance of wood fell, landed, and rose three more times. The

switch danced up and down the length of her backside the explosions of stinging,

smarting pain, heating up her skin on every stroke.

More adrenaline, more endorphins, and further mixtures of hormones

 

surged through her system, leaving her panting and flushed. She gasped as he 

leaned across her, tossing the switch aside. She felt alert, alive, but also slightly

inebriated, like when she’d picked up Jack Quick’s cup at the village feast last

summer. Shame burned through her, fighting with that sort of confused euphoria,

leaving her confused and flustered and bothered.

She lay across the broad platform of the Woodcutter’s lap and tried

bringing her gasping breath back under control. She knew the rapid rise and fall

of her chest was pushing her tits into his legs and she felt her nipples stiffen

against the stimulation. There was no denying the size or rigid attention of the

cock pressed into her side.

“That should do,” he said. He sounded a little breathy himself.

She made no move to rise. For a long moment they sat there, in the sunlight.

In the trees she heard a bird call. Closer at hand a bumble bee bounced from

flower to flower. Finally, the Woodcutter broke the silence.

“What are you doing, Bo Peep?”

Bo Peep didn’t know herself, not for certain. Everything was too confusing, a

strange whirlpool of swirling emotions, some too new or too strange to

articulate. But curiosity, the need to know what was beyond the door, was chief

among them. It drove her.

“What will you do?” she asked in a small, soft voice.

“Do?”

 

She pressed her arm into his erection by way of reply. “With this. Boy Blue 

seemed quite bothered with his, like he had to make it go back to normal no

matter what.”

“I’m afraid it is very distracting,” he admitted.

“I would think so,” Bo Peep said. “It’s quite big, I can’t imagine how you even

fit in your pants.”

He laughed. “It gets difficult at times, I will admit.”

“Let it out,” she said quietly.

“What?”

“If it hurts, let it out.”

“Help me,” his voice sounded as if someone were strangling him.

“I will, I will help you.”

Turning so her knees were on the ground, Bo Peep slid off the Woodcutter’s

knees. Kneeling before him she reached out with her little hands toward the front

of his lederhosen as he leaned back.

Curious, she pressed the palm of her hand against the lead pipe shape outlined

so clearly against his garments. He moaned and she rubbed up and down the

length through the fabric, getting a feel for the thing.

It was a club, easily as long as a hatchet and much thicker than Boy Blue’s

looked. She was very curious to see what it looked like and her fingers worried

 

at his buttons and eyehooks until she’d formed an opening. 

The hard-on popped free and thrust up like a tower. The Woodcutter sighed in

relief and eased back, presenting it to Bo Peep. The shepardess made a little

exclamation of surprise and excitement. The head, shaped like a helmet was very

pink, the shaft milky white and crisscrossed with big, fat veins.

“Go ahead,” the Woodcutter urged, voice tight. “Touch it.”

Slowly, Bo Peep reached out with a finger and traced the underside of the

shaft. The dick jumped a little under her touch. And she pulled her hand quickly

back in surprise.

“Oh my!” she laughed.

“Don’t stop,” the Woodcutter begged. “Not now, please.”

Hesitantly, Bo Peep reached out again. This time her fingers curled around the

cock, gently squeezing as she took the feel of it. The outer sheath of flesh was

soft and giving, but beneath it the inner core was ramrod straight and unyielding.

She squeezed harder.

The Woodcutter closed his eyes and growled his approval deep in his chest.

He pushed his hips forward slightly, presenting the cock to her grip. Curious, Bo

Peep pulled the dick toward her, testing how flexible it was, then moved it side-

to-side, inspecting it.

“It’s so hot,” she said, voice soft. “And so big...” her voice trailed off.

 

A glistening pearl of pre-cum emerged from his piss slit. She reached out with 

her other hand and touched the bead of sticky moisture with a single finger. She

pushed the secretion around, smearing it across his glans.

“Please,” he asked, teeth gritted. “Don’t tease, girl.”

She remembered how Boy Blue had pumped his cock and began to mimic the

action. Her fingers curled more tightly around the Woodcutter’s dick down low,

at the base of the shaft where it got so fat she could close her fingers around it.

She took hold of the erection with her second hand, getting a double grip on the

thing with both fists.

Slowly, she began beating him off, moving her hands up and down. He began

breathing more quickly as she pumped him. She smelled the heavy, aromatic

musk of his crotch and listened to him begin to pant, like he was chopping down

a tree and starting to get tired.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop,” he growled.

She leaned back a little and began pumping faster, double-milking the big

dick. Amazingly, she felt the shaft grow even harder on her touch and begin to

vibrate a little. As she watched, fascinated, his great, hairy testicles drew up

tighter, pushing themselves out from his lederhosen.

Above the sounds of his breathing the sound of flesh on flesh filled the little

clearing. Her fists flew up and down, she remembered how vigorous Boy Blue

had been and she tried to beat the Woodcutter off even faster.

 

“Mother goose, take me!” he snarled. “Do as I say!” he barked, clearly 

aroused past the point of thinking.

He stood quickly, towering over her as she knelt before him. His bat of flesh

pointed at her face, both her little hands still clinging to his massive cock. It was

bright red now and almost painfully swollen. The fat purple head was inches

from her.

“Put it in your mouth,” he instructed, and she heard the lust-inspired tremor in

his gruff voice. “Put in your mouth, girl!”

She leaned forward and her breath blew across the dick and it suddenly jerked,

seeming to spring directly at her face. It throbbed, thick and hot in her hand, and

she became acutely aware of just how moist she was down between her legs.

Still uncertain, she gently stroked the cock, and as she looked at it another

drop of pre-cum oozed out of his piss slit. Slowly, she leaned in, lifting the big

organ slightly, and ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft.

The dick jumped in her hand and above her the Woodcutter snarled under his

breath. Some part of her realized that he could become so aroused, so hungry for

release that he might be pushed into doing anything. She understood on a deeply

intuitive level that she needed to finish getting him off before the situation spun

beyond her ability to control.

She felt flush with the power she held over him.

Surrendering herself more fully to the moment, she traced the edges of his

corona with her tongue and then opened her mouth wide. She engulfed the head

 

and closed her mouth around it in a warm envelope. She sucked gently on just 

the head, swirling with her tongue as she tightened her grip on his cock and

began jacking him slowly.

“Oh, oh. Oh, thank you,” he whispered slowly.

Letting her mouth fill with spit, she began pushing her head forward, taking

more of him into her mouth. In a moment her head started bobbing in time with

her hand strokes.

She spread her spit along his shaft, drinking in the scent of him. Her tongue

swirled and the hard-on jumped and twitched under her ministrations.

Adrenaline amplified her senses as hormones dumped into her blood stream. She

heard the wet sound of her mouth on his cock, the motion of her arm as she

stroked him off, his fast, almost savage breathing.

“Mother goose,” he cursed. “Where did you learn to suck a dick, girl?”

His arm came down and he batted her hand clear of his shaft. In the next

moment he took hold of her head in his big rough hands, fingers curling in her

hair. His hips started moving, slowly at first, as he pushed and pulled her mouth

along his cock in time with her own bobbing motions. But as more and more of

him slipped further and further into her mouth, he moved faster.

His hands tightened almost painful on her head, pinning her in place, and he

bucked into her face. She gagged and spit came out of her mouth. Oh my, she

thought. This seems like very bad manners.

Eyes watering, still gagging, she opened her throat. She wasn’t sure she

 

was doing it right, she’d never done it before. Immediately the Woodcutter 

shoved his cock into her throat, pushing his erection in to the base with a single

thrust.

He almost snarled with passion as her body tried coughing the obstruction

clear of her throat. The grip on her hair tightened further, until he pulled her

blonde curls hard enough to hurt.

“Yeah,” he grunted. “yes, yes.”

Her nose pressed into the kinky bush of his pubic hair, and his balls brushed

her chin. Saliva leaked out her mouth and dripped down the nutsack. He pulled

out then pushed forward, throat-fucking her. Her gagging grew louder, and her

eyes spread wide, watering as she struggled to draw breath in around the fat

shaft.

Her hands found his legs and she gripped them for balance. His whole body

swung with the motion, ass pushing in on each, deep stroke as he fucked her

face. She continued to cough and sputter, spittle flying wildly and soaking his

lederhosen, and the front of her dress.

She curled her tongue around the underside of his dick, giving it a slick, soft,

ramp to plunge into her throat. Suddenly, something in her clicked over and she

no longer felt like she was suffocating, she’d learned how to breath with a dick

down her throat.

As it grew easier to breath, her panic response submerged and she relaxed her

throat even more. She stopped coughing. She still gagged as he made it down the

 

wet tunnel of her throat, but it was the natural, organically wet sound of a cock 

slamming into something moist, soft and yielding.

She felt flushed, there was something satisfying about the taste of his cock in

her mouth, her ability to take all of him on each thrust. Persistent sensations

radiated up from between her legs. Unconsciously, she reached up under her

dress and spread her knees on the ground. Her searching fingers found the slick,

damp material of her panties.

She moaned against his cock, vibrating the shaft in her throat, as she found the

tender, swollen bud of her clitoris and began stroking it. Just like when she’d

watched Boy Blue, electric currents shot through her body, curling her toes, and

making the hair on the back of her neck stand up in tingling waves.

She rubbed harder, matching her movements with each stroke sliding in and

out of her mouth. She was so primed for the experience, that in only a few

motions she teetered on the edge of cumming. She took the cock plunging in and

out of her mouth, sensed the Woodcutter’s on rushing orgasm, and redoubled her

efforts. The slurping sounds of their oral copulation filled the clearing and

bounced off the trees.

“Ahhh,” Planter swore. “You did it, girl! You did it!”

She felt his load roll up through his cock, followed hard by squirting jets of

warm salty liquid in her throat. He plunged his cock into her mouth, to the balls,

and froze in that position, quivering almost to the point of convulsion. The grip

in her hair trapped her head up against his body as he pushed every last inch of

 

cock he could manage, down her throat. 

So rude! She managed to think.

Her fingers worked and in the next moment, even as she choked on his meat,

her orgasm rippled through her. She felt light headed and it was as if someone

had turned on a faucet below her belly. Her legs quivered and her toes curled up

as her body locked up through a spasm of pleasure.

Slowly, the waves of pleasure receded like surf running off a beach. Her body

relaxed and she melted into the warm grass. His grip in her hair loosened and he

stepped back, pulling his cock from her throat. It slid out of her mouth and a

long line of spit came out with it, one head anchored to the head of his prick, the

other to her lip.

He tugged his lederhosen up and the strand broke, coming to rest in a loose

coma on one side of her dress, over one of her breasts. Self-conscious, she wiped

her face with the back of her hand. She tasted his cock on her tongue, her body

still warm and aroused from her orgasm.

The Woodcutter didn’t look at her as he buttoned his clothing. His face was

flushed and he still breathed heavily. Without looking at her, he ran a shaking

hand through his dark, tangled hair.

“Did I live up to our bargain?” she asked. “Was that enough for you to help

me?”

He still wouldn’t look at her. But he nodded. “Aye and it was, girl,” he said.

“Don’ let anyone tell you different, you have a real talent there, I ah, I, uh,” he

 

colored. “Thank you,” he added lamely. 

She decided not to mention how much she’d enjoyed her own orgasm, or how

wet her panties were. She cleared her throat.

“My lamb?” she asked. “The wood sprite told me the cockatrice took him. She

told me to ask the witch, do you know where the witch is?”

Obviously surprised, and looking a little uncomfortable, the Woodcutter

turned back toward her. He couldn’t meet her eyes and turned away as she

regained her feet and smoothed her dress.

“The witch? The cockatrice?” he repeated somewhat lamely.

“You do know how to help me, don’t you?” she demanded.

“Ah, now, Bo Peep, I do, it’s just...”

“Just what?”

“Just if you’re chasing the cockatrice then you’ll have to cross the forest, to

the edge of the swamp. Though, if anyone knows where to find the damned beast

it’s that whore of a witch. But she has dangers all her own.”

“Will she help me?”

“Aye, likely, but for a price. Still, she makes her home deeper in the Woods,

not here on the edge where it’s relatively safe.”

“I must find my lamb,” she said. She left him no room for compromise.

“Ah, oh, hell’s bells!”

 

The Woodcutter walked over to his stomach where his big black metal 

lunchbox sat. He pulled his hand ax free and walked back over to Bo Peep.

Meeting her eyes for the first time since she’d pulled his cock out, he handed her

the tool.

“Take it,” he said. “When you leave this clearing the path will take you to a

stream.”

She took the hatchet from him, it wasn’t big but it was heavy and the edge

looked quite sharp. “Go on,” she told him.

“Leave the path and follow the stream down to where it runs from a waterfall.

There you will find the hut of the witch, she can help you from there.”

“Okay,” Bo Peep said. “I don’t like leaving the path, but it sounds easy

enough.”

“I warn you now,” the Woodcutter said. “Eat no food, nor drink no drink in

her company, and know this most of all, her pets may not seem to be all that they

seem.”

“How wonderfully obtuse!” Bo Peep smiled brightly. “Thank you!”

“Be safe!” the Woodcutter warned.

But Bo Peep was already on the move. Overhead the sun began its slow slid

toward the west and shadows grew longer in the forest. She was better of now

than when she’d started, she had a plan, and a shiny new hand ax.

Things were starting to get interesting.

...be sure to read more about Little Bo Peep in her second sizzling, sexual adventure; Four & Twenty Blackbirds...

For other exciting Vixen Wade titles please visit her author page:

https://authorcentral.amazon.com/gp/books?ie=UTF8&pn=irid98703105
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