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Chapter One: Skin to Skin

Bryant groaned as he came awake and the first thing he saw as his vision cleared were the huge brown eyes of a beautiful girl. She was staring intently at him, her finely sculpted jaw slightly distended from the cloth gag wadded into her mouth and tied around her head. She made a sound as Bryant blinked, trying to figure out what had happened. The next thing he realized was that she was laying on top of him, her body pressed tightly to his, her wrists bound behind his head. That was when he discovered that he too was tied up, his arms wrapped around the girl, just under her arms, and secured together.

His eyes flickered to an intricate tattoo on her right bicep, a thorny medallion of black ink with small white patches that looked like flowers. Her torso was pressed tightly against his chest, the warmth and softness of her skin immediately apparent. Which is when he realized that her incredibly well shaped body was naked. Completely and awesomely naked. He might have focused on the challenges inherent to that situation, until he realized that he was nude as well.

She tried to say something as he pulled on the rope binding his wrists, which just caused her to grunt, mashing her breasts tighter up against him. He felt the hard touch of metal against his chest and glanced down, spotting the tips of her breasts. Both nipples sported gold hoops, decorated with tiny metal beads. He noticed that her ears and one nostril also sported piercings, a fact that only seemed to enhance her succulent beauty. He felt himself stiffening and her eyes widened first in surprise, then with wicked pleasure. She smiled, even behind the gag. She wriggled her hips and suddenly he felt himself between her thighs.

Bryant wasn’t sure if it was her that moved first, or himself, but he couldn’t help gasping as his manhood slid up into her body. The ease of it actually surprised him. She must have been already super aroused, because her flower was so wet that he could feel the moisture against his loins. His cock slid all the way in and she groaned, her hips already pumping against him.

“I’m sorry!” He whispered, just a little discombobulated. Especially because it felt so good!.

She shook her head, but she didn’t stop wriggling against him. In fact, she rolled her hips and began thrusting. Her breathing became deeper and she moved with clear and utter want. Despite having his hands tied, Bryant couldn’t help responding to her needs, moving in time with her coital inertia. To his surprise, her eyes rolled up and she let out a groan, clearly in the throes of orgasm. He wasn’t used to having a woman cum before he had. He felt the increased moisture between them and then, the feeling of her climax so intoxicating, he ejaculated, mixing his fluids with hers.

He moaned softly as he relaxed and when he opened his eyes again it was to see hers twinkling. She was also working her jaw, clearly trying to get the gag out. Bryant realized he could help and leaned his head forward, biting at a bit of the cloth. He pulled and a moment later she gasped.

“Oh gods,” she muttered. “Thank you.” Then she smiled even more wickedly. “And thank you.”

Bryan blinked. “For what?” He asked.

She rolled her eyes. “You know,” she said, adding a thrust of her hips. “Too bad you’re still soft or we could try again.”

Bryant felt a little uncomfortable. “Um… not that I’m not grateful,” he said. “But I generally don’t have sex with women I don’t know.”

She blinked, then let out a quiet laugh. “You don’t? Missed opportunities there. But I’m Talli. I saw the mage drag you in. Did you try to kill him too?”

Bryant stiffened, somewhat suspicious. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he declared, shifting. Her hips wouldn’t stop moving and she kept squirming against him. The sensation was… distracting. Was she trying to get him hard again?

She snorted at his apparent obfuscation. “Give me a break,” she said. “Obviously you want the bounty. How did he get the jump on you?”

Bryant’s eyes narrowed. “Bounty? What bounty?” He said, lying.

Talli hips hadn’t stopped. “Look, at this point, I’d be happy to split the money with you, provided we can get out of this mess. One foot each. Okay?”

“Foot?” Bryant asked. “What the hell do we need his feet for?”

Talli blinked, then gave him a suspicious look. “Wait, you aren’t here for the Sillis Clan Bounty?”

Bryant hesitated. “No,” he replied cautiously.

“What part of him do you need?” She asked, then closed her eyes and shook her head. “Wait. Do you need him alive?” She frowned and gave him a very straight look. “Because if you do, we're going to have a problem.” She paused, “or some tourniquets.”

“Tourniquets?” Bryant asked, feeling even more out of his depths. It didn’t help that he was starting to physically react to her movements again. “Uh, not alive,” he replied.

“Okay,” she said thoughtfully. “Do you have to have all of him? Or just a particular part?”

Bryant gave her a crazy look. “What are you talking about?”

Her eyes narrowed, but her hips were still grinding against him. “Look, I just need his feet. In the boots. That’s thirty thousand gold all by themselves. If you want the rest of him, I’m fine with that.”

Bryant blinked. “Wait. Thirty thousand?” He spluttered.

Talli’s eyes narrowed. “Um… did I say thirty thousand?” She shook her head. “I meant ten.”

Bryant quivered with excitement, and not just because his cock was stiffening, sliding back up between her thighs. “The bounty I was working for offered twenty,” he said dejectedly.

Talli looked thoughtful, even while her hips were pumping. Bryant was having trouble focusing, mostly because she’d managed to get him hard again. “And they don’t require his feet?”

Bryant shook his head. “No. Nothing was said about it.”

Talli grinned. “Well, how about this,” she said. “We’re kind of in a bind. If I help you, and you help me, we both get what we want.”

Bryant blinked. “You want me to give you his feet?”

“And his boots,” she insisted. “The boots are important.”

“Why?” Bryant asked curiously.

She laughed. “Because they’re lizardman boots of course! The bastard killed a lizard named Sivess and made boots out of him. Then he killed the first one’s cousin. Or maybe brother. You really can’t tell with lizardmen. Anyway, the Sillis Clan wants the boots, and his feet. They’re willing to pay for it. So I get his feet and you can have the rest of him.”

Bryant frowned. The fact that she was still thrusting against him was having deleterious effects on his thinking. But he could still count. “So you get thirty thousand and I get twenty?” He shook his head. “I don’t think so. We split it.”

“Excuse me?” Talli protested. “I don’t think so! You were only after his head. The feet are mine!”

Bryant grinned. “You're in a bit of a pickle. If we are helping each other, we both get twenty-five. We split both bounties, fifty-fifty.”

Talli ground her teeth and looked exceedingly frustrated. “Fine,” she spat. Then she closed her eyes. “Damn, that feels good. Are you hard again?”

Bryant chuckled. “Yes, but shouldn’t we be figuring out how to get loose? Not to mention we have to figure out where the mage is and how to kill him?”

Talli groaned, hips moving even more quickly. “Not yet,” she whispered. “And keep your voice down. I haven’t seen him, and the gods only know where he might be.” She maneuvered her hips and Bryant gasped as his cock once more slid into her.

“Damn, you’re voracious!” He groaned as she began bucking.

Talli laughed. “Oh, I could do this all day,” she assured him. “What’s your name?” She whispered.

“Bryant,” he told her. She hummed, closing her eyes and Bryant felt her tremble, pleasure streaming up through him. It only took her three or four more minutes before she climaxed again, sighing happily as he continued to pump away.

“Still unsatisfied, Bryant?” She asked with a chuckle, looking up at him. Bryant, breathing heavily, pumping hard, nodded.

“So who is paying twenty thousand gold for the mage’s head?” She breathed. Her pussy tightened around his cock and he groaned as her hips swirled in a soft but thorough grind.

“Elves…” Bryant moaned. “Diristani…”

Talli stopped pumping, though Bryant kept going. “Diristani? Eiriand Diristani?” She asked in surprise.

Bryant nodded.

Suddenly Talli’s wrists came free and she reached behind her head. Bryant, still thrusting into her, realized that his hands were still bound, but no longer behind her. He looked down in shock as she pulled away completely, leaving him lying there, naked, with his wet, hard shaft sticking out. He yanked on his hands, rolling a bit.

Bryant gaped as she stood up nonchalantly. Then she turned back at him, winked, and gave him a little wave. Seemingly comfortable with her nudity, except for the collar and a set of black leather cuffs wrapped around her ankles and wrists, she practically danced barefoot over to a nearby fire. Then the mage stepped out from around a tree.

“Behind you!” Bryant yelped, trying to warn her, but she only turned her head, saw the mage, and walked over to him. Slowly, sensually, she embraced him and they kissed. Bryant watched in disbelief as the mage looked at her expectantly.

“You were right, Bob,” Talli said cheerfully. “Eiriand Diristani.”

Bob looked somewhat aggrieved and then patted Talli on the bottom. She let out a tiny little giggle, shook her butt, then the mage disengaged himself from the girl and walked over. He stopped a few feet short and looked down at Bryant.

“Why the hell does Eiriand Diristani want me dead?” Bob asked, just a little offended.

Bryant looked wildly over at Talli. “Now!” He shouted. He kicked out at Bob, but the mage rolled his eyes and just stepped backward, clearly not worrying about the girl. Bryant stared at her in disbelief. “What are you doing?”

Talli went over to a leather pack sitting on the ground and reached in. She pulled out a folded blanket, then casually opened it up, set it on a grassy patch and sat down cross legged. “I’m watching,” she said simply, folding her fingers together with an expectant look.

Bob kicked Bryant in the shin and the man yelped. “Look, I know you aren’t very bright and this might be a little confusing, but if you know why Diristani wants me dead, it would be to your benefit.”

Bryant blinked. “Wait, she works for you?”

Talli snorted with a laugh. Bob grinned. “Works for me?” He shook his head. “Not exactly.”

“I’m his vessel,” she declared happily.”

“Vessel?” Bryant repeatedly dumbly.

Bob sighed and turned away. “He didn’t even do any research,” he complained, walking back over to Talli. “Fucking amateurs. He’s just some clodhopper kid who went into the bounty business without even knowing the least little thing about what he is doing.”

Talli nodded. “At least I got to fuck him,” she agreed. “Twice. Before you kill him.”

Bob looked frustrated and shook his head. “Yes, well there’s that,” he declared.

“Wait!” Bryant exclaimed, still bound on the dirt, naked. “Please! Please don’t kill me!”

Bob looked back at the young man. “Sorry kid, but I have to discourage this sort of thing. Can’t have random NPCs wandering up, trying to put an arrow in my ass.” He turned around and raised his hand. “At least you got to cum once with Talli. That’s a gift most men won’t ever receive.”

Talli raised her hand. “Not for lack of my willingness,” she amended.

Bob nodded in agreement. “True. She’d gladly do all of them. Any last words, Bryant?” He lifted his hand and a blob of blue fire appeared in his palm.

Bryant blubbered. “Diristani! The bounty! I can tell you about it!”

Bob rolled the fire through his fingers. “It better be more than I can find on a wanted poster, or you’re toast.”

Bryant, his mind still reeling at Talli’s betrayal, struggled to find something smart to say. In all honesty, all he knew was the bounty amount and where to take the body. He stammered, clearly unsure what to tell the very angry mage. He desperately tried to come up with a lie that would satisfy the mage. Bob waited for only a few seconds. Then his hand flashed with blue tinged power and Bryant didn’t have to think of a lie after that.

***

“I can’t believe you didn’t kill him,” Talli said, her dark brown eyes slightly unfocused as they rode down the forest trail. It had been a long two weeks on the road and Talli had stopped looking at the old growth trees with interest. Bob was seated on the horse in front of her and he tugged on the reins enough to slow his horse, bringing himself up along next to her. His eyes flickered over at Talli and for the umpteenth time he found himself marveling at the woman’s inherent beauty. Buxom and curvy, her body was covered only in a soft green cape, a short one at that. It didn’t come down to her bare bottom, nor did it close across the front, leaving her impressive breasts fully exposed. The pink tips of her nipples were both pierced, small gold hoops going through each point. Bob glanced downward, to where her uncovered loins met her seat and he got a glimpse of the piercing that went through her clit, though that view only lasted a moment as she bounced, sliding up and down the leather and rubber phallus that was mounted on the saddle.

“I’m pretty sure young Bryant will get out of the Bounty Hunting trade after this disaster and go back home to grow corn or something.”

She gave him a saucy look. “Bob. He was trying to kill you.”

Bob shrugged. “Lots of folks try to kill me. I’m not going to get all worked up over someone incompetent.” He sighed. “Besides, he at least confirmed that I’ve got two bounties on my head, instead of just the one.”

She grinned. “Technically, the one is on your feet. Not your head.”

Bob rolled his eyes and didn’t bother responding to her sarcasm. “So, who exactly is Eiriand Diristani?” Talli asked. “You seem upset that he would put a bounty on you.”

Bob sighed. “Diristani and I used to have a relationship,” he replied, still just a little upset about the entire bounty thing.

Talli blinked. “Eiriand is a woman?” She gasped, just a little surprised.

“What?” Bob spluttered. “No. Of course not.” He rolled his eyes. “Not that kind of relationship Talli. Geeze, get your mind out of the gutter.”

She smiled loftily. “That’s sort of hard to do in my condition.” She did another little bounce and groaned. Bob flinched a little. Her “condition” as she called it, was a consequence of the enchantments set upon the various piercings she was so proudly displaying. Bob had been the one to pierce her ears and the rest had been at his direction. At the time, Talli had been a means to an end, rather than the amazing companion that she’d become, but it still caused Bob a touch of guilt. An Earring of Masochism dangled from her left earlobe, not that she needed it. Her sexual appetites tended toward the more extreme and deviant, supercharging her orgasms and making them four or even five times as intense.

The other earring had the same enchantment as the two toe rings on her right foot. It enhanced her general sensuality, making her sexually insatiable. Bob also suspected that these enchantments were also unneeded. Constantly wet and always needy, Bob wasn’t even able to satisfy her himself. Add to that three Piercings of Sensitivity (right through her nipples and clit), and it was completely understandable how Talli was almost always on the cusp of orgasm, face slightly flushed as she looked over at him with adoring eyes.

Bob smiled, his eyes flickering over her incredible breasts. “Diristani and I were partners for a little while before I met Florentino. He is… was… a ranger and a damn good one. We managed two or three campaigns together, then got ridiculously lucky with a treasure drop and next thing I know, he’s telling me that he’s some sort of royalty and now he has enough gold to go back to El-Ahna to rule.”

“He’s a king?” She asked breathlessly, still bouncing. The leather around the phallus was soaked. He was going to have to dry it out and apply a new layer of waterproofing. Or… cum proofing.

Bob shrugged. “Not really. Some of the elves have kings, but El-Ahna is small. It’s more like a town than a city. But no one in the right mind attacks the elves. They’re all lethal.”

“So why does he want you dead?” She asked.

“No clue,” Bob said grumpily. “That’s the odd thing. I haven’t spoken to him in eight years. The idea of this coming out of the blue is really weird.” He scratched at his beard. “If he had a bone to pick with me, he could have just sent me a letter.”

She nodded. “So explain to me why we are actually going to see him? Especially if he wants you dead?”

“Oh. Well that’s easy. No one in their right mind wants to pick a fight with me directly. So me marching into El-Ahna is going to be relatively safe.” His eyes narrowed. “And if he fucks with me, I’ll level his little fiefdom down to the ground.”

Talli glanced over at the mage, recognizing that he was actually angry. She also knew that Bob had the power, or at least could access it. When she’d first met him, he’d been limited, unable to generate his own magical energy. He’d developed a method to suck raw energy out of a woman, generated by orgasmic ecstasy. Back then he had possessed no way to store it. It had been intense and difficult, since he’d been forced to keep his vessels on the edge of cumming, only allowing them satisfaction when he needed to cast spells. Now however, there was a small Garnian sapphire on Talli’s collar, which acted as a storage container for mana. Better yet, she could cum whenever she wanted. No waiting. No denial. Her energy went into the sapphire and Bob could access it whenever he needed. Provided, of course, that he was within range.

Talli licked her lips. She sometimes missed being kept on edge. There was a certain… edginess to it. She closed her eyes, feeling the familiar pressure inside her, when she felt the presence. It wasn’t much, but there was definitely something pacing her horse, just off to her left, on the side opposite Bob. It was visible and she heard the jingle of a horse’s harness.

“Excuse me,” she said politely. “Can you show me yourself?”

“What?” Bob asked in confusion.

She looked over at the mage. “Another ghost. He’s walking beside us.”

Bob blinked, then nodded. “Oh. Okay.” He glanced into the open air beside her, but didn’t see anything.

To Talli, the specter appeared a moment later, diaphanous and wispy. It was a human man dressed in archaic platemail. A lance or spear was gripped in one hand, a pennant flapping from it, while the butt of the pole was tucked into the man’s stirrup. He was wearing a helm with a single flowing tail made of horse’s hair. A thick broadsword hung from his hip and several leather packs hung from the back of the saddle.

“Oh,” she said in appreciation. “That’s nice. You look handsome.”

Bob ignored her. This was not an uncommon event. In fact, it happened multiple times a day. It was getting difficult to take her places. Every freaking ghost around was attracted to her, sometimes overwhelming her ability to cope with the images and words being thrust psychically into her brain. In fact, it was the solitary ghosts they encountered on the trail that were the easiest for her.

“Where are you going?” She asked politely. Then she nodded, evidently getting an answer. “What’s there?” Then she grinned. “Is she pretty?” Talli blushed. “Well, thank you.” Then she looked a little sad. “Will she be there, you know, when you get there? I mean, you know you’re dead, right?”

Bob listened to the audible portion of the conversation and tried to piece things together. Sometimes it was easy to follow, like this. Other times it was so bizarre that he was forced to pull away, his mind reeling as Talli interwove images and speech into a flurry of communication. She’d accidentally picked up a deathstone six months prior, and while Bob had managed to stop the damn thing from turning her into… well… whatever it had been going to turn her into, enough of the magic had embedded itself in her brain, giving her a gift, or perhaps a curse. She even bore the mark.

One ghost she could handle. But when there were multiple ghosts? She tended to break down in tears.

“Really?” Talli said with interest. “Well, yes. I could tell him. But we rarely worry about that sort of thing.”

“Worry about what?” Bob asked, his eyes flickering past the empty spot next to Talli.

“Sir Leopold says that there is an elf in the tree line about a quarter mile ahead of us,” Talli replied graciously.

Bob smiled. “There always is. But please thank uh… Leopold, for the information.”

Talli turned to the empty spot. “Thank you, Sir Leopold.” She blinked, blushed and grinned. “Oh. That’s… um… well… that’s forward.” She replied with a touch of excitement. “I don’t object to the idea of course,” she said thoughtfully. “But… how? I mean, you're non-corporeal.”

She paused, listening to the response with definite interest. Then she blushed crimson and laughed, eyes glittering with excitement. This time Bob decided he didn’t want to know.

The horses plodded along and Talli continued her conversation with Leopold. Bob ended up taking the lead once more as the topics being discussed became even more sexually outrageous, with both Talli and the specter supposedly opining about their favorite sexual positions. The fact that Talli’s preference was on her back, with her arms and legs spread wide apart, and tied in that position, had left Leopold scandalized. She was trying to justify her explanation, but the additive information about her favorite sex toy - a leather bound and multi-stranded flogger, rapidly and viciously being brought down on her sweet little slit, was making things even harder for the poor specter.

“Halt!” Cried out a voice. “You are about to enter the lands of El-Ahna.” Bob looked up patiently, having expected it. Even forewarned though, Talli jumped, exposing the huge thick phallus she was riding on, before settling down once more with a groan.

Bob didn’t even bother to reign in, much less stop. He waved, not quite seeing the sentry, tucked into the forest canopy. “That’s okay. I’m going there,” he said matter of factly. His horse continued to walk forward.

“I said stop!” said the sentry, a little more forcefully. Talli blinked. She wasn’t positive, but there seemed to be a touch of panic in there as well.

“But I’m going to El-Ahna,” Bob repeated, this time sounding a little peeved. He still didn’t stop.

“You can’t!” Said the voice. “You have a human female with you! A naked one!”

Bob smiled patiently, still not stopping.

“I’ll shoot you!” The elf girl spluttered, hopping out of a tree and landing on the track behind both Talli and Bob. Talli reined in, but Bob just rolled his eyes. Talli looked back. The elf girl was young, or at least appeared that way. Talli knew that elves aged differently, but by human standards she looked like she was seventeen or eighteen years old, her features still fresh and beautiful. She was wearing forest garb; a verdant green shirt with brown trousers, rippled with dark wavy marks. A sort of short cloak was draped around her shoulders, the folds mottling in the light between dark gray and a sort of off-green. She carried a slim short bow, an arrow already nocked, while a quiver hung at her belt next to a very long dagger. A leather pouch was slung against her opposite hip, undoubtedly filled with other important items. Lastly, she carried a water skin, tucked against one side. The elf girl had pulled the string halfway back to her cheek, her hand pressed against her point ear.

“Bob, I think she’s serious,” Talli said in a friendly tone. The mage sighed and reined in. He whirled the horse around.

“What do you want?” He asked in annoyance. “I told you where I was going.”

The girl didn’t quite lower the tip of her arrow. Neither did she release the tension on the string. “State your name and purpose,” she demanded. Then her eyes flickered over toward Talli. “And explain why you have a naked human female with you. Slavery is illegal in El-Ahna.”

Bob ground his teeth, but Talli smiled in delight. “Well, technically, I’m not a slave. I'm a vessel. My name is Talli,” she said, only to gesture off to the side where her non-corporeal and entirely invisible ghost friend was supposedly standing. “This is Sir Leopold,” she added. “And that’s Bob,” Tali said, pointing at the mage.

The elf girl blinked, looked perplexed, then clearly decided that Talli was off her rocker. Bob sat there, actually enjoying the moment. Finally the girl shook her head. “What’s your purpose?” She asked, again directing her gaze at Bob.

Talli jumped right, not even giving Bob a chance. “Well first there was this dwarf who tried to kill Bob and then there was a kid named Bryant, who was a good fuck before Bob left him tied to that tree without any clothes and…” Bob reached out and squeezed the naked girl’s arm. Talli went quiet.

“Well,” Bob said in a patronizing and incredibly insulting tone. “Leopold is heading west to go meet up with either his girlfriend or wife, and I’m sort of hoping the former because he was hitting on Talli pretty hard before she shocked him with some rather explicit information on her various preferred sexual positions. As for Talli, her purpose is always pretty simple. She’s trying to have an orgasm. And me, I’m going to El-Ahna to have a chat with my old friend Eiriand Diristani about what I hope is a misunderstanding and not a true falling out.”

The elf girl blinked, her jaw dropping. She looked at the two travelers in shock, the point of her arrow dropping even more.

“Are we good now?” Bob asked. “It’s still like a three hour ride to El-Ahna. I’d like to make it there before supper.”

Suddenly, the bow snapped up again, this time pointing right at Bob. “I know you!” The girl declared. “You’re Bob! Bob the Sex Mage!"

Talli giggled and Bob sighed in exasperation. “Well, at least you were paying attention when Talli introduced all of us.”

The elf girl gave the mage an incredulous look. “I mean, you’re the one from the bounty poster!”

Bob frowned at the elf girl, but Talli grinned with a nod. “You’re right! Did you recognize Bob by his picture? I didn't think it was that good actually. I think he needs to sit for a proper portrait that really captures…”

“It’s a stupid name as well. There are not that many humans named Bob,” the elf girl sneered.

Talli laughed and Bob gave her a glare before looking back at the elf girl. “More than you’d think,” he retorted. Finally he held up his hands. “Tell you what. Why don’t you personally take me to El-Ahna and present me to Diristani himself. Maybe your king will reward you.”

The girl’s eyes narrowed and suddenly she turned forty-five degrees and loosed the arrow. It zipped forward, embedding solidly and squarely in the center of a tree trunk, about twenty feet to Bob’s left. Both Talli and Bob tracked the arrow and by the time they looked back at the girl, another projectile was ready in her bow and pointed at them.

“Impressive,” Bob allowed. “I presume this was a demonstration, since the tree wasn’t on its way to El-Ahna. What’s your point?”

The girl glared at the mage. “Speed. If you attempt to seduce the girl… or… or Leopold,” she added, uncertain. “I will shoot.”

Bob crossed his arms. “And you think that a mage like me is worried about your arrow?” He asked curiously.

The girl smiled thinly. “I won’t shoot you,” she said, moving the tip of the bow to point at Talli. “I’ll shoot her.”

Talli blinked in surprise. She began to open her mouth, but Bob once again squeezed her arm. Talli went silent, looking amused, but her thumb rubbed against one of the rings on her hand.

“Okay. You got me. No seductions.” He turned in his saddle and addressed the empty space next to Talli. “Hear that, Leopold. You may not fuck Talli right now. That will have to be later.”

Talli grinned. “Sorry Bob. He left. He didn’t stop. He wasn’t worried about her shooting him either.”

“Well, that just means we all have something in common,” Bob said pleasantly. “Don’t we?”

The elf girl pointed. “Turn your horse around and continue. If you so much as take one step off the path I will shoot your slave girl,” she threatened.

“I told you. I’m not a slave,” Talli said again. The elf-girl snorted.

“You are wearing bondage cuffs on your wrists and ankles, and a collar around your throat. You are naked except for a small green cape, the purpose of which I do not understand. Are you stating your apparel is an affectation?”

Talli put her fingers on the leather collar at her neck, fingering the two gems embedded in the leather. “I’m not sure what that means.”

Bob leaned over. “She means that for someone who is not a slave girl, you sure dress like one,” he said sarcastically.

Talli blinked. “Oh!” She let out a laugh. “Bob keeps trying to give me dresses and stuff, except,” and she started to blush a little. “I’m so used to being naked and all exposed, and since it turns me on too, I prefer it.”

The elf girl gave Talli a skeptical look, then gestured again with the bow. “Go. Single file,” she ordered. “Or I will shoot.”

“Damn, you’re twitchy,” Bob retorted. “Just like your mother,” he muttered. The elf girl’s eyes widened and she began raising the bow, but Bob sighed and held up his hands. “Okay, okay. Onward to El-Ahna.” He put his heels to his steed and Talli’s horse turned and followed. Talli, still mounted on the saddle phallus, bounced enthusiastically as they moved on. Her cape opened even further, baring more of her amazing body. The elf girl moved into place beside Talli, bow still in hand, an arrow in place, though no longer drawn, eyes suspicious.

The human girl looked down from where she was mounted. “I’m Talli,” she said in a friendly tone. “What’s your name?”

The elf girl looked up. “Why?” She asked.

Talli shrugged. “Seems a little rude just to call you ‘the elf girl’ for the rest of the day.”

The sentry pressed her lips together. “Calien.”

Talli smiled. “Oh! That’s pretty! Calien,” she said. Then she blinked. “Doesn’t that mean green person?”

Calien’s eyes widened. “You speak elvish?” She asked incredulously.

Talli blushed. “Well, I was learning.” She smiled. “Hara máriessë”

Calien cringed. “Oh gods. Your accent. It’s atrocious! Who taught you?”

“Oh. Um. Florentino,” she replied. “He’s a friend. He’s a rock giant.”

Calien looked even more horrified. “A rock giant is teaching you elvish?”

“Is that a problem?”

Calien bit her lip. “I’m not sure what’s more disturbing. The knowledge that a rock giant knows elvish, or that’s he trying to teach it to a human female.” Calien closed her eyes for a moment and shuddered. From in front of them, Bob snorted.

“Just wait until you meet him,” Bob added without looking back. “Then you won’t have trouble figuring out what aspects of Florentino you find most disturbing.”

Calien ground her teeth.

“What’s the problem with human females?” Talli asked curiously.

Calien looked up at her. “You are all wanton sluts,” she declared knowingly. From up ahead, Bob laughed while Talli thought about that.

“Well, not all of them,” she replied to the elf. “I mean, I am of course. But I’ve seen plenty of human women who aren’t very sexual at all.” Talli’s eyes looked suddenly sympathetic. “Which is pretty sad actually. Sex is freaking amazing.”

The elf-girl looked sickened. “I think you’ve proved my point,” Calien said.

Talli looked down at the girl. “You don’t like having sex?”

Calien’s eyebrows went up. “I’ve never even thought of having sex.”

“Why not?” Talli asked, not accusingly, but just curious.

Calien looked forward. “Because it’s disgusting. And I’m not old enough.”

Talli frowned. “Disgusting? I’m not sure I follow that. And you certainly look old enough, even by human standards. You look at least eighteen years old which means you’re probably in your eighties. Right?”

Calien frowned. “I’m seventy-two,” she finally muttered.

Bob snorted from up ahead. “Babies,” he said.

“So why not try it?” Talli asked enthusiastically. “I don’t mind sharing Bob at all and…”

“SILENCE!” Calien practically roared.

Talli’s eyes widened. “Oh. I’m sorry. I didn’t realize,” she apologized, only to smile wickedly. “I’m into girls too if you’re interested.”

“Do not speak of such abominations again!” And with that, Calien stopped, moving well behind Talli.

Talli blinked in shock. “Bob? What did I say?”

Bob looked back over his shoulder and sighed. “Elves are racists. They think that anyone who isn’t an elf is substandard. The problem is that elves find humans to be highly attractive. Not because they’re prettier, but because humans are easier to arouse and are more ardent. Human girls especially are valued because you are more lush. Humans may tire easier, but they’ll come back for more, four times as often as an elf. That makes every elven fantasy a story about finding some young human girl or boy and banging them non-stop for days.”

“So?” Talli said. “I’d be fine with that.”

“Yeah, well… elven culture is not. It promulgated active disdain and played into their bigotry. No elvish female will,” he raised his fingers into air quotes, “supposedly, consensually, copulate with a human, male or female, for any reason. And while the elven men still want to do it, they don’t want to risk their reputation by announcing it aloud.”

Calien, who had heard the entire explanation, spluttered furiously. “You know nothing mage,” she declared angrily. “It is because human females are more likely to produce atrocities.”

“Atrocities?” Talli asked, totally bewildered.

Bob shrugged. “Mixed offspring. Elvish men tend to be…” he paused. “A bit more fertile than human males. The elves absolutely despise half-elven children. Especially males.” He paused. “Though half-elf girls are generally allowed into elvish society. They usually end up as scullery maids or sex slaves.”

Again Calien spluttered. “Slavery is illegal in El-ahna!”

Bob laughed. “And yet every single elvish home has a kitchen, bathing room, and sex dungeon. You might call them ‘body servants’, but the reality is that pure blood elves, both male and female, use those girls for sex.”

Calien spluttered. “Silence!” She ordered. “No more talking!”

Two hours later the forest started to thin out and then, tucked into the most idyllic spot, nestled against a cliff, stood the Elvish town. Talli gasped, eyes widening at the sloped roofs, the graceful spiraled towers, the white walls, and stained oak railings. It was like something from a dream. Elves walked to and fro everywhere, bright colors fluttering in the breeze, just like the flags capping the top of the largest building. Talli was so excited, she felt herself tightening around the saddle mounted dildo, bouncing enthusiastically, almost bringing herself to climax.

“Behold,” Bob said dramatically. “El-Ahna.”

“El-Ahna,” Calien repeated reverently.

“The home of the world’s most annoying bigots,” Bob added.

Calien blinked. “What?” She said, not really getting it for a moment. Then she got angry. “What did you say, human scum?”

Bob nodded. “Exactly. Come on. Let’s go confront Eiriand Diristani.”


Chapter Two: Worse Things Than Death

As the three travelers approached the main gate, Calien suddenly moved forward. “Stop here,” she ordered.

“Why?” Bob asked. “We’re almost there.”

Calien’s eyes narrowed. “Bind her.”

“Talli?” Asked Bob. “Why?”

“Because she is a human female, and human females are not permitted within El-Ahna. You will also clothe her.”

“The hell with that idea,” Talli muttered.

Bob laughed. “I don’t have any clothes for her.”

Calien blinked. “What?”

Bob nodded. “Yup. Nothing.”

The elf girl looked perplexed. “How can you have no clothes for her?” She pointed toward Bob’s pack. “Then what do you carry?”

“Not much,” Bob said ruefully. “Feel free to look.” He loosened the pack and it fell to the ground. Calien opened it, looked in, and then thrust her hand in.

“It’s empty!” She said in shock. “You carry nothing with you? Are you mad?”

Bob shrugged. Calien, looking frustrated, pulled a small skein of rope out of her pouch. She looked over at Talli. “Get down from the horse. I will bind you.”

Talli glanced at Bob who nodded, so she shrugged, put her hands down on the pommel, and lifted herself up off the phallus. Calien, who was standing right there, gasped.

“What? What is that?” The elf girl asked in shock. She actually pointed at the phallus.

Talli swung her leg over and then dropped to the ground. There was a moment where a shudder ran through the girl and her toes curled at the end of the high heeled sandals, but she seemed to collect herself quick enough. “Oh,” Talli replied. “That? That’s a phallus.”

Calien, eyes wide, gulped. “Was that… was that inside you this whole time?”

Talli grinned. “Absolutely. It wasn’t enough to set me off of course, but it felt so good! Would you like to try it?”

Calien’s expression went from appalled to horrified. The elf girl shook her head. “No! It’s… it’s… it’s…” She swallowed, unable to even articulate what she was feeling. She blinked and shook out the rope. “Place your hands behind your back.”

Talli turned and Calien started wrapping the rope around Talli’s wrists, but quite incompetently. The loops were too loose and after half a minute, Bob got irritated and climbed down from his mount.

“Oh good gods,” he muttered, walking over to the two girls. “Has no one shown you how to do it?”

“What?” Calien asked, shocked as the mage took the rope out of her hands. The loops slipped free of Talli’s wrists completely. Talli reached up and quickly took off her cape, dropping it to the ground.

“Look, you drape it over her neck, like this,” Bob said, quickly demonstrating, forcing Talli to turn around and face them. “A twist here above her breasts, then take both ends down all the way to her crotch.”

Talli spread her legs with a smile, knowing what was about to happen next. Calien’s eyes bulged in shock.

“But… you are tying up her whole body! I just needed her hands bound!”

“Then you pull the ends upward, and if you’re really good you make sure to catch her clit right between the lines.” He quickly threaded the rope up between Tali’s legs and pulled it upward. Talli gasped, then groaned, turning around again. She put her hands behind her back. “Talli is enthusiastic, but don’t bind her hands yet. Go all the way up to the loop around her neck. Thread this end through here, then go back down to her wrists, like this.”

Calien watched, her face bright pink as Bob tied up Talli.

“Now I prefer a finger to elbow tie. It’s more comfortable for her too, and you can keep her like this a lot longer. Now, these ends go around her upper arms like this and you bind her breasts. I like to do two or three loops, but your rope isn’t quite long enough, so just one today. See how that makes her tits all tight and bulging? Then back to front and you thread each end through to the double center line. This creates that nice diamond pattern down her front and tightens the rope between her legs, as well as the loops around her breasts.” He finished, tying off the last little ends of the ropes so that it formed a knot, right over Talli’s clitoris. She groaned and shuddered, eyes closed in pleasure.

Calien stared at Talli’s bound, nude form, a little shell-shocked. “You are a pervert,” she finally declared. She gulped. “I am going to be in so much trouble.” Finally she closed her eyes, shook her head, and pointed. “You go. I will tell you which way to go while I  escort the girl.”

Bob pulled a leash out of his pocket and clipped it to Talli’s collar. “Here you go,” he said cheerfully to the elf girl. Calien took it, looking even more horrified. Bob turned, grabbed the lead of Talli’s horse, then his own, and began heading toward the gate. Calien followed, pulling Talli. Talli followed, her hips already twitching, wetness soaking the rope between her legs.

It was the mage who reached the gate first and the guard there looked at him suspiciously. “Business?” the elf demanded.

“I’m here to see Eiriand Diristani,” Bob said politely.

The elf sneered. “You think our Lord grants an audience to every errant human that shows up? Don’t waste his time, human. Turn around and go back to…”

“Fateale,” Calien suddenly called out from behind the horses. “I applaud your enthusiasm, but maybe you ought to pay more attention to the bounty list. The man in front of you is Bob the Sex Mage. He’s currently my prisoner and I am escorting him to our Lord.”

The guard’s jaw dropped and he stiffened. “Princess Calien!” He blubbered. “I’m… I’m… I’m sorry!” He bowed to the girl and Talli turned and looked at Calien.

“Princess?” She asked curiously, a smirk on her face.

Bob didn't even bat an eye, as if he expected it.

Calien glowered. “Let us through, Fateale.”

The guard nodded and backed out of Bob’s way. Bob gave the guard a smug bow and then walked in through the gate. Calien and Talli followed and Fateale’s jaw dropped a second time as he looked at Talli. A bulge almost immediately formed at the front of his pants and Calien growled. “Close your mouth, Fateale. You’re drooling.”

Fateale, still stunned at seeing Talli, didn’t even bother trying to comply. Calien shook her head and looked forward. “Mage. There are stables to the right. We will leave your horses there.”

“I’ve been here before, Princess,” Bob snorted. He turned, leading the animals toward the stable and Talli and Calien followed.

As they entered the city proper, Talli sensed the immediate sexual pressure. She felt a rush of humiliation as she was suddenly the focus of attention. Lots and lots of attention. Her eyes flickered around and her nipples tightened as she realized that practically everyone around was looking at her. It felt almost physical, as if she were being touched, her body explored. She twitched, her hips thrusting lewdly forward and she let out a groan as her pussy tightened, the rope and knot rubbing at her slit. Her hips twisted, a remarkably lewd and sexual movement that only seemed to intensify the studious looks focused on her. Talli groaned. She wanted something inside her. Something hard and thick and preferably moving in and out rapidly.

“Are you alright?” Calien asked in concern. “Are the ropes too tight?”

Talli shook her head. “No. It’s… I’m just very close right now. I want someone to fuck me.”

Calien grimaced in disgust. “You are not all right.”

Talli smiled. “I’m sorry, Princess. It’s just… everyone is looking at me. I can feel their hunger. Everyone. They all want me and I can sense what they want to do to me.” She licked her lips. “And… right now my shoes are tickling me.”

“What?” Calien asked in confusion, glancing down at the high heeled sandals.

Talli nodded. “They’ve got these portals to the abyss in them and whenever they touch the ground these tentacle things come out and touch the bottoms of my feet. It’s maddening.” She paused. “Or maybe they’re tongues and not tentacles. I’m not sure.”

Calien looked horrified. She looked up for Bob, but the mage had already reached the stables and began negotiating with the stable master. Calien started to protest, reiterating that they were prisoners, when Bob struck the bargain, pulled a few gold coins out of a small purse, then handed over the reins. He shouldered his supposedly empty pack and headed off down the street in the direction of the manor house. Evidently he had been there before.

Calien tugged Talli in the right direction. As they moved down the street, Talli realized that El-Ahna was different from human towns in more ways than one. First of all, it smelled good. Plants lined the streets and there wasn’t dirt and trash lying everywhere. Second, everyone was dressed in bright colors, instead of the usual browns and tans humans preferred. Plus everyone was dressed. She was the only one naked. Most human towns had dozens of naked slave women. Not to mention a punishment square where owners could bring their girls for public lashings. And lastly, human towns were usually a riot of races. Lizard men, orcs, dwarves, elves, gnomes, and humans all intermixed. Here, it was almost entirely elves, with only a rare individual of another race.

Another difference tookTalli a bit longer to identify. It was the ghosts. She saw them, but almost every single one was elven and they disappeared almost immediately, as if fleeing her. She blinked, shocked that she wasn’t being bombarded with images and words. Usually ghosts swarmed her like moths to a flame, overloading her senses and leaving her reeling. There were lots of ghosts in a human built town.

But as Calien and Talli walked behind Bob toward the manor home of Eiriand Diristani, one thing was the same. Talli was an immediate attention getter, especially with the males. Her nudity, the rope binding her body, the almost physical sexual aura around her, it all combined to make every elvin man stare at her with open desire. Talli could sense it. And while she blushed crimson right down the tips of her bound breasts, she wanted it, even craved it. She closed her eyes, imagining being left tied in the middle of the road, to be used by everyone who wanted her.

But then she became aware of a different feeling and she opened her eyes, catching sight of the penetrating gaze of the elven females. There were two different expressions. The younger ones looked at Talli with disgust, just like Calien, while the older females looked at her with a sort of predatory interest. Talli wasn’t sure if they wanted to fuck her, or eat her. It made Talli very aroused and with each thrust of her hips, she managed to move the knot over her clit just a little more.

It took another ten humiliating minutes to walk up to the manor house, the largest building in town. It was here that the flags fluttered from the tips of the spiraled turrets and windows gleamed in the late afternoon sun. Golden light seemed to make the whole thing aglow and Calien marched them right up to the front door, where another set of guards, these looking more professional than the one at the gate, stood silently. They opened the door upon seeing Calien and bowed as she escorted Bob and Talli through.

If Talli had been impressed with the beauty of the town, she was absolutely stunned by the interior architecture and gorgeousness of Eiriand Diristani’s home. Every piece of furniture was carved with roses and ivy, stained dark. Pillows were on every seat, richly embroidered. Tapestries hung on the walls. Sculptures of wood and stone stood on display pedestals. The hall seemed to glow from crystalline skylights and candles, expensive beeswax candles flickered here and there, but did not seem important for lighting. Instead, crystal sconces lined the walls, emitting a bright yellow glow.

There were also several groups of elves standing around. Almost from the moment they entered, conversation ended and all eyes turned to look at the strange parade. Bob led the way, not as if he were a prisoner, but as if he were an invited guest, or possibly the spearhead of an attacking army. He forged straight forward, brow furrowed, eyes glowering. Behind him marched Talli, bound and dripping, her thighs glistening, the rope digging into her crotch soaked with her desperate need. Then came Calien, trying to maintain a veneer of control.

“Stop there,” she commanded. “We must have the seneschal announce…”

But Bob ignored her. He walked right up to the inner doors, raised a hand, and they both slammed open without him touching the wooden slats. There were shouts of surprise and a second chamber, darker than the first, but just as elegant, was revealed. Bob marched in and Talli saw that a regal looking elf sat on what could only be described as a throne. A table stood off to the side, covered in parchment. Behind him were three elven women, all wearing gorgeous outfits that emphasized their sylvan beauty. A few nearby elves looked shocked and four guards, all with swords drawn, ran forward, placing themselves between Bob and Eiriand Diristani.

“Bob?” Eiriand said in shock, standing up in surprise.

The mage marched toward the King as Calien hurried forward, holding Talli’s leash.

“Eiriand,” Bob said, coming to a stop before he got to the guards. He looked around. “Love what you’ve done with the place.You look good.” The mage eyed the three women behind the throne. “How’s Maeribel?” He asked with a dark tone of sarcasm.

Eiriand’s eyebrow went up at the mention of his wife and his eyes narrowed a bit. “She’s fine. She’s at the lake house, watching the little ones. What are you doing here?”

Bob raised a finger. “Good question. I got your letter.” He reached into his robes and pulled out a single piece of parchment. He held it up. A not very good picture of him was on the front, along with a huge number: twenty thousand. Underneath was his name. Bob the Sex Mage.

Eiriand flinched. “Oh. That.”

Bob crumpled up the wanted poster and tossed it on the floor. “Oddly enough, it didn’t come via any of the usual posts. I found it nailed to a wall in one of my favorite taverns.”

Eiriand sighed and sat back down. “Yeah. Sorry about that.”

“You know there are easier ways to get my attention, Eiriand.” Bob retorted, putting his hands on his hips. “I’d like an explanation.”

Eiriand bit his lip, hesitating. “Calien? What are you doing? And why are you holding the leash to Bob’s vessel?”

Calien blinked. “Father?”

Talli turned and looked at her. “Wait. Eiriand Diristani is your father?”

Bob’s face didn’t even flicker. He just stared at the elven king.

“I asked you a question, young lady,” Eiriand said more sternly.

Calien summoned some spine. “I caught them trespassing, Father. On the eastern road. I recognized him from the Bounty Poster and he had a slave girl with him, in violation of our law. So I took them prisoner.”

The expression on Diristani’s face became alarmed, then resolute. He closed his eyes and sighed. Then he looked back at Bob. “Thank you,” he said with absolute honesty.

Bob shrugged. “It would have been impolite.”

“And you would go to the ‘special hell.’ How did you know she was mine?” Eiriand asked curiously.

“Are you kidding? She looks just like Maeribel,” Bob responded honestly. “Just younger and with all of her pigheadedness.”

“Wait. Why are you thanking him?” Calien asked her father, bewildered.

“I’m thanking him for not vaporizing you,” Eiriand said, just a touch angrily. “Or worse. Do you have any idea how dangerous this man is, Calien?”

The princess swallowed. “Well, yes. He’s the sex mage. If he has sex with the girl, he can power his magic.” She stomped her foot. “I kept him away from her.”

Eiriand eyed the mage. “It was never quite like that,” he said, a wry smile on his face. “And I’ve heard some intriguing stories lately. And even then, without power, Bob is incredibly dangerous. He has a wiley talent for mayhem, even without his vessel in the throes of passion.”

Bob glowered and pointed at the wanted poster. “Which is why twenty thousand is even more of an insult. Hell, the Sillis Clan is offering more!”

Eiriand glanced down at Bob’s lizard scale boots. “Yes. I’ve heard,” he said, waving his  hand. “Thirty thousand. But still only for Lizards.” He glanced at his soldiers. “Guards, you may stand down.” He stood back up. “Let’s continue this discussion in private.” He pointed at Talli. “It’s still illegal for a slave to enter El-Ahna. My ladies will take her into custody and prepare her punishment.”

“She’s not a slave,” Bob said with a snort.

Talli’s eyes widened. “Punishment?” She said excitedly.

Bob’s eyes rolled. “There better not be any permanent damage, or I’m going to level this town.”

Eiriand’s eyebrow went up. “That’s quite the threat,” he said carefully. “Ten years ago that would have been bravado.”

Bob smirked. “Getting older can be a powerful force in life.”

“Indeed,” Eiriand replied. Then he nodded. “You’ll be present for her punishment. It will entertain us while we talk.”

The three women behind Eiriand glided out from around the throne and walked slowly down to Talli. They were all gorgeous, with long blonde hair, their elven features giving them an exotic and foreign look. White silken robes hung from their shoulders, cut to reveal tantalizing glimpses of their breasts and loins. They had long arms and legs, and their fingers seemed longer too. Comparatively, Talli’s human beauty was rounded and lush, her breasts and hips bigger. One took the leash from Calien and a moment later Talli was being led away.

“Father,” Calien said, clearly upset. “How can you let this…”

“Enough,” Eiriand said firmly. “I appreciate your… dedication, girl. But you aren’t ready for this level of intrigue, or danger. This man specializes in the abduction of girls, just like you.”

Calien blinked and then glanced at Bob. “What?”

Bob didn’t say anything as Eiriand walked down towards them. “Indeed,” Eiriand continued. “His last was an elf maid named Ilea. She was your mother’s cousin’s niece. On a trip outside the realm, she was abducted, stripped naked, trussed up, brutally fucked by this man, and then bound to him as a vessel.”

Bob frowned. “It wasn’t brutal,” he protested. “She had an orgasm. Lots and lots of them.”

But Calien looked horrified. “You… you violated an elf?” She exclaimed, anger rushing through her. Calien’s hand went to her dagger, but Eiriand grabbed her before she could draw. She looked up at him. “How can you allow this human to still breathe, Father?”

Eiriand took a deep breath. “Because he is not only incredibly powerful, but also incredibly useful.” He glanced at Bob. “And because his crime…”

“Crimes,” Bob interrupted politely. “Plural. Ilea wasn’t my first elf girl.” He smiled wickedly at Calien.

Eiriand rolled his eyes as Calien looked even more outraged. “Crimes…” Eiriand allowed, “are so heinous, he will gladly accept a task that will serve the crown and clear his record.”

“I will?” Bob said doubtingly, glancing at Diristani.

Eiriand gave Bob a frustrated look. “Yes. You will,” the king insisted.

Bob gave the king another skeptical look and put his hands on his hips. Eiriand shook his head in annoyance, then turned back to his daughter. “Go. Rest. Eat. Sleep. I appreciate your enthusiasm and then go thank the gods that you weren’t injured, or worse.”

“Killed?” Calien asked suspiciously.

Eiriand blinked. “No daughter,” he said softly, taking hold of her shoulders. “That would not have been the worst thing this man could have done to you. Not by far.”

Calien swallowed. Then she bowed her head and turned, walking away.

Both men watched as she left. Then Bob nodded. “I can see why you didn’t want me to meet your family.”

Eiriand shrugged. “I would never have allowed you to take her. But there is an old elven saying about not expecting a scorpion to be anything but a scorpion. I’ve seen you between a rock and a hard place and scruples aren’t exactly one of your problems.”

Bob sighed and ran his hand through his hair. “Scruples are the sort of thing you keep in a desk drawer until after retirement. Still, things are somewhat different now,” he said, apologetically.

“So I’ve heard. Yet you still have a vessel,” Eiriand replied, gesturing for Bob to walk with him. “A human girl no less. I thought you preferred elven maids.”

Bob grinned. “Elven girls have stamina, but they’re too independent. Too prudish. Talli is… different. She’s bright, she’s exciting, she’s wanton and lustful. She’s been with me almost three years now.”

“She is definitely beautiful,” Eiriand agreed. “Decadent and lush. I’m shocked you made it through town with her tied up like that. Was she bound before Calien found you?”

Bob bit his lip. “Um. Sorry. I may have taught your daughter some erotic rope bondage.”

Eiriand laughed. “Calien is a fucking prude, just like her mother. Which as a father I can appreciate. But you know elven women. I’m just glad that she’s still the one wanting to tie up little girls, and not one of the little girls being tied up.” He gripped Bob’s shoulder. “It is good to see you though.”

“So why the bounty then?” Bob asked in a frustrated voice.

“I told you already. Ilea. My wife’s cousin’s sister tracked down what happened to her daughter. They managed to figure out that you kidnapped her and demanded I do something.” He shook his head. “I tried to keep the amount low enough to prevent any serious hunters from pursuing it. Twenty isn’t enough considering the risk.”

“Yeah, but every clodhopper turned bounty hunter has been coming after me,” Bob said with annoyance, kicking the paper on the floor. “It’s fucking harassment. And I’m having to kill a lot of people.”

“Sorry,” Eiriand said honestly. He looked grim. “I presume from the fact that you have the human girl as a vessel, that Ilea is no longer alive?”

Bob nodded with a sad look. “Loved that girl, even though I only had her for six months. We were attacked by some orcs in the Westerning Hills. She didn’t make it.”

Eiriand nodded. “I find that disturbing. Usually you protect your vessels. What the hell was Florentino doing?”

Bob shook his head. “Florentino wasn’t there. It was just me and Ilea.”

“Oh. That’s too bad,” Eiriand said finally. “She didn’t suffer, did she?”

Bob shook his head. “Oh no. It was quick.” He said.

Eiriand nodded. “Well, we presumed she was dead. Your current vessel…”

“Talli,” Bob provided helpfully.

“Talli,” Eiriand acknowledged, “Has been turning heads. The fact that she’s been with you so long has also been noted.” He looked down. “As well as your new boots.”

Both men glanced down to Bob’s lizard scale boots. “I’ve had them for just seven months!” Bob snorted. “They’re not new. Trust me, they're broken in.”

“Still, it takes a brave man to piss off an entire lizard clan.”

Bob smiled. “With every step.” He used his thumb to gesture at his pack. “I’ve got about thirty more sets if you’d like a pair. Picked them up when I looted Castle Haggard and took care of the Lich King Argenthor.”

Eiriand’s eyes widened, but he didn’t pursue that line of thought. “I’ll pass on the lizard boots. I don’t want them thinking I’m friends with you. Or worse, that I helped.”

Bob laughed.

“Come on. The ladies should have your girl ready for that punishment. We can discuss the details of a task that you would be uniquely suited for.” He guided Bob toward a door at the rear of the throne room. Bob allowed himself to be led forward and a moment later was taken into a smaller room. A huge bed sat against one wall, the sheets immaculately white, the four posts reaching to the ceiling. Iron rings were embedded in the posts and smooth silk ropes hung from each of the rings. For a second, Bob half expected to find Talli bound open in the center of the bed, but instead she was kneeling on a circular ottoman set between the footboard and a pair of comfortable chairs. A small table with a decanter of wine stood between the seats, along with a platter of meats, cheese, and fruit.

Bob eyed the set up. “Deja vu,” he muttered as Eiriand gestured for him to take a seat. Bob lowered himself down, eyeing Talli. The rope he’d tied around the girl was gone and instead her hands had been encased in some sort of leather enclosures, a strap keeping them together across her abdomen. Another strap of leather had been buckled around her elbows, fixed behind her. The sandals she’d been wearing were sitting on the floor nearby, leaving Talli’s beautiful little bare feet exposed.

“She is quite delightful,” Eiriand allowed. He nodded to one of the women. “You may begin,” he said simply.

The elvish woman standing near Talli put one knee on the ottoman next to Talli and with one arm, grabbed hold of her body. Talli stiffened, then moaned as the elf girl’s free hand came up between her spread legs, fingers probing at her slit. They came away glistening wet and several strong spanks to Talli’s sex followed. Talli yelped softly, mewling as she thrust her pussy forward, right into the swats.

“So what exactly is this task you want me to do,” Bob asked, his eyes locked on Talli’s pussy, watching as the elf girl struck Talli’s perfect little slit multiple times.

“Ever hear of the Eye of Assurance?” Eiriand asked, also watching Talli’s punishment. The elf girl finished spanking Talli between the legs and forced her around so that her bottom was facing the two men. She began swatting Talli’s rump, first one cheek, then the other, as Talli groaned dramatically with each blow.

Bob scratched at his beard. “Isn’t that an enchanted artifact that increases your luck?” He asked, trying to remember. Usually Bob relied on his friend Florentino to remember the trivia. Across from them, another one of the elven girls brought forward a flogger, the strands extra long. They maneuvered Talli onto her back, her sex in full view of Eiriand and Bob, then made her spread her legs. Her bare little feet rose up into the air, the arches exposed.

“I’m impressed,” Eiriand acknowledged. “And you’re right. If you were rolling a twenty sided die while wearing the Eye of Assurance, you’d never roll a number under eighteen.”

Bob blinked. “Why the hell would I need to roll a twenty-sided die?” He asked curiously.

Eiriand snorted. “Only plebes play games with six-sided dice, Bob.”

Bob rolled his eyes. “Fucking elves and your stupid role playing games.” In front of them, the flogger slashed downward, striking Talli right between the legs. She cried out, but neither men missed the fact that her hips rose, her pussy gaping open, fluids splattering. Bob grinned. The elf girls were about to realize that whipping Talli’s sex wasn’t exactly a punishment.

“Are you sure this thing does what everyone says it does?” Bob asked a moment later.

Eiriand’s eyebrow went up. “What do you mean?” He asked.

Bob shrugged. “Enchanted items that futz with luck aren’t terribly reliable.”

Eiriand frowned. “You’re talking about prescience.”

The mage looked at the elf king, taking his eyes off the sexual tableau for a second. “And omniscience,” he said honestly. “Making these things is hard. They take huge amounts of power if they’re going to be even a little effective. Either that or you have to bind an entity to it. That’s not easy. Or common.”

Talli let out a passionate groan, quivering from toe to temple. Her toes curled as the flogger struck her open sex, her juices coating the strands.

“Good point. Which makes me curious about her piercings,” Eiriand replied. “They’re empty.” He looked at Bob curiously. “How are you reinforcing the masochism on her?”

Bob settled back into the chair as the flogger snapped down repeatedly on Talli’s pussy. Her cries were becoming even more desperate and only a fool wouldn’t recognize them for the passion they were. “I’m not. She’s naturally inclined.” He shrugged. “I don’t need to recharge them.”

“Well, maybe the Earring of Masochism,” Eiriand mused, stroking his chin. “But I see you’ve added some toe rings. And those are powered. Why not just recharge the Earring of Sensuality?”

Bob frowned, but his eyes reflected a hopefulness.

Eiriand blinked. “The rings are removable. Wait. You’re planning on releasing her?”

Bob shrugged. “I’ve tried. Originally it wasn’t going to be good for her. Too many enchantments fucking with her head. So when the earrings went dry, I didn’t refill them. Now they’re just earrings.” In front of them, Talli was bucking, almost shrieking with desperate abandon as the whip snapped down over and over on her clitoris and petals.

“And the piercings of sensitivity?” Eiriand asked. “Will you let them go dry too?”

Bob nodded. “They’re most of the way there already. And by then she’ll be ready to live a life of quiet peace. I’ve got enough saved up for us.”

Eiriand turned his head, looking away from Talli, whose legs were shaking, close to the verge of orgasm. “Us?” He reached out and grabbed Bob’s arm. “Wait. Are you in love with this girl?”

Bob glared at Eiriand. “What? Is that so hard to believe?”

Eiriand sat back, pondering. “I wouldn’t let that information get out, Bob. It makes her a target. A weakness.”

Bob nodded. “I know. Her safety is in us pretending that she’s still nothing but a vessel to me. Replaceable at a moment’s notice, by any female around me.”

“Except my daughter,” Eiriand added.

Bob chuckled. “Except your daughter.”

One of the elf girls, one who wasn’t whipping Talli’s pussy, climbed up and straddled Talli’s face. The human girl’s cries were instantly muffled. One of the others released Talli’s hands and arms. Talli reached up, grabbing hold of  the elf girl’s legs, her mouth open, tongue swirling through the elven pussy. But more importantly, Talli kept her legs open, her hips jerking as the whip continued to fall. The third elvish girl came up, reached around the second, and grabbed hold of Talli’s breasts, her fingers pinching the pierced nipples, twisting them back and forth.

“So where is the Eye of Assurance?” Bob asked offhandedly, still watching Talli’s punishment.

“The Dark elves have it,” Eiriand said, watching Talli writhe in passion and pain.

“The dark elves have it?” Bob exclaimed, looking away from the ottoman and over at Diristani. “Are you mad?” He asked. “I can’t march in there!”

Eiriand chuckled. “Well, that’s debatable. You recently marched into King Argenthor’s castle. This doesn’t seem quite as dangerous.”

Bob’s eyes narrowed. “Castle Haggard almost got me killed,” Bob retorted. “Willingly volunteering for suicide is not my idea of a good time.” On the ottoman, Talli was bucking and the girl with the whip dropped to her knees, sticking her face down between Talli’s legs. From the sound of things, the lick of the whip had been swapped out for just non-stop licking.

Eiriand face turned a little cold. “Bob, I generally don’t go digging into my friends’ activities, but it’s not like I’m asking you to commit suicide. I know damn well you’ve had dealings with the dark elves. And it just so happens that you’ve had business with the House that has it. I’m not asking that much.”

Bob’s eyes narrowed. “You mean House Alvas?” Diristani nodded. Bob sighed and shook his head. “Dealings is an overstatement, Eiriand. I sold some,” he paused carefully, glancing at Talli as she whimpered and moaned and writhed under the elven girls tormenting her. “Uh… goods… there about six years ago. That’s it.”

“You mean slave girls. But you’ve been there. They let you in. It will be simple. ”

Bob bit his lip and shook his head. “Sorry. It’s not simple. The Dark Elves are fucking paranoid. They don’t let outsiders wander out of the market, so finding the Eye won’t be easy in the first place. They could have it stashed anywhere. Hell, the Duchess will probably be wearing it. And they’re almost all powerful mages, and they don’t just cast fireball, Eiriand. They have serious bad juju. They use magic that corrupts the soul.”

The elf girl kneeling over Talli’s face suddenly cried out, unable to contain herself. She shook violently for a moment, then pulled herself away from Talli, leaving Bob’s vessel covered in girl goo. Talli licked her lips, whimpering and moaning, only for the elf girl who was still playing with Talli’s breasts to let go and move into position.

“Bob, stop whining. Do this and I’ll clear the bounty and you’ll be rewarded. Services to the crown.”

“How about I just pay you twenty-thousand?” Bob retorted.

Eiriand shook his head. “It’s not the money, Bob. It’s the principle. You kidnapped an elf girl, fucked her brains out repeatedly, sexually tortured her, all so you could suck the energy out of her, and then you got her killed. Justice is catching up to you.”

“Do you know what I’ll need just to get in there?” Bob replied incredulously. “I’d need to invest three times the twenty thousand, just to get in.” He shook his head. “Nope. Guess I’ll just go on killing your bounty hunters.”

Diristani gave the mage a frustrated look. “What if I funded your adventure? An additional forty thousand gold?”

The mage glared at the elven king. “So I break even?” He retorted. “I’ll need help to run the goods and what’s in it for them?” He leaned forward. “How much do you want this thing, Eiriand?”

“Sell the goods?” Diristani suggested. Bob snorted with a roll of his eyes. The elven king’s eyes narrowed. “That’s a little unusual for you. When did you get all sentimental about slave girls?”

Bob shrugged. “At some point, I’d like to be able to settle down without having to look over my shoulder for aggrieved husbands and fathers wanting to kill me.”

Eiriand frowned, looking thoughtful. “What if I set things up so that when you are ready to retire, you’ll both be safe here.”

Bob blinked, just a little stunned. “Retire… here? In El-Ahna?” He asked incredulously. He sat there, looking shocked. “You’d let Talli live in El-Ahna?”

Eiriand shrugged. “She’ll be old enough by then not to be the walking cock-hardener she is right now. Presuming the two of you don’t end up dead on the point of a lizard’s sword.” He paused, his eyes sparkling as Talli quivered violently beneath the hands of his elf ladies. “Though honestly, if you want to leave her here, I’d be happy to keep her chained in my dungeon. It will keep the girls entertained.” He licked his lips. “And me.”

The elf girl licking Talli’s pussy stood back up, her mouth covered in a sheen of wetness, and raised the flogger once more. It hissed as it slashed downward, striking Talli’s pussy perfectly, the leather strands spreading her petals wide, biting into her clit, and digging deep. Talli squealed but kept herself open and spread, even as her own sounds were muted by the elven pussy she was herself in the process of licking. Bob and Eiriand watched as blow after blow landed, each hard and stinging. The elf girl meant for it to push Talli back from the edge, to use the pain as a stop against the cumming orgasm.

Bob smirked. Those poor little elf girls…

Talli suddenly shrieked, her toes curling, her arms tightening on the elf girl above her head. The elf girl getting licked suddenly cried out, thrashing as Talli’s tongue stabbed at her clit and none of the three girls were ready as Talli’s hips thrust upward, her stinging pussy pulsing. A stream of cum squirted from Talli’s raised slit, catching the elf girl with the flogger across the thighs. Talli shuddered violently, then collapsed, her legs splayed, her body exhausted.

The three elf girls stepped away and Bob smiled. A silly grin was etched upon Talli’s face and she slowly lifted her head. She blinked, looking at Bob and Eiriand, her body covered in elven girl goo, her own cum dripping from her perfectly ex

“That was fun,” she said breathlessly, eyes dazed and slightly unfocused. “Can we do the punishment part again?”

Bob let out a sigh and turned to Eiriond. “Fine,” he said. “I’ll do it. But this is going to take some serious planning”


Chapter Three: Promiscuous and unprincipled

It was a bright morning and Talli blinked as she entered the courtyard. It had been a busy three days and frankly she wasn’t unhappy to be leaving El-Ahna. It wasn’t that she minded the place. In fact, it was gorgeous. So much better than human towns. The food was incredible. And the sex… she closed her eyes. It had practically been non-stop. Eiriand’s bevy of house maidens had taken turns using her almost constantly, sometimes even waking her in the middle of the night. She’d been bound, one way or another, almost the entire time and the long list of sexual experiences inflicted upon her had left her feeling like gelatin.

And quite satisfied.

The only negative is that she’d barely seen Bob. He’d been busy with preparations and except for a twice daily check-in, she’d barely seen him. Once, when she was bound spread-eagled while one of the elf maiden’s had teased her clit for hours with a feather, he’d stopped in, seen her struggling, begging to cum, and blown her a kiss. Another time, she’d been hung upside down, legs spread wide so that the trio of elf maidens go simultaneously both penetrate her with a dildo and tease her clit with some sort of vibrating magic stone, he’d stuck his head in, asked her how she was doing, and then left before she screamed out in orgasm. Once, when she’d been doubled, her feet bound by her ears, her pussy and ass exposed perfectly, only to suffer a round robin of paddling, whipping, and fucking, she’d watched him walk by, not even really noticing her. Hell, Eiriand had snuck into Talli’s cell several times, pinning her to the soft mattress, and relieving himself in her wet, sensitive, and very sore pussy. 

But there was Bob, standing out in the courtyard, his pack by his side, a warm and loving smile on his face. Talli grinned happily and would have ran to him, except for the fact that she was bound, two of her elvin jailors standing by her side. Her wrists were secured to a thin metal arm bar that ran the length of her shoulders, hooked to one of the rings on her collar. Both nipples sported jewelry provided by Diristani and she had to admit that she loved the way the weight and tightness made her breasts tingle. A clamp had also been attached to her clitoris, light and teasing, with dangling beads that seemed to want to brush up against the bare folds of her sex, playing with her labia.

As she approached Bob, she realized that he was standing next to some sort of wooden cart, but instead of a typical cargo area, there was a strange frame consisting of two central supports at the front and back, along with a beam set between them, about halfway up. Talli gulped as she realized the beam was cut into a triangular prism, wide and with a slightly blunted edge facing upward. Two heavy iron weights, the size of watermelons, sat nearby, and a metal wrist and neck bar lay off to the side.

“I’m guessing that’s for me,” she said with a gulp, eyeing the contraption.

Bob grinned. “Well, you are breaking the law. The elves want to make sure everyone knows that bringing a slave girl, especially an incredibly attractive one, into the city, will have consequences.”

She glanced at the dull pointed edge that she’d shortly be sitting on. “This doesn’t seem fair. First of all, I’m not a slave girl. I’m your vessel. And second, Calien was the one who brought me here. Shouldn’t she be the one sitting on that thing?” Talli grinned. She liked the idea of Calien sitting naked on the beam, as long as Talli got to sit there with her!

He leaned forward. “It’s just till we get to the gates.”

“It took us ten minutes to walk that distance, Bob.”

He smiled. “It will be agonizing, I know. But I’m betting you’ll cum at least once.” He opened his arms. “I did ask Eiriand to spare you this humiliation, but he insisted.”

She blinked, then gave him a suspicious look. “Did you really?” She asked. “Beg him to spare me?”

Bob twitched. “Well, maybe not beg…” he replied uncomfortably. She rolled her eyes.

“Don’t give me that. You enthusiastically endorsed this. Didn’t you?” She said accusingly.

Bob looked at her, then broke into a smile. “Oh hell yes,” he admitted. “You? Naked and oiled, sitting on a wooden horse, ankles weighted? You’ll be quivering and thrusting as we slowly roll you down the street for everyone to look at. Damn right I endorsed this.” He grinned. “And those pretty clamps on your nipples and clit? Those aren’t just for decoration. Just wait till you feel what those things are going to do when you’re astride that thing.” He jerked his thumb at the cart, then nodded to the two elf women. “You can mount her. We’re ready to go.”

The elves tugged Talli over toward the cart and she looked back at Bob. “Wait! What are the clamps going to do? Bob? Bob!” Then a gag was fitted into her mouth and her questions were muffled. Bob watched as she was lifted up, forced to straddle the wooden beam, her wrists bound to the arm bar that also encircled her neck. Chains from the front and back posts were hooked to her collar, keeping her from falling left or right. Finally the heavy weights were secured to her ankles, dramatically increasing the amount of pressure bearing down on her now split pussy. Talli mewled with discomfort, but then stiffened as the cart started to move. Bob knew that the clamps the elves had fitted to her nipples and clit were shaking.

Word had been put out on the street and practically the entire town had turned out to witness Talli’s final humiliation and punishment. Almost from the moment they moved out of the courtyard, there were hundreds of elegantly dressed elves, each hungering for the sight of the human girl, suffering on the wooden horse as it rolled with excruciating slowness toward the main gate. Bob walked behind the cart, watching as Talli’s bare feet swung, the huge weights tugging her downward. Within a hundred feet her buttocks started moving, her hips swinging back and forth. At first Bob thought she was in pain, trying to find some way to sit that didn’t hurt. But then he realized she was grinding, thrusting herself back and forth in frantic, sexual energy. He wasn’t surprised when he noticed fluids dripping down her bare thighs and soaking the wooden beam beneath her.

Suddenly Calien appeared. Dressed in the same forest garb as before, bow strapped to her back, she stepped up next to Bob.

“Why are you doing that to her?” She demanded roughly, pointing at the suffering Talli.

Bob shrugged. “I’m not. Your father insisted,” he said.

“Don’t give me that,” Calien said, gulping slightly as Talli bucked, whimpering. They walked behind her as the horse pulled the cart through the city, watching as the weights swung back and forth. “You’re torturing her.”

The mage looked down at the girl. “Princess, you have much to learn about people. Talli is something of a masochist. Sure, that hurts, but I can assure you that she has already exploded once and will probably do it again before we make the main gate.” He frowned. “I didn’t know horses could move this slowly.”

“Where are you going?” Calien asked. “After this?”

Bob shrugged. “Places. The big wide world.”

Her eyes narrowed. “I don’t trust you,” she said, her lips pressed together.

Bob laughed. “You and most others!” He said. “But that makes you a very wise young woman. No one as beautiful as you should trust a man like me.”

“Because you’re human?” Calien asked.

Bob shook his head. “On the contrary, there are some humans who are as honorable as the elves themselves. I know a knight and his king who are the most honorable men alive.” He gave her a pointed look. “But we humans run a larger range than elven kind.” He smiled. “We are more flawed.”

Calien, who hadn’t stopped staring at Talli, shook her head. “How can she endure that?” Calien swallowed hard as Talli once more stiffened, toes curling, as another orgasm rocked through her. Bob let out a chuckle.

“Because she can. It's what makes her special.”

Talli came a third time just before they rolled through the main gate and Calien followed them through, her eyes hard. Bob’s two horses were waiting for them just outside the walls. The elven guard kept the town folks back as the elf maidens went up, slowly removing the weights from Talli’s ankles, then the chains. Talli cried out as she was lifted from the wooden beam, her pussy bright red and sporting a mottling that Bob knew would translate into some impressive bruising.

Talli’s high heels touched the ground again and she let out a small gasp as the tentacles once more began licking at the arches of each foot. She stood there, shaking as her wrists were freed, then the arm bar across her shoulders was removed. Calien watched, seemingly fascinated as one of her father’s elf maids kissed Talli passionately.

“Come back,” she whispered. “I want to do this to you again, and again, and again.” Talli, dazed and swaying, nodded as the gag was removed from her mouth. The elf maid smiled. “When you return, let us know and we will have the cart ready to escort you back to the palace.” She walked away, the cart turning and going back into El-Ahna, leaving Calien, Talli, and Bob standing there on an empty roadway, the gates closing behind them.

“You,” she said quietly to Talli, “are not right in the head.” And with that, Calien walked away, off the road, and disappeared into the forest.

Talli blinked. “Okay,” she said, seemingly unfazed. “Tell me something I don’t know.” She swayed dangerously and Bob was about to reach out and grab her, when a huge arm scooped Talli up. She gasped as her feet dangled in the air and she raised her chin, only to smile happily.

“Florentino,” she whispered. Then closed her eyes and laid her head against him.

Bob looked over at the rock giant. “Well it’s about fucking time,” the mage complained, going over to his horse and tying his pack into place. “Where the hell have you been?”

Florentino, carrying Talli in the crook of his arm, smiled up at Bob. “Good morning, Robert. I hope you found your stay in El-Ahna to be comfortable?” The rock giant’s voice was melodic and he spoke in a very posh accent.

“Delightful as always,” Bob said sourly, climbing up into his saddle. He secured the reins of Talli’s horse to the back of his seat and kicked his heels. At a walk, they headed down the track away from the city. “Fucking prissy elves,” he muttered. He looked back at Florentino. “I have a big favor to ask of you,” he warned.

The rock giant was at least ten feet tall and sported a musculature that would have made any human body builder envious. Bulging biceps and pectorals made him look lumpy and a solid steel breastplate, held in place with thick leather straps, partially covered his chest. His loins were covered with a fur breechcloth and a leather pouch hung from his side. He wore leather sandals on his massive feet and a huge club hung on his back.

“Robert, you know that I am totally willing to help you with anything,” Florentino said cheerfully, still cradling Talli in his arms.

“I know. And I appreciate that. Do you want to put her on the horse?” Bob asked.

“No Bob,” Talli said with a sigh. “Florentino does not want to put me on the horse.”

Bob’s eyebrow went up. Florentino looked at Talli, then at Bob. “I do not want to put her on her horse,” he repeated dutifully. Then the rock giant smiled. “I would imagine that being forced to sit on the phallic saddle after enduring the elves' wooden horse cart would be somewhat uncomfortable. ”

Bob snorted. “She’ll be fine in an hour.” He glanced back. “Just keep your fingers out of her sex. She’s been used almost constantly for three days.”

Florentino didn’t look surprised. “She still has vibrating clamps on her nipples and clit,” he said with a relaxed tone. “I’m sure King Diristani’s ladies kept Talli quite entertained.”

“There were three of them,” Talli replied, her eyes going unfocused for a moment as she smiled. Florentino nodded knowingly.

“Would you like me to remove the clamps?” He asked Talli. She shook her head, smiling.

“Not in the least,” she assured him. “Have you ever fucked an elf girl?” She asked curiously.

Florentino grinned. “Several times. I find elf girls to be quite robust, though they take a bit more to get going than human females.” He sighed. “I do like the way they taste.”

Bob looked around nervously. “Hey, let’s not openly advertise that? At least not here?” He said. “That’s what got me into trouble in the first place.”

Florentino nodded. With his free hand he dug into his pouch and pulled out a piece of paper. “I am aware of that.” He held up the wanted poster. “Robert, I think you need to consider selecting a more impressive moniker. ‘Bob the Sex Mage’ seems somewhat underwhelming.”

Bob snatched the wanted poster out of the giant’s hand and crumpled it up angrily. “What did you have in mind?” He asked dangerously.

Florentino considered this for a moment, but Talli was the one who responded. “Bob the Pervert?” She suggested, but more to the rock giant than the mage.

Florentino shook his head. “That makes Robert sound like a voyeur, which is not quite accurate.”

“Bob the Fuck Wizard?” Talli proposed mischievously.

“Definitely not,” Florentino replied. “Too juvenile. And he technically is not a wizard.”

“Bob the Stud?” Talli giggled.

“I believe that to be too focused,” Florentino said. “And somewhat inaccurate.”

“Hey,” Bob protested.

Florentino looked thoughtful. “I think Robert the Depraved” sounds more striking.”

Talli wrinkled her nose. “The depraved?” She asked, shaking her head. “What about debauched?”

Florentino looked impressed. “Talli! You have been improving your vocabulary! That’s wonderful. Though I’m not in agreement with your selection. Debauched means to indulge in sensual pleasures to a degree perceived to be morally harmful.”

Her eyebrow went up. “He sexually tortures me to orgasm to suck magic out of me. How is that not morally harmful?”

Florentino gave her a patient look. “Because you enjoy it and are willing to submit yourself to these activities.” He paused. “What about Robert the Licentious?”

“What does that mean?” She asked, screwing up her face.

“Promiscuous and unprincipled in sexual matters,” Florentino said, defining the word.”

“Ooohhh,” she said in appreciation.

“How about ‘Bob the Irritable’?” Bob spluttered from ahead of them. “Can’t the two of you find something better to talk about?”

Talli licked her lips and looked up at Florentino. “Um. This might sound a little crazy, but I’d like it if you moved your hand up, just a bit.”

Florentino’s eyebrow went up. “Further up your back and I wouldn’t be able to support you properly.”

She looked him straight in the eye. “The other way.” Florentino smiled, shifting his grip, and then Talli gasped. She let out a soft groan and closed her eyes. “Oh gods yes…” she whimpered. She let out a crazy little laugh. “Now move your finger around,” she told the giant. “In and out. Or curling it would be even better.”

“Didn’t I say to leave her alone for an hour?” Bob asked the sky. There was no answer other than a soft moan behind him. Then he shook his head.

“So where are we going?” Florentino asked as Talli let out another gasp.

Bob said it quietly. “Alvas.”

Florentino actually missed a step, but then he caught up. “It has been some time since you have visited the Duchess, Robert. Is this a social visit, or are we going for some other purpose?”

Bob looked back over his shoulder with a scowl. “Why on earth would you think it was a social visit?”

Florentino glanced at Talli, who was rolling her hips in response to where his fingers happened to be placed. Her face was flushed and she was clearly enjoying herself.

“Well, the last time we were in Alvas you spent several days with the Duchess and it appeared that you were both very taken with each other.”

Bob reigned in his horse to allow Florentino to catch up. When they were even, the mage glared at the giant.

“I was not taken with her,” Bob declared.

Florentino looked skeptical. “Oh. I did not realize that multiple sessions of sexual intercourse, along with a shared interest in tormenting some of the female slaves we were selling at the time, did not constitute a relationship. My apologies, Robert.”

Bob frowned. “Florentino, did we leave when we were supposed to?”

“Yes.”

“Have I ever gone back?”

“Not to my knowledge.”

Bob nodded. “Exactly. Helenae was… a necessary aspect of our business there.” He shrugged. “A necessary, beautiful, dangerous part, but a part nonetheless. Unfortunately, she is again.”

“She is?” The giant asked curiously.

The mage frowned. “Yes,” he replied.

“Will that mean additional opportunities for you to have sexual relations with Helenae?”

Bob sighed. “Presuming she doesn’t want to kill me for leaving without saying goodbye?”

Florentino sighed. “You do have a talent for encouraging that specific response. There are quite a few people who want to kill you.”

“Thank you for the reminder,” Bob replied sourly.

The rock giant’s eyebrow went up. “Getting into the Duchy Market is not easy, Robert.” He glanced at Talli who was already panting in sexual excitement. “At least, not without marketable goods,” he added. “Getting Helenae’s attention might be even more difficult. Unless, as you say, she does want to kill you.”

“For convenience sake,” Bob declared, “I’m going to presume that she doesn’t want to kill me.”

“Upon what do you base that assumption, Robert?”

Bob shrugged. “No dark elf assassins? No bounty?”

“Or perhaps she does not wish to waste her wealth on something she wishes to do personally?”

Bob glared at the rock giant. “Well, aren’t you a pessimist?” Bob frowned. “But you’re right. Which is why I’m bringing an ace in the hole. Something to intrigue Helenae and make her mouth water.”

“What is that?” Florentino asked.

Talli opened her eyes and looked at Florentino. “Deeper,” she whispered. “And do that thing with your thumb too,” she said.

Florentino nodded with a smile, then moved his hand. Talli gasped, then groaned, wriggling slightly.

“Oh yes!” She whimpered. “I’m so close!” She mewled, rocking her hips as her eyes seemed to roll into the back of her head. She gasped, quivering, both cute little feet kicking in the air.

“Florentino, what the hell are you doing to her?”

The rock giant smiled. “I am currently carrying her, with her weight distributed between both my arms. However, my left hand is currently cupping her lower body, with my thumb grazing her clitoris, the middle finger fully inserted into her vaginal slit, and my forefinger wedged…”

Bob held up a hand, interrupting. “I’m sorry I asked. I don’t want to know where your forefinger is.” He snorted. “Just wash your hands before dinner.” He looked forward, down the trail just as a sort of wet squelching sound came from under Talli. She stiffened, jerking in Florentino’s arms and a spasm rippled through her. Then with a cry, she climaxed, slumping over in Florentino’s arms with a groan of extreme satisfaction. Fluids dripped rom Florentino’s hand.

“That was pleasant,” Florentino commented.

“You two should get a room,” Bob grumped. “Are you going to put her back on her horse now?”

Florentino looked down at Talli. Her eyes were closed and a moment later it became apparent she was asleep.

“I believe I shall carry her for a few more miles,” Florentino said happily.

Bob shook his head. “Because your fingers are still wiggling around inside her, aren’t they.”

“They are,” Florentino allowed.

Bob sighed. “Well, it’s for the best honestly.”

“I’m glad you approve, Robert.”

They rode on.

That evening, Bob pulled his horse off the track at a clearing. It was good to have Florentino back. The rock giant disappeared into the forest to get water from a nearby stream, two huge buckets hanging from his hands. Talli, awake, refreshed, and humming with happiness, set out a number of bedrolls Bob had pulled from his pack, including one massive pad for Florentino, and began setting up camp. Bob collected firewood, then pointed one finger at the overly large collection of logs and whispered a single word. Flame shot out of his hand and burst in fiery sparks, igniting the wood instantly.

“I remember when I used to have to use flint and steel,” he said, still somewhat in awe at the way his world had changed. Talli looked up and grinned.

“You like having enough magic for everything, don’t you?” She asked warmly.

Bob nodded. “Oh hell yeah. It’s the little things, really. Being able to cast light. Or start a fire. Or stay warm without a horribly complicated enchantment or a coat.” He shook his head, sat down, and started pulling pans out of his leather pack. Talli eventually had things set to her liking, so she came over and started to help Bob with the cooking. Florentino returned and put down the buckets, then sat.

“I have a few maps, a couple of floorplans, and even some recent intelligence on patrol movements you can read over.”

“Patrol movements?” Florentino asked curiously. “Do we need to be concerned about the potential of a military conflict?”

Bob shrugged. “I sort of doubt it,” he said. “Still, information is valuable and I’d rather have more than I need, than too little.” He grinned. “Besides, it’s not me filling my head with possibly useless facts. It’s you.” He reached into his pack, pulled out a leather portfolio stuffed with papers and tossed it to the giant.

“I appreciate your concern,” Florentino said politely, opening the folder. He began reading as Bob and Talli finished making dinner. After handing a bowl to Florentino, she sat down and began eating, but after a moment she turned to her companions and tapped her chin.

“The ghosts in El-Ahna were weird,” she said quietly, glancing at both Bob and Florentino.

Bob looked up from his food. “In what way?” He asked curiously.

Talli shrugged. “They didn’t want to speak to me. Usually I’m swarmed when I go into town.” She closed her eyes. “Badgering me. But it was sort of nice in El-Ahna. I could see most of them, but instead of coming up to me, or sending me images, they hid or ignored me. It was very weird.”

Bob’s eyes flickered around the clearing. “Any here?” He asked.

She shook her head. “Not now. There was a forest elemental who cleared off when you started the fire,” she said. “I don’t think they like the smell of smoke. There were two specters on the road today, but they were almost all gone, so all I got were a few images. Nothing coherent.”

Bob snorted. “I’m surprised you noticed any ghosts, considering the way you were playing puppet show with Florentino.”

Talli blinked. “Puppet show?”

Bob lifted his hand and wiggled his fingers. Talli gave him a blank, incomprehensible look. Florentino coughed delicately.

“I believe Robert is referring to the fact that I had my hand inside you for much of the day, similar to the way a puppeteer operates his puppet.”

Talli frowned and glared at Bob. “Jealous much?” She said darkly. “You know, I’d have been more than happy to have you put your fingers in me too.” She paused. “And anything else to be honest.”

Bob laughed. “I know, dearheart. I’m teasing you.”

She glared at him suspiciously. Bob leaned back and glanced at the tattoo on Talli’s arm. “Other than telling them to quiet down, or stop communicating with you, have you ever tried to control a ghost?” Still naked, it was difficult for Bob to pull his mind out of the gutter and not look at her like a sex object, especially when she leaned back on her elbows and crossed her legs. It hid her wet little slit, but it presented her nude body even more beautifully, especially in the dim glow of the sunset and the flickering light of the fire.

Her hand slid up her bare arm to the tattoo on her right bicep. The thorny flower-like symbol seemed to flicker as she touched it.

“Control one?” She asked curiously. “You mean, like tell it where to go?”

He shook his head. “No,” he said more seriously. “Like force it to go somewhere.”

She wrinkled her nose and shook her head. “I don’t think so. What would I tell a ghost to do?” She asked. “Fuck me?” She let out a laugh. “Not that I’d object!”

Bob chuckled. “I suppose you’ll have to try it sometime. Just for the experience.”

Her eyes twinkled suddenly and the look she gave him practically smoldered. “Would you be jealous?” She asked, the tip of her tongue coming out and touching her lip.

“Me?” Bob asked incredulously. “Jealous?” He shook his head. “On the contrary, I think that spreading love and joy through the world is an important task. One that you’ve embraced. Why should I slow you down?”

She pushed herself up and rolled onto her knees. Now her thighs were parted and Bob could see her sex glistening. “I have enough love and joy for you and the ghosts,” she assured him.

“What about me?” Florentino asked politely.

Talli laughed. “Oh Florentino, of course I have enough love and joy for you.” She winked and relaxed, which made Bob feel a little less like prey. “You’re almost as voracious as I am.”

The rock giant smiled at Talli. “I do not believe that to be an accurate assessment,” Florentino replied, but in a friendly tone. “While you have a natural proclivity toward sexual expression, it is only the various enchanted piercings you wear, enhancing your body’s tolerance for sexual stimulation and desire, that you are able to surpass my own urges.”

Bob looked up at the giant, trying to decide if he should burst Florentino’s bubble, but the giant continued.

“As a rock giant, I have stamina far more robust than a human, and can tolerate certain kinds of sexual stimulation more than most humans.”

Talli snorted. “Sounds like a challenge to me,” she said, putting down her bowl and spoon.

“Uh oh,” Bob said cheerfully as Talli began crawling toward Florentino. The rock giant looked surprised as she groped around under his breechcloth.

Bob shook his head. “Talli, you’ve had fourteen orgasms today. Maybe tonight you should take a break?”

Talli’s eyes glittered. “And let him get away with his declaration?” She grabbed Florentino’s cock.

“Yeah… but he hasn’t had fourteen orgasms already today. You spent the day getting fingered to climax.”

Talli responded by opening her mouth wide and Florentino groaned as she just barely managed to fit a portion of his length in between her lips.

“Right,” Bob said with a sigh. A few minutes later, she was astride him, impaling herself with a groan.

She fell asleep an hour and a half later, curled up in Florentino’s lap. A thick, gritty white cream slowly oozed from her exposed slit and she let out a soft sigh. Bob sat by the fire, poking the coals with a stick, looking thoughtful.

“I presume,” the rock giant said softly, “that you have been reticent to discuss the objective of our mission, because you are concerned with who might be listening.”

Bob glanced up. “A bit.”

Florentino glanced around the campsite. “I can assure you that there is no one within listening range.”

Bob shrugged. “Not yet,” he said. “But really the issue was Talli.”

Florentino’s eyes narrowed curiously and glanced at the sleeping girl. “Talli is not to be made aware of our specific goal?”

Bob bit his lip. “Eiriond wants us to acquire the Eye of Assurance. Ever hear of it?”

Florentino frowned. “A bit. Isn’t it a good luck charm of some kind?”

“That’s what I’ve been told,” Bob allowed. “But evidently this one is a little bit more robust. And it just happens to be in Helenae’s hands. I’m not sure her having luck is good for us.”

“That is a unique way to phrase it, Robert. How powerful is the Eye of Assurance?” Florentino asked, still quietly holding Talli, who had started to snore.

Bob looked up from the flames and grimaced. “Who knows?” He replied with a shrug. “There are a ton of variables. That’s why good luck constructs are such crap. Making one powerful enough to actually affect outcomes is… dicey.” He tossed a tiny stick into the flames and watched it crisp.

“What kind of variables?” Florentino asked.

Bob shrugged. “To start off, there is the issue of prescience. How the hell does the construct know what’s going to happen?” Bob asked, lifting a stick. “Am I going to throw the stick in the fire? Or over my shoulder?”

Florentino shrugged. “You could do either,” he allowed.

“Precisely,” Bob said. “Or neither. Or something else. Then there is the response factor. How does the construct know what’s best for the bearer?” Bob continued, stirring. “Clearly I could throw the stick at you. Or I could throw the stick in the fire, which could cause hot coals to land on you. Or I could throw it over my shoulder, startling a spiny lizard out of the bush, which then runs across the camp, clawing you badly.”

Florentino mused on that. “It does beg the question about how such an artifact might properly judge which of those are the best outcome. And how far into the future does it see? Perhaps it would see that I would become infected by the lizard claws, and die a horrible death, only to manipulate circumstances so that I am merely burned by the hot coals.”

Bob grinned. “You see the problem?” He asked, poking the stick back into the coals. “But it’s even worse. How the hell does the construct affect the physical world in order to ensure a positive outcome?” He shook his head. “The only way I can think of is magic. Magic takes power. And now we have to ask how much power?”

“Those do seem to be outstanding issues,” Florentino allowed. “Have you given thought to how such a construct could be made?” Bob thought about it for a moment.

“Not really. The power requirements are insane. For the prescience you’ve got two options. The first is to find an entity that has omniscience, or at least timeline perception, and bind it to the construct. I don’t like that idea because finding an entity willing to do it, and not cause mischief, is unlikely as hell.”

Florentino, his fingertip now drawing circles around Talli’s clit, nodded. “And the other option?”

“Threads of fate. Each of us encounters what we call decision points along a timestream.”

“Decision points? Threads of fate?” Florentino asked, clearly curious.

Bob pointed at the rock giant. “Let's say there is a dead tree behind you. A widow-maker. At the same time, Talli comes over and she’s in her usual desperate state, so she jumps on you, impaling herself. At first, the construct detects the most likely thread of fate, which is Talli bucking like a bronco and cumming multiple times until you finally explode too, filling her with that concrete you call cum. But, as she’s rocking on you, the construct detects a different thread, growing stronger with each roll of her hips. In that thread, instead of cumming inside Talli, you fall backward and bump the tree, causing the branch to fall on you both. The construct reacts to the new thread as it becomes more and more likely and then takes active measures to prevent it from coming to pass. Of course, the stronger the thread, the more likely it is to happen, and even then it might still happen. Some things are inevitable..”

Next to him, Talli gasped in her sleep. Both men looked over at her, but she was smiling, eyes closed. She settled down again and Bob smiled softly before turning back to Florentino.

“Which then brings us to how the construct decides what’s good for you,” Bob continued. “You can rig the construct to protect the bearer, or to make them happy, or to provide satisfaction. Even a mix. But it’s going to be by the numbers. It can’t be a subjective decision. It won’t be informed. That’s for a construct.”

“Unless it’s a sentient entity in the construct,” Florentino mused. “And that could be just as dangerous.”

“It is. The gods only know what havoc a sentient entity is going to do. But another option is to link the construct to the Bearer’s psyche. That basically allows the construct to use your subconscious judgment to determine good from bad.”

“Wouldn’t that introduce another problem?” The rock giant asked. “Perception? For example, if you didn’t know that snake was poisonous, then the construct wouldn’t know to protect you from it.”

Bob smiled. “Exactly. You don’t know what you don’t know.” He sighed. “Of course, this could all be moot. The Eye of Assurance might just be something more diabolical. More nefarious. It could be some demon or demi-god playing around with us mortals, just for a sick laugh.”

Florentino nodded. “Robert, I’ve noticed that Talli has been wearing many more enchanted toe and finger rings than usual, yet her voraciousness has not seemingly increased.”

Bob blinked, then seemed to slump. “The rings are all charged,” he said softly.

Florentino thought about that, but then his eyes widened. “Her regular piercings? You’ve allowed their power to deplete?”

Bob bit his lip. “I did. Except her nose ring.” He snorted. “That one is sort of important.”

Florentino looked thoughtful. “You are hoping to be able to return Talli to her normal behavior patterns?”

“That’s unlikely,” Bob said ruefully. “I awoke something in her that she didn’t know about before me. It’s been the focus of her life for the last three years. I’d never be able to take away her lust.” He sighed. “But, the plan was to ease her into life without being forced into it by magic.”

Florentino smiled. “The rings can be removed and with them, their influence, while the piercings must stay. I understand why you allowed those to run dry. It solves the problem of her going mad from lust, were you to remove her collar.”

Bob snorted. “As if she let me,” he added with a grin. “But, the collar isn’t a problem any more. I can drain the power so she won’t go mad. The thing is, I’m trying to look at our future. I’m getting old, and hopefully she will get there too.” He smiled. “Could you imagine it, Florentino? Just… relaxing? Enjoying ourselves without having to worry about dungeons and dragons and goblins or dark elves or assassins?”

“It is romantically sweet. Unfortunately, the dark elves will know her piercings are unpowered. They will not allow the rings and they will either reactivate her piercings or refuse to allow her testing. And I presume Talli is the carrot you intend on dangling in front of Helenae, giving you the opportunity to steal the Eye of Assurance.”

“She is,” Bob replied firmly.

For a while they watched Talli sleep.

“Can we do this, Robert?”

Bob tossed the stick into the fire. “Well, the reality is that our chances of pulling this off aren’t good. Especially getting away. In fact, I don’t think we can get out, except for one thing.”

“What is that, Robert?”

“Luck,” Bob said. “I looked into that too. Our chances improve dramatically if luck is on our side. We have to get the Eye.”

“So… we have to be successful to be… successful?”

Talli snorted, but then started to breathe more peacefully as Florentino tilted her backward, cradling her.

“Exactly.”


Chapter Four: More “Talli” Than Usual

Bob woke early and the darkness of the pre-dawn morning left the campsite covered in shadows. Across on the other side of the softly glowing coals, Florentino slept soundly, not even bothering with a blanket. Next to Bob, pressed tightly against him, was Talli’s naked, warm body. The fact that she was snoring loudly almost made the mage laugh.

He sighed softly as he ran a finger along her shoulder, down her arm, and then onto her side. Her skin was supple and smooth and he felt himself harden, his own bare loins pressed against the rounded perfection of her bottom. She reacted to the pressure, even asleep, shifting so that if he wanted to enter her, he could. He held his hand above her piercings. It was child’s play for him to sense the power levels in each of them. All of them, even the rings, were barely registering.

“I’m sorry,” Bob whispered, half to himself, but mostly to Talli. “But this is the only way this is going to work.” His left hand came up and he cast the spell quietly, energy surging out of him. The gold, dangling earring that hung from her left ear glowed for a moment, then darkened. He knew that the matching jewelry on the other lobe did the same thing. Against his chest he felt the momentary heat transfer.

Talli gasped, even in her sleep. She let out a soft groan and her hips rolled. She pressed herself back against him, this time with much more than just offering. Her buttocks seemed to tighten and then Bob’s cock was sliding up between her thighs. He could feel her wetness as the head of his shaft delved between the petals of her grasping sex. Then she shifted and impaled herself, letting Bob’s manhood slip fully into her suddenly demanding little slit.

Bob closed his eyes, groaning softly as she thrust herself upon him. It started off as a slow grind, but then she pulled herself free, only to roll over, face to face with him, eyes open in the darkness. She climbed atop Bob’s body, the entire bedroll turning with her movements, only to slide herself down on him a second time.

“Yes! Bob. Oh gods yes! I need you inside me! I’m so close!!” she whispered as she rolled her hips and Bob bit his lip. He knew what she needed. He reached up, taking hold of her nipples, only to pinch them hard. She let out a tiny, quiet yelp, then shuddered, tightening on his shaft. She mewled with the pain of it as he twisted the tips of her breasts viciously. But then she jammed her right hand into her mouth, biting at the knuckles, muting the cry of satisfaction that caused her to shake. Bob felt his own climax rising, filling both of them completely as he shot ribbons of cream into Talli’s hot and slippery depths.

She collapsed on him with a sigh of relief, their combined fluids warm and wet between them.

“Are you okay?” Bob asked in a whisper.

She nodded. “I’m… I’m… yes. No. I’m…” she replied, vacillating. “I don’t know! I just feel…” Her voice trailed off and she licked her lips. “Make love to me again.” She rolled off him, onto her side, her hand shooting down to his shaft. He was soft and she began rubbing him, almost frantic with need. Bob winced. He wasn’t a young man any more and he knew that her desperation was a direct result of the energy he’d just put back into the piercings. Plus she was still wearing all of the toe and finger rings.

“Talli,” he grunted, thrusting a hand down to stop her. “Talli. I can’t. I’m tapped. Go wake Florentino,” he said.

She froze, her face frustrated. “But I want you,” she hissed.

Bob nodded. “I know, dearheart. But I won’t be able to satisfy you. You made me pop.”

She didn’t let go of his cock, nor did he let go of her hand. “Bob,” she whimpered. “I want you. I’ll make you hard. I swear. Or… or you can punish me. That’s exciting right?”

Bob closed his eyes, a sick feeling going through him. 

“You’d like that, right? To punish me?” Talli whispered, her own fantasies coloring her wants and desires. Her fingers moved, rubbing and caressing Bob’s manhood. “Tie me up and whip my breasts? Or you can spank me. On my bottom? Or even my pussy? I’d like that. Oh gods yes… spank me.” She let out a groan. “Gods… Bob… please whip me? Stretch me out between two trees like the first time and take that little leather paddle and spank my clit until I’m screaming. Please? Please?” Her fingers fluttered, trying to stroke him.

Bob pushed her out of the bedroll and made a gesture he hadn’t used in months. Talli gasped as her hands were hauled upward, dramatically lifting her not only upright, but completely off the ground. The movement woke Florentino, who sat straight up and spotted Talli dangling in the air. Bob made another gesture and her bare feet suddenly shot outward until her legs were spread wide apart. Florentino’s eyebrow went up. “Robert?”

Bob rolled out of the sticky blankets and grabbed his trousers. There was a grim look on his face and Florentino blinked. “Oh,” he said softly in understanding.

“Do it,” Talli mewled, her hips grinding, even suspended mid-air. “Please? I can’t stand it! Please let me cum?”

Bob finished putting on his pants and then started putting on his socks.

Florentino let out a sigh. “I thought you were going to wait until we were at Rook’s Nest.”

Bob jammed his foot into his nice, lizard skin boot. “Our conversation last night made me think things through a little more thoroughly. If we’re going to pull this off, I need Talli to be…” he paused with a wince. “More ‘Talli’ than usual.”

The rock giant frowned but then nodded. “I can understand your reasoning, but am unsure of your timing.”

Bob ignored the giant and reached into his bag. He pulled out a large, egg shaped stone, which he carried over to the inverted girl.

“Oh yes! Put it in me!” She gasped, eyes widening as the large, egg shaped stone in Bob’s hands slid into her body. She clenched down on it hard as it began vibrating inside her. He stepped back, reached down to his bag, and tugged out a leather flogger. Talli’s eyes widened.

“Yes!” She panted. “Oh yes!”

Florentino looked interested. “Robert, are you attempting to develop your sadistic side?”

The mage stepped up to Talli, her pussy even with his nose. The handle of the whip came up and he pressed it against her sex. Talli gasped, then groaned, thrusting her hips, working her clit over and around the base of the handle. Bob let her wriggle desperately, then  slid about a quarter of the wooden rod into her exposed slit. He felt the handle touch the vibrating magical stone inside her and let those oscillations spread downward through the rod. Talli gasped and with a loud moan, jerked.

“It’s not about my lack of a sadistic streak,” Bob said patiently. “It’s about satisfying Talli’s masochism.”

Florentino nodded. “That does make sense,” the rock giant agreed. “Do you believe the Earring of Masochism is affecting her reactions?” His eyes roamed over Talli’s spread body as she hung in mid-air, the magical bindings holding her open.

Bob grunted. “I doubt it,” he replied. “That’s the one piercing I think is totally pointless. Even with it unpowered she has been acting like a painslut.”

Florentino smiled. “Is she permitted to orgasm?”

Bob pulled the whip’s handle out of Talli and she mewled in desperation. “To an extent. She’ll need to gain some sort of equilibrium before we get to Alvas.” He looked at Talli directly and put one hand on the side of her face. “Talli?”

Talli nodded frantically. “Yes! Anything! Please, Bob! Please?”

“Master,” Bob said firmly. “From now on, you will address me as Master.”

She blinked, the order registering with only a minor flash of confusion. But then she acquiesced. “Master. Please Master? Can I please cum?”

“To earn your orgasm, you’ll endure twenty strokes of this whip across your breasts.”

The sudden excitement in her eyes was answer enough, but the immediate arching of her back, thrusting her luscious bosom forward toward Bob made her desires even more obvious. “Yes Master! I’m ready! Please?”

Bob’s mouth twisted. “And another twenty to your bottom.”

She groaned, eyes closing. “And then my pussy? You’ll whip my pussy before you fuck me? Right? Please?”

Bob turned his back on her, shaking out the whip. “Damn right I will,” he said. Florentino saw the mage blink moisture out of his eyes, only to swing the whip hard, striking Talli’s breasts.

And she cried out, not just in agony, but also in ecstasy. As the first rays of sunlight shot across the horizon, Talli’s gasps, mewls, moans, and squeals filled the forest. Bob tormented her horribly,  bringing her close to orgasm, then stepping back to let her cool down, then teased and tortured her until she shuddered with maddening need again. She whimpered. Then begged. Then she cried. Finally, she screamed in frustrated fury as he brought her close to the metaphorical edge of orgasm for the third time and still wouldn’t let her jump. He stood there, watching her twist and shudder, coming back from the edge slowly until she hung limply, panting hard with need and want.

Florentino studied the violently twitching girl and looked over at Bob. “I thought that whip had a plus five healing spell on it,” the rock giant said as Bob stepped back.

“It does.”

Florentino’s eyebrow went up. “You left marks on her, Robert.”

Bob sighed. “I know,” he said. He bit his lip. “Will you… um… satisfy her?” He asked. “I’ve got… um… I need to take a walk.”

Florentino nodded sagely and rose. Bob watched as the giant walked over to Talli and began speaking quietly to her. Bob turned his back on the scene and hurriedly left the clearing. He felt awful. As Talli let out a fresh cry behind him, he pushed his way into the brush and tried not to think about what he was doing.

He was still well within earshot when Talli screamed in utter relief.

***

The track through the woods was surprisingly wide, at least to Talli’s mind, and she hummed to herself as she kept track of two ghosts who were flitting through the woods nearby. The first was a young woman with sad eyes, who kept staring at Talli with an almost frantic need to tell her something, but who couldn’t work up the courage to approach. She wore barely anything at all, a mere slip of gauze across her breasts and hips, but it was more than Talli had on.

Talli had already told the girl it was okay, and that she could come and talk to her, but it hadn’t convinced the ghost girl in the slightest. The other specter was a young man in armor wearing a sword. He had a short beard and instead of approaching, had dutifully marched alongside Talli’s horse, keeping pace through the forest. The odd thing is that it looked like he was trying to guard Talli, and yet from the way his head kept glancing at her, he was clearly distracted by her beauty. Or possibly, her predicament.

Talli could understand that. Her current situation was a terrible distraction to her too. She sat practically naked on her saddle, with only her matching sets of black leather cuffs, inlaid with gold, around her wrists and ankles. A similar leather collar encircled her throat, two gems glittering along the band. The fact that her wrists were secured to her ankles just made it all the more interesting.

Then there were the clamps. Bob had put the elven clamps she’d been given back at El-Ahna on her nipples and the throbbing sensation that seemed timed to her heartbeat sent waves of acute pleasure through her breasts, which only ended up keeping her aroused to desperate levels, especially as she rocked back and forth on the massive phallus of the saddle.

And she’d already cum twice since he put them on.

“You alright up there, Florentino?” Bob called from behind Talli. They were riding in single file, despite being on a cart track. The rock giant was in the lead, his long strides easily enough to match the horses and he held a guide rope connected to Talli’s horse. He lifted a hand and waved backward in response, rather than responding verbally. Bob nodded with satisfaction. “What about you, Talli? Are you alright?”

Talli’s pussy tightened on the phallus inside her. The last two weeks had been a whirlwind of physical and emotional turmoil for Talli. Sweeping waves of arousal had left her flustered and frustrated, especially when Bob had been unwilling, or unable to meet her needs.  She’d experienced mood swings, sometimes erupting in fury, sometimes becoming a sniveling, whining brat. Through all of it she’d been inordinately needy. That in and of itself was part of the problem. She was constantly distracted, almost every minute thinking about sex, and considering her penchant for deviant bondage and discipline, her fantasies had been the sort of thing that decent people shudder at.

Well, except Florentino. He’d been amazing. He’d even begun taking notes, claiming that he was thinking of writing a book about her.

But as they traveled, Talli had started to feel a little more accepting. She was still ready to cum at the drop of a hat, constantly wanting Bob or Florentino to drag her to the ground and impale her, or better yet, tie her open, take a paddle to her clit, and then make her cum from the spanking, but she was now at least able to think beyond her next orgasm. Mostly. 

“I’m good, Master,” she managed to say cheerfully, just as another spasm of orgasmic energy rippled along her body, right down to her toes. Her eyes closed as her body coped with the pleasure. Talli sort of wished that Bob had used tighter clamps, since the elven ones really didn’t hurt. They just sort of pinched lightly. Still, the torment was certainly enough to push her over the edge and the only thing she could think of that would make the orgasm better would be for Bob to leave her hanging from a tree and giving her a full body whipping. 

She closed her eyes, picturing herself stretched out, reeling as the flogger, or better yet, a bullwhip, slashed back and forth across her breasts and bottom, only to have Florentino come up and thrust his full shaft deep into her sex. She opened her eyes, somewhat disappointed to discover she was actually still on her horse, and that it was just another fantasy. She sighed and shifted on the saddle, a smirk on her face.

“I just had another one,” she said teasingly.

Bob didn't seem surprised, which made sense to Talli, since the mage would have undoubtedly sensed the influx of energy through his magical connection to her. But Florentino glanced back over his shoulder with interest, while the ghost girl looked shocked, putting a hand over her mouth. The translucent knight escorting them off to the sides licked his lips hungrily.

"Wow," Bob muttered. "It's only been half a candlemark."

Talli squirmed, which created even more intense sexual feelings. "I'm sorry, Master. I'm trying to hold off, but it's just too intense." She smiled and looked back over her shoulder. "Maybe you should forbid me from cumming."

Bob's eyebrow went up. "Would that actually stop you?"

She grinned wickedly. "Not in the least, Master. But it would give you a great reason to punish me later!" Her eyes suddenly lit up. “Or, both you and Florentino could fuck me!”

Florentino looked intrigued. “How, exactly, would that work?”

Talli laughed. “Well, you’d be on your back and I’d be straddling you and then Bob could come up behind me and…”

“Enough of that,” Bob interrupted. Talli giggled and Florentino looked somewhat thoughtful.

“I’m not sure there is sufficient room inside of you for both myself and Robert,” Florentino said with a very disappointed frown.

Bob sighed. The last two weeks had been like that almost the entire time. Talli had been insatiable, or more accurately, difficult. Repowering her piercings had increased her libido, not to mention her masochistic tendencies had created all sorts of challenges for the rock giant and mage. There was also no denying her. Bob had tried to set limits on her orgasms, the way he had back when he’d needed her constantly on edge, ready to cum at a moment’s notice to power his magic. But now that she’d experienced six months of freedom to orgasm whenever she wanted, Talli had been difficult,  argumentative, obstreperous, and even annoying. Constant whining, pleading, and even a few temper tantrums from the girl had finally worn away Bob’s patience and he'd given up trying to control her.

But even that hadn't quite been enough. Talli had demonstrated that short of exhaustion, there was no stopping point. Bob had been forced to keep her bound in one position or another almost the entire two weeks, just to keep her from sexually assaulting him, or Florentino, though it was pretty clear the rock giant didn’t mind the constant attempts to sate herself on his manhood. He and Florentino had been taking turns spoon feeding her meals, only gaining her cooperation by promising her sexual satisfaction immediately after she ate. It didn't help that she had started to be deliberately contrary to earn herself a punishment.

Talli moaned again, shifting back and forth. The worst problem for her was that with her hands bound to her ankles, legs bent at the knee, she had no real way to lift herself. Bouncing was out, regardless of just how much she wanted to feel the thick dildo inside her sliding in and out. So she rocked forward, trying to pinch her clit against the saddle.

Suddenly, the ghost girl darted forward. “They’re going to sell you!” She blurted to Talli! “To the elves! The cruel ones!” Then she ran back into the woods. Talli blinked, her mouth dropping open in shock at the warning. She shook her head in confusion and then glanced at Bob.

"That was… weird," she said in a more normal tone.

“What is?” Bob asked curiously, recognizing the bizarre expression on Talli’s face.

“There’s a girl ghost. She's human,  young, maybe eighteen? She just warned me that you and Florentino are going to sell me to some elves. Cruel ones.”

Bob stiffened in his saddle, but then shook his head with a chuckle. “Well, she’s probably responding to previous life events, right?” He gestured at the track. “I mean, maybe she was sold to some elves.”

“I thought slavery was illegal in El-Ahna,” Talli replied, somewhat confused.

“El-Ahna isn’t the only elven kingdom,” Bob explained softly.

“There are others?” She asked curiously.

It was Florentino that answered. “There are, at last count, seventy-eight different enclaves of elves, which include multiple different castes or even races including wood, aquatic, deep, high, gray, shadow, dark, painted, deep and half-elves,” he concluded. “Though half-elves perhaps should not be counted with the others.”

“Oh,” Talli said brightly. “I know about half-elves. I learned about them on my way to El-Ahna. Bob said that regular elves despise them, especially if they’re male.”

Florentino nodded. “That is accurate.”

The ghost knight watching Talli suddenly ran forward, not towards her, but along the path. Talli watched him go curiously. “Um… Bob?”

“Yes?”

“The ghost knight who has been walking along besides us? He just ran forward.”

From up ahead came a shout and the sound of metal striking metal. Multiple feminine screams sounded and Florentino and Bob looked at each other in alarm.

“I presume you wish us to engage?” Florentino asked the mage.

Bob snorted. “She’d be furious with us if we didn’t,” he admitted. The rock giant nodded. The mage rolled his eyes. “Alright. But judiciously. For all we know it's a bunch of outraged farmers trying to recover their daughters.”

Talli’s eyebrow went up at that, but suddenly her horse picked up speed as Florentino broke out into a run. She gasped as her sex tightened around the now perfectly thrusting phallus and the surge of acute pleasure left her breathless. The sounds of fighting increased and Bob’s hand was already glowing with power. Florentino loosened his bone club from where it was slung on his back and as they rounded a turn in the track, Talli was able to see what was going on.

Almost twenty men, dressed in a ragtag mottling of leather armor, were attacking a cart. A man, dressed all in black and wielding a sword was defending it, and Talli could see there was a driver as well. Green splashes of… of something magical, seemed to be flung in all directions and half the men attacking were on the ground, rolling in agony. Several high-pitched screams came from the cart and Talli’s eyes widened in alarm as she realized the cart was actually a cage and that there were three, absolutely gorgeous and very naked young women, huddled in the very center, clearly frightened.

Florentino charged in immediately, not even bothering with a battle cry, only to bring his club down on one of the men attacking, spilling his brains out. Talli pulled back on the reins of her horse, watching wide-eyed as Bob moved past her, throwing up his hand. Blue fire shot out, striking one broadsword swinging brute who was about to engage Florentino. It blew the man’s head right off in a splatter of crimson ichor.

At the front of the slaver’s cart the swordsman spun and fought like an acrobat. His narrow blade stabbed as much as it slashed. It wasn’t even a fight really. More like a slaughter. Two more of the leather clad men fell and then suddenly they broke. Only five managed to disengage, running off into the forest. Bob looked around for someone else to smote, but then let the power encapsulating his fingers fade. He turned back to Talli.

“Are you okay?” He asked, eyeing her with a grin.

Talli’s eyes sparkled. “Are you looking at me like that because you’re worried I’m hurt? Or because you want to fuck me hard?”

Bob grinned. “Yeah, you’re fine,” he replied. He leaned over and snagged the lead of her horse and headed up toward the cart.

“It better be the latter,” she muttered, only to let out another groan as the horse's trot vibrated up the phallus and into her body. The beads clamped to her breasts swung and she moaned.

Talli’s horse followed Bob's steed and they approached the cart. Talli looked over at the girls in the cage. She was older than all of them, but none of them were inappropriately young. Two were blondes and one girl had almost jet black hair. Each of them wore leather cuffs around their ankles and wrists, and matching leather collars encircled their throats. Multiple silver hoops decorated each girl’s ears and Talli couldn’t help noticing that all three had their ears, nipples and clit pierced. Just like her. They huddled together in the center of the cart, behind the bars. All three of them looked concerned, but no longer terrified. Instead, Talli saw something familiar in their eyes, a certain longing. And from the way they held onto each other Talli knew that all three were intimate. 

The cart itself was unique as well. While a sloped roof covered the entire length, there was an enclosed section right behind the driver's bench. It wasn't big enough to do more than provide storage, but it formed the back wall of the cage. Bars set a hand’s width apart, lined the sides and heavy canvas tarps were rolled up and tied under the eaves of the sloped roof. The back end of the barred cage had a hinged doorway, leading out onto what could only be described as a small porch. Rounded circular posts on the back corners of the cart supported the roof and Talli’s keen eye spotted the numerous eye hooks screwed into the wood, undoubtedly for tying a slave girl open for display. There was even one large circle of iron hanging from the center of the roof.

A mound of pillows were stacked against the bars and back wall and there was a curtained niche right behind the driver that could provide a modicum of privacy. Talli spotted a chamber pot, an ewer of water, and washcloths. A full water skin hung from a peg and the girls didn’t look starved. None of them sported marks, but that didn’t surprise Talli. Most slavers used whips that were enchanted to heal when they struck flesh. Bob even had a few in his magic pack. Talli loved them.

“You’re early,” a grumpy voice came from the driver’s seat. Talli blinked as Bob moved up along the side of the cart and her eyes widened as she recognized the driver. It was an old woman, tall and stick-like, with iron gray hair, dressed in dark green robes with gold filigree. A staff leaned up against her side and the old woman glared at Bob with obvious animosity.

“I’m clearly right on time, Gwendolyn,” Bob replied with aplomb.

The old woman looked even more sour. “As if we needed your assistance.”

“Gwendolyn!” Talli said excitedly. The old woman looked back over her shoulder. “Oh. Talli. Hello girl. Why the hell are you still with this doddering idiot?” She asked, gesturing at Bob.

Talli blinked, then grinned. “Because I'm tied up. I can't get loose." She wriggled her hips with a grin.

Gwendolyn's eyebrow went up. "That's what's keeping you around?"

Talli nodded happily. "That and he’s really, really good in bed,” she declared with amusement. “And I think I’m in love with him too. Possibly.” She shrugged, her nose up in the air. “It could just be physical.”

Bob looked upward at the sky. “Abuse. That’s what this is.”

Suddenly, the swordsman walked out of the woods. His sword was sheathed, hanging from his belt, and in one hand he held a silver colored tankard. The other had three short swords, all sheathed, dangling from the fingers. He took a gulp from the cup, looked up at Bob and Talli, then belched. Bob rolled his eyes as Gwendolyn let out a disappointed sigh.

“Hello Morlok,” Talli said cheerfully. “Did you kill them all?”

Morlok took another mouthful from his cup and dropped the swords on the ground.. Then he held up three fingers.

“I thought there were five?” Bob said scornfully.

Morlok shrugged. Then he started walking around, examining the fallen men. Talli was used to him looting the bodies of those killed in battle, but except for a few small purses and a few daggers, he was leaving all the gear. Florentino came out onto the track and up to the cart.

“I did a perimeter sweep, Robert. No one else is close.”

Bob looked at the giant. “Does that mean there are some far?”

Florentino shrugged. “I can sense a few others within a mile or so, but no one within a half mile. Unless they’re unusually good or are using magic to shield themselves. If so, Morlok will find them when they get uncomfortably close.”

Bob nodded and then looked through the bars of the cart. “Is this what they're selling in Pershing nowadays?” He asked Gwendolyn, studying the girls. The old woman shrugged.

“You only gave me sixty thousand,” she answered, her tone prickly. “I picked the ones that were healthiest first, then the most masochistic.” She glowered a bit. “If I’d been in Tarantella instead of Pershing, I’d have had a better selection.”

Bob nodded. “Well, we’ll make do."

Florentino looked at the druid curiously. "How did you check to see if they were masochistic?" The rock giant asked.

Gwendolyn frowned ruefully. "Binding them down on all fours, hanging a trio of weighted clamps from their delicate parts, and then having them fucked nonstop with a dildo on a stick while they were whipped across the ass."

"And these are the ones that came quickest?" Bob asked, glancing at the girls in the cage.

"No," Gwen said with a roll of her eyes. "These are the ones who had an orgasm."

"Oh," Bob said, somewhat disappointed. "Well, Dark Elves have special needs," he said with aplomb.

Gwendolyn scowled. “I thought you had special needs.” Talli glanced back at the girls with more interest. They’d started to unfold a bit as the danger passed and Talli gave the girls a more thorough look. The girls were already kissing passionately and suddenly Talli realized that the jewelry they had in their ears and other body parts were undoubtedly just as enchanted as hers. No wonder they were on the verge of another orgy. She felt a surge of jealousy.

“Oh,” Talli said in surprise. Then she looked at Bob with a curious look. “I’m confused,” she said more seriously.

“As am I,” Gwendolyn added. “Why have we suddenly gone into the slaving business?” She asked testily.

Bob sighed, lifted his left hand, and waved it. A sort of shimmer appeared in the air around them and the sounds of the forest disappeared. “Alright. To put it simply, I need a justifiable reason to enter the Dark Elf Kingdom. I’ve done business there before and one thing the Dark Elves crave is human females to sexually torment. So, we pose as slave traders, go in, set up shop, and while we’re selling the girls, I take care of a little side mission.”

Gwendolyn spluttered. “Side mission? Pose? If we’re selling the girls, we are slave traders. Bob, do you know what those elves do to their female slaves?”

Bob gave her a frustrated look. “Yes. Yes I do. And let's leave the details a little vague please?”

Talli looked at Bob curiously. “Why?” She asked intensely. “What do Dark Elves do to their slave girls?”

Gwendolyn looked at Talli. “They practically treat BDSM as a religion,” she snorted. “Bondage, Discipline, Sadism, and Masochism. They’re cruel and vicious and the torments inflicted upon their slaves tend to leave marks. Remember the maze at Castle Dour? Stuff like that.”

“Oh,” Talli said. “I thought that was dwarves.” Then her eyes widened and she looked interested. Definitely interested. Her hips did another grind on her saddle mounted phallus.

“Down girl,” Bob warned her.

“So, we are selling the girls?” Gwendolyn asked.

Bob shifted his feet. “That’s the plan. Most of this is going to depend on scheduling. The last time I was there, the girls had to be tested and given their piercings. Auctions were held every other day, and sometimes every three days. That would give visiting elves time to browse and even sample some of the wares. This whole thing hinges on being given some time.” He gave Gwendolyn a gruff look. “Diristani loaned me forty thousand gold to help pay for these beauties. I have to pay that back. Minimum. I’m not enthusiastic about selling any of the girls, but I’m not technically opposed to it if circumstances require it.” He paused and then nodded toward the cage. “Alright, I want to inspect them.”

Everyone stared at the mage. Even Talli.

“Here?” Gwen asked incredulously, glancing around. The track was littered with dead bodies and there were bright red slicks of fluid in various places. Bob thought about it, then cringed.

“Oh. Right. Maybe we should move a little further down the road.”

Gwendolyn rolled her eyes. “We’re only four hours away from Rook’s Nest. Why don’t we do the inspection there?” She asked. “It’s not like you can change your mind if you don’t like one,” she snorted. She turned away from the mage and reached down, grabbing the reins to the two horses hitched to the cart.”

“Master?” Talli said quickly to Bob. “Can I ride with them?” She asked wistfully, jerking her chin toward the cage.

Bob looked at her for a moment then nodded. “Florentino? Do you mind?”

The rock giant stepped up next to Talli’s horse and reached up. His thick fingers first freed the two clamps clinging to her breasts and she mewled as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips. Shaking, she gave the giant a strained smile. Then her wrists came free of her ankles and Florentino lifted her off the saddle, exposing the massively thick and almost unbelievably long phallus.

One of the girls in the cage gasped in shock. Or perhaps longing, since she was licking her lips with interest. Florentino set Talli down on the ground and she let out another yelp as the high heeled sandals she was wearing touched the ground. Florentino gave her a smile.

“The tongues?” He asked.

Talli nodded. “Or tentacles. I’m still not sure. I’m just not used to them anymore, with all the riding we do.” She gulped, twitching slightly. “It’s like right on the edge of tickling.” She shifted her weight back and forth, not that it did one whit to prevent the abyssal tongues, or tentacles, from swirling along the arch of each foot. She glanced at Bob and then her hands started to slide downward. Bob turned and gestured with his fingers. Suddenly Talli’s arms were spread wide and she was hauled a foot or two up into the air. The girl gasped in astonishment and even Florentino looked shocked.

“Robert?”

Bob stepped up to Talli and with delicate fingers, removed Talli’s high heeled sandals. Her face tightened in confusion as he tucked them away. Then, he reached down and released the abyssal fetters around each of her ankles.

“Robert?” The rock giant asked. “What are you doing?”

Bob put the two cuffs away. “She is just another one of the girls, Florentino. At least for now.”

Morlok opened up one of the storage bins at the front of the cart, extracted two pairs of plain, black leather cuffs, and tossed them to the rock giant. Florentino caught them perfectly, then began putting them on Talli’s legs. They fit perfectly.

The mage gestured. “Can you grab hold of her and then put her on the back of the wagon?”

Florentino nodded. He reached up, but instead of grabbing hold of Talli around the waist, he brought one hand up between her buttocks. Bob rolled his eyes as Talli gasped, Florentino’s huge, thick middle finger sliding perfectly up into her already well lubed pussy. Florentino lifted upward and her arms bent as her weight went from her wrists to Florentino’s hand. Talli groaned, eyes closing passionately, her hips thrusting as Bob shook his head and released her hands from the invisible points of attachment. Her arms fell and Florentino dipped her down so Bob could remove the cuffs on her wrists.

“I’m going to want those back,” she said, opening her eyes to give Bob a very direct look.

He grinned. “For safekeeping only. I promise,” he said, tucking them away into the pack as well. He took the other pair of non-magical bindings and Talli held out her wrists again, smiling as the mage put them on her. He nodded at the giant. “You can put her away now. Pervert.”

Florentino grinned, lifting Talli up to the back of the wagon. There was an awkward moment when she resisted being left empty, but eventually Florentino was able to get her off his hand and sucked his finger clean. Morlok climbed up and opened the cage door with a key. Talli grinned at the swordsman and walked into captivity eagerly.

The other three girls were up in seconds and Talli went right to them. Evidently introductions were handled with the simple expedient of kissing, followed by fondling and Bob watched as she was instantly engulfed, mouths, tongues, and fingers swirling over and around her body until she was pulled down into the pillows. The other girls knelt around her, heads dipping and the soft moan that came from Talli’s throat made it clear what was happening. Bob swallowed hard, feeling his cock harden inside his trousers. He watched as the only part of Talli he could see, one leg and a cute little bare foot, lifted upward, twitched. He shook his head and moved back to the front of the cart. He saw Morlok disappear into the forest and Bob leaned close to Gwendolyn.

“Has Morlok shown any interest in the girls?” Bob asked the druid in a whisper.

Her eyebrow went up, her mouth a solid line. “Other than asking me if I had a lollipop, no.”

Bob frowned. “Damn. I was kind of hoping he’d loosen up.” He gestured back at the cage. “And this is an opportunity.”

“That’s what you call this?” Gwendolyn asked skeptically.

Bob shrugged as Morlok unlocked the gate and Talli stepped into the cushioned prison with her fellow slaves. “If we pull this off, it sure as hell is.”


Chapter Five: Not Squishy

The last time Bob had been in Rook’s Nest, it had been a cesspool. Now it was even worse.

Bob sat on his horse and looked around the claptrap outpost. It had grown since the last time he’d been there, but it was very clear that there was no plan, coordination, or anything remotely resembling order, much less a Homeowners Association, or even a City Council regulating construction. Half the buildings looked so rough and shaky that he was positive they were on the verge of collapse, while the rest looked like they needed to be burned to the ground. Wood smoke hung over the entire place and only barely covered the unpleasant odors of muck, animal waste, and urine.

“Wow,” said Bob, still astride his horse, riding next to the cart. “This place hasn’t improved any in the last five years, has it?”

Gwendolyn had nothing to say, since she’d never been there before, but she looked around, her nose wrinkling with distaste. The wagon rolled through the muddy track that served as the main road through the outpost. Bob noticed that his cart was an immediate source of attention, and none of it looked wholesome. There was also a distinct lack of females on the street, something that didn’t quite surprise Bob, though it was disturbing. A man dressed in some mismatched leather armor stepped in front of the wagon, forcing Gwendolyn to reign in her team. The man had a bored expression on his face as he raised his hand.

“Why did you stop?” Bob asked Gwendolyn with irritation, eyeing the idiot in the road. The old woman gave Bob an eye roll and the mage sighed. Bob kicked his heels and moved his horse forward. “Get out of the way.”

The man ignored Bob’s comment and responded with a question. “Buying or selling?” The  man asked in a curious tone.

Bob’s eyebrow went up. “Neither, at least not in this godforsaken hell hole. Not that it’s any of your business.”

The man grinned, and not in a nice way. “I’m Tal.” He gave the wagon a hard look. “You planning on going to the Dark Elves?”

The mage looked down at the fellow with an arrogant sneer. “Where else would I be selling?”

Tal’s eyes narrowed. “Track to the dark elves is closed. You can sell here.”

“Closed?” Bob inquired suspiciously. “How does a dirt track through the woods get closed?”

Tal grinned evilly. “Too dangerous. Bandits. You sell here. You and your driver look a little squishy.” His hand went to the hilt of his sword and the implied threat was disgustingly obvious. “Hate for you two to get hurt.”

“Squishy?” Bob said with a splutter. He half twisted in his saddle. “Florentino!”

From behind the cart the rock giant lumbered into view. The man who stopped them stiffened in surprise, eyes wide as Florentino walked up, looked down at the rogue, then up at Bob.

“Yes, Robert?”

“Tal here thinks I look squishy. Do I look squishy to you?”

The rock giant scratched his head. “I suppose that depends on perspective,” Florentino allowed in a very calm and logical manner. “Compared to a mimic or a gelatinous cube, your skeletal system is quite solid, while in contrast to a bone devil, or skrit you are…”

Bob’s disgruntled look brought Florentino’s observation to an abrupt stop. Then the rock giant looked over at Tal. “No. I do not think you look squishy, Robert.”

Bob nodded in satisfaction and smiled down at the man threatening them. “There you have it. A second opinion. Though I’m curious if you want to disagree with my friend.”

Tal’s eyes narrowed and he ground his teeth, but he at least had the sense to take his hand off the grip of his sword. “No,” he agreed. “Not squishy. Still, you’d be wise to sell here,” he spat. Then he whirled away and stormed off.

“Welcome to Rook’s Nest,” Bob muttered. “ A wretched hive of scum and villainy.” He sighed. “I sort of feel at home.”

Gwendolyn, who was still driving the cart, looked grumpy. “Where do we go now, o’ squishy one?” She asked.

Bob pointed down the track. “There is a caravan lot on the other side of town last time I came through here. It had a sort of ramshackle fence and was semi-defensible. If not, then I think moving on might be the better option.”

“In the dark?” Gwendolyn asked.

Bob shrugged. “It’s not like we haven’t done that before.” He looked at Florentino. “How are the girls doing?”

The rock giant smiled. “Talli is providing advanced lessons on the art of cunninglingus.”

Bob blinked. “On what?”

Florentino let out a laugh. “The art of eating pussy,” he said.

Bob smiled. “Well there’s certainly plenty of it back there.” He moved into the lead on his horse and the cart creaked along behind him. Florentino once more took up his spot in the rear, his eyes focused on the sapphic orgy going on in front of him. Morlok had disappeared, which wasn’t terribly unusual now that Bob’s entire party was assembled.

Several more rough looking men eyed Bob’s cart, but Florentino’s presence was sufficient to keep any more individuals like Tal from threatening them. They pushed through until what looked like a fort appeared amidst the forest trees.

“Well, that’s new,” Bob said. He rode up and noted that almost a dozen armed men stood atop what looked like battlements, wooden posts sharpened into points forming a wall almost twenty feet high. Towers at each corner held archers and there was only one gate.

“Damn. Someone has some thoughts about security,” Gwendolyn observed in an impressed tone.

Bob rode up to the closed gate. There was a small building out front and a man in chainmail, wearing a massive broadsword on his belt, came out. He eyed Bob suspiciously, then glanced at the cart.

“You’re a nut, aren’t you?” He asked.

“Certified,” Bob said politely. “Last time I came through here, this was the caravan lot.”

The man shrugged. “Still is. A thousand gold for the first night. Five hundred for each additional night.”

“You’re joking,” Bob exclaimed, eyes wide.

The man shrugged again. “Find somewhere else to park then. But you won’t last an hour after dark. You park here, my men guard you all night. Won’t guarantee your safety, but I can guarantee a ruckus loud enough to wake you.”

Bob frowned. “How often are you hit?”

The man shrugged a third time. “Once a month?” He looked over at Florentino and his eyebrow went up. “I see you’re loaded for bear.”

“Hell, I brought one,” Bob replied with a grin. Then he sighed. “A thousand gold. Fine.” He reached into his pack. It took him a couple of minutes, but eventually he handed over the required funds.

“Good doing business with you,” the man said. “Lot three.” He yelled up at the fort’s walls and the gate opened. Gwendolyn snapped the reins and the cart began rolling in. Inside the walls the dirt track formed a single line down a green space. There was a food vendor in the back, some outhouses, and even a bathhouse near a well. There were several marked “lots” and Gwen headed for the one they’d been assigned.

“There’s no one here?” Bob asked, glancing through the open gate.

“Last caravan left yesterday.”

Bob frowned. “Caravan? They’re going in groups?”

The man nodded. “Bandits are bad right now. The slavers are going to the dark elves together. Safety in numbers right? A lot of them wait here until the group is big enough.”  He grinned. “I don’t mind. A thousand a night.”

Bob nodded. “The dark elves are letting bandits run loose?”

“They don’t care who brings the girls. Just as long as they come.” The big man shrugged. “Bandits or slavers.”

Bob sighed. “Fucking elves.”

“No kidding.”

Bob kicked his heels into the sides of his horse and trotted in after Florentino. The heavy wooden gate swung in behind him and then closed with a thud. Bob looked around. The inside of the fort was almost pleasant. Then a boy no older than ten ran up, looking eager.

“Wood is ten gold a faggot,” the kid told Bob.

Bob blinked. “Ten gold? For wood? We’re in a fucking forest!”

The kid shrugged. “If you leave, you pay another thousand to get back in.”

“That’s highway robbery!” Bob blurted.

“Dinner is twenty gold. Per person,” the boy added. “Bucket of water is five gold. We’ve got feed for your horses too, thirty gold per bushel.”

“Well fuck that,” Bob muttered.

The boy shrugged. “Your choice.” He started to walk away.

“Are you related to the guy out front?” Bob asked loudly.

The boy turned and grinned. “He’s my da!” Then he sprinted away.

“Figures,” Bob muttered. He got down off his horse and began unsaddling it. Florentino came around the cart and put a hand on the animal.

“I’ll take care of this,” he said in a friendly tone. “Didn’t you want to inspect the girls?”

Bob eyed the giant. “I figured you’d have one sucking on your dick already.”

“I’ve got all night,” Florentino grinned. “Plus two more days to the Duchy.”

“Fair point.” Bob sighed. “Alright. You can take care of the horses.” He looked around. “By the way, did Morlok come in with us?”

Florentino shook his head. “No. I didn’t see him.”

Bob snorted. “He can pay his own thousand gold then.” He walked down the side of the cart and peered in between the bars. Talli was on her back, her head completely hidden from view, thanks to one of the blonde girls kneeling over her face on all fours. Some short lengths of rope had been tied to the rings on Talli’s ankle and wrist cuffs, which had then been tied to the bars of the cage. Stretched wide apart, she was apparently at the mercy of the other three girls who were doing their best to force multiple orgasms out of her. One of the girls, the raven haired one, was lying on her tummy, nose pressed against Talli’s pubis, while her tongue darted and lapped at Talli’s pierced and swollen clitoris. The third girl, the other blonde, was sitting against the corner wall, a dazed and satisfied look on her face. Her legs were spread and Bob could see that her sex was dripping cum.

Bob tugged his dagger out of his belt and ran the metal pommel down the row of bars, startling all of the girls. They jumped, at least the ones that weren’t tied down, and looked at him with worried expressions. Talli let out a moan of frustration and glared at Bob.

“Okay everyone. Come to the back of the cart. Inspection time.”

Hesitantly, the girls disengaged from Talli and shuffled forward toward the door. Bob climbed up, opened the cage door, and pointed at the first blonde, the one that had just been riding Talli’s mouth.

“You. Come out here and grab hold of the iron ring,” Bob ordered, pointing upward. The first girl tentatively emerged and lifted her arms above her head. She grabbed hold of the metal circle, rising up on tiptoe to do it.

Bob had to admit that she was pretty. Her skin was clear and except for a small sprinkling of freckles along her backside, she didn’t sport any marks. Both breasts were full and rounded, the pink tips hard, though whether that was due to being aroused or because there were silver studs piercing each one, Bob couldn’t say. The girl’s thighs were soaked and her pierced clit was protruding, though whether naturally like that, or as a result of Talli’s incessant sucking, Bob was unsure.

“What’s your name?” Bob asked politely.

“Jenni,” the girl replied, still stretched out. She looked at him somewhat longingly and then glanced away, turning red.”

“Master,” Bob replied back. “You will address everyone who isn’t wearing a slave collar as Master or Mistress. Do you understand?”

Jenni nodded. “Yes, Master,” she replied.

“I’m going to touch you. Don’t let go of the bar above your head.”

Jenni licked her lips. “Yes, Master,” she said again, clearly excited at the prospect.

Bob reached up and checked the piercings on her breasts. Gwendolyn had clearly done a good job, healing the fresh wounds perfectly and using her druidic magic to bind the enchantments he’d worked into the new piercings together. He hadn’t been sure the silver would work as well as gold when he made the studs, but evidently they were fine. He pressed the palm of his hand against the front of each of her breasts and checked the energy levels. Both were solid and working. Of course, Jenni gasped, eyes widening before she let out a passionate groan. Clearly, the piercings of sensitivity were working properly. Her nipples tightened and Bob could feel the hardened point against the palm of his hand

“Spread your legs a bit,” Bob said, dropping his hand downward. Jenni let out a small mewl as Bob touched her petals, ostensibly checking the power levels on the clit piercing. It too was good, but then she surprised him by thrusting forward. His middle finger slipped downward along her slit and he felt the surge of wetness. He grinned, curling it so that it disappeared into her slit and she whimpered with desperation as her hips began rocking.

“Need to cum?” He asked with a chuckle.

Jenni nodded. “Yes Master? Please?”

Bob nodded. “And what would you be willing to suffer to get it?”

She blinked. “Um… I don’t understand,” she replied, then added, “Master.”

“Could I spank you?” Bob asked.

She blushed crimson and looked down. “If… if that’s what you wanted, Master.”

“What if I wanted to tie your hands to that ring above you and take a flogger to your breasts and bottom?”

She licked her lips and her eyes brightened. Bob could instantly sense the excitement flooding through her. Her breathing intensified, she leaned toward him, and he could feel the want in her.

“Oh yes,” she groaned, nodding enthusiastically. “Please? Whip my breasts?”

Bob pulled his hand away from her loins, his finger soaked, and he brought it up to her face. She opened her mouth, expecting him to slip it in, but then blinked as he instead touched her ear.

There wasn’t just one piercing in her lobe, but two. One on top of the other, about half an inch apart. Bob could feel the power running through her, down through her body, right to the tips of her breasts. Both of the piercings were Earings of Masochism, ratcheting up the girl’s natural inclinations toward agonized ecstasy.

Bob moved his other hand upward, dropping his right down to her shoulder. She tensed as he touched the other side of her head, once again feeling the double piercings. These were for sensuality, increasing her arousal levels and enhancing her sexuality. He dropped his hands and stepped back.

“Please sir? The whipping?” Jenni begged. “So I can cum?”

Bob bit his lip. “You can… um… go back in and have Talli make you pop.”

Jenni blinked. “But sir! Master! Please? I’d rather you make me cum.”

“Back inside the cage,” Bob insisted.

Jenni let go of the bar and instead of taking a step back, she moved closer to Bob. Her hand flashed out, touching his cock and Bob realized he was stiff as a post. “If you’d like sir, you can tie me up like that girl inside the cage. There are other parts of me you can whip,” she practically seemed to melt against him. “Master.”

Bob gulped. “Later,” he assured her. “Back in the cage, Jenni.”

She licked her lips, rubbed herself against him just a moment longer, then retreated. She went straight to Talli and knelt right back down over Talli’s face. Jenni’s face clouded with pleasure and she leaned forward, putting her hands on Talli’s breasts, fingers pinching the taut pink tips.

Bob pointed at the black haired girl. She came out and took hold of the bar without having to rise up and stretch. She had a winsome smile and gave Bob an almost predatory look.

“Master,” she said sensually. “I’m Kie.”

“Hello Kie,” Bob said pleasantly. “I need to check you.”

Without hesitation, she spread her legs wide. “Deeply, I hope,” she said.

Bob stood there for a moment, just a tad bit discombobulated. “Florentino!”

The rock giant appeared a moment later. “Robert?”

The mage looked down at the giant. “I need a depth check on Kie, please.”

Florentino gave Kie a confused look, and admittedly her face lost the aroused expression. Bob smiled, took Kie’s hands down from the ring, and pulled her toward the edge of the cart.

“Just turn around,” he told the girl.

“Oh,” Florentino said. He reached up and as she turned, he grabbed her around the waist. Kie cried out for a second as she was lifted up into the air, but as Florentino brought her down. Bob watched as she gasped, eyes widening as she felt the rock giant’s huge prick pressing against her sex.

“Depth check,” Bob smiled. He held out his hand as she dropped another half foot. Kie’s eyes widened as Florentino’s cock slid deeply into her sex and and Bob quickly put his hand on her bouncing breasts, feeling the power flowing through the piercings. He finished examining the girl, touching each of the piercings in turn as Kie was thoroughly fucked.

“Robert? Do you want her back in the cage?” Florentino asked, still fucking the girl senseless. Kie’s face was a mix of ecstasy and astonishment and her own fingers had come up to her breasts, pinching and twisting the pink tips hard.

Bob glanced down at the scene and then shook his head. “No. You’re fine. Let her pop.”

Florentino grinned and continued jacking Kie up and down on his shaft. The girl’s head seemed to roll as waves of ecstasy from the overly large cock overwhelmed her. Bob looked down at Talli, who was busily lapping at Jenni’s sex and then over at the girl in the corner.

“Hey,” the mage said. “Come here.”

Jenni looked up. “We call her Peaches. She doesn’t talk.”

“What?” Bob said, just a little disturbed. He glanced out through the bars. “Gwendolyn!”

The druid appeared a moment later, only casting her eyes on Florentino and Kie for a second. “What?” She asked in a surly tone.

“That one can’t talk?” Bob asked, gesturing at Peaches.

Gwen frowned and glanced at the girl sitting limply in the corner, a dazed look on her face. “It’s not that she can’t talk. It’s that she won’t talk,” Gwendolyn replied. “I didn’t think it was important.”

“How is that not important?” Bob asked, somewhat incredulously. “Why doesn’t she talk?”

Gwendolyn shrugged. “Who knows? Maybe she was abducted from her home and sold into slavery? Maybe she was abused or brutalized? Maybe she was bought and is about to get sold to the most perverted, sexually deviant and sadistic monsters on the planet?” She asked sarcastically.

“While it might be a subjective evaluation,” Florentino said over Kie’s bouncing shoulder, “I do not personally believe that the dark elves are the most perverted, sexually deviant and sadistic monsters on the planet. There are a number of cultures and races that treat their female slave girls with a harsher hand. Broadening that scope beyond the primary races, and monster being a somewhat subjective designation, the succubi of…”

At the same time, both Gwendolyn and Bob both said, “shut up, Florentino.”

Kie suddenly cried out, her arms and legs jerking. Fluids squirted out from her sex, splattering the ground and even a bit of the wagon.

Bob looked back at Gwen. “I can’t believe you bought a girl who can’t even speak!” He accused, gesturing at Peaches again.

Gwen looked angry. “I bought her because she was the one that exploded first, Bob. So what if she doesn’t talk? She can moan, can’t she? Do you think the elves are going to care that she’s non-verbal?” She pointed at Peaches. “That girl has been almost as voracious as Talli. Look at her! She’s had so many orgasms today that she can’t even think straight.”

Bob frowned. He stepped over Talli’s outstretched leg and went around Jenni’s knee. He squatted down next to Peaches and reached out. He felt the power running through the earrings and a quick check assured him the other metal bits were functioning as well.

“Peaches?” He said softly. No response. He snapped his finger in front of her eyes. Neither of them focused. Finally, he reached down between her somewhat spread legs and touched her sex. Her feet twitched and she spread her legs even more.

She was wet. Very, very wet.

The second his finger slid down through her petals she jerked, gasping, thrusting her hips forward. Her eyelids fluttered and she moaned. Her eyes focused on him for a second, then she nodded and spread her legs even further, bending her knees.

“See?” Gwendolyn sneered. Then she marched off.

“Peaches?” Bob said, his hand still down between her legs. He ran his finger in soft, gentle circles over her clitoris. “What’s your name sweetheart?”

She didn’t reply but her hand came up, grabbing his wrist. Bob almost pulled away but then he realized she was guiding his hand, trying to force his finger into her slit. He allowed it for a moment, and when his middle digit was completely inside her, he sent a surge of power through it.

She gasped, eyes widening, her body freezing as an entirely new sexual sensation she’d never experienced before hit her.

“Yes,” Bob said softly, going to one knee. “I know. Now, what’s your name?” He asked.

Her head turned toward him, her eyes on his face. “P-p-peaches,” she whispered. He frowned.

“No. What’s your real name?” He asked again, sending another wave of energy into her cunt. She shuddered, eyes closing and Bob saw her toes curl. He lifted his other hand. “You won’t be able to cum unless I let you,” he said. “And I will, if you tell me your name.”

She grimaced, shaking. Her hips pumped, the only part of her capable of movement, her sex impaled on Bob’s hand. “My… my… my name…” she panted.

“That’s right,” Bob encouraged. “Your name.”

Suddenly she cried out, startling the mage. He held onto her though, one hand between her legs, his magic tingling inside her, pressing buttons she wasn’t prepared to handle. “PEACHES!” She screamed again. Then to Bob’s surprise, she bucked and he felt a massive squirt of wetness in his palm.

“Damn!” Bob blurted out in shock, not technically unhappy with the outcome, but surprised nonetheless.

“Robert? Are you okay?” Florentino asked. Bob looked over at the Rock Giant. Kie’s eyes were unfocused and a line of saliva was leaking from the corner of her mouth. Her loins were soaked and it was pretty clear that she’d had more than one orgasm impaled on Florentino’s cock. The rock giant was still bouncing her though, undoubtedly working toward the goal of filling her with his slurry of cum.

Bob pulled his hand away from Peach’s loins and shook it. Droplets of girl goo fell liberally on the carpeted wooden floor of the cage. “Yeah. I’m fine. It’s just…” He shook his head and sided. “Sometimes our world sucks.” He stood back up straight and walked back to the cage door, stepping out onto the end. “I’m going for a walk. Put Kie back in when you’re done with her. Then you can help Gwendolyn with dinner.”

Jenni looked up eagerly. “Can I get fucked after Kie?” She asked desperately, pointing at Florentino. “By him?” Bob gave the rock giant a strained look and Florentino grinned happily.

“I’d be delighted to help,” Florentino said. Bob ignored that, hopped down, and walked away from the sexual orgy. He moved back to the front of the cart and saw that Gwendolyn had already taken care of the horses. He opened his leather pack and began pulling out supplies.

“We need wood too,” Gwen said. “The boy is charging a ridiculous amount for it.”

Bob grunted and reached into his pack. “You’re lucky I have a glyph in a woodbin,” he said with a sigh, drawing out several cut pieces of wood, each slightly longer than the pack itself. He kept reaching in, getting one piece after another, stacking them off to the side, until there was enough to last most of the evening. Gwendolyn grabbed a few, pointed a finger downward, and then with an almost tiny splash of green hued energy, set the seasoned wood aflame.

Bob grinned. “Maybe someday you can show me how you do that?”

She snorted. “As if,” she replied. “You? Doing druidic magic?”

Bob chuckled as he got out his frying pan and a pot. “Still, it might come in handy,” he said. Then more quietly, “You’re our ace in the hole, Gwendolyn. The Dark Elves are totally unfamiliar with druidic magic. They’re too insular. They don’t go out into the world, or at least most of them don’t. They won’t recognize you, especially if you aren’t wearing your druidic robes.”

She nodded. “I brought something a little less obvious.” She looked up. “So when are you going to tell me what we’re really doing? Your instructions were somewhat vague.”

Bob shrugged. “I had to be. I presume you were successful in coming up with what I asked for?”

Her mouth twisted. “Of course I did. It’s awful. And dangerous as hell, but doable.”

Bob set the pan on the fire. “Then we are right on schedule.

“I just want you to know that I don’t like this. Selling girls. Talli. Your… plan. At least what little I know of it. It’s dangerous,” she warned. “For everyone.”

Bob pulled a cutting board out of the pack, then a hunk of beef. “It’s dangerous just being here.”

Gwen tugged a pouch off her belt. “I need a cup,” she told Bob. The mage reached into his pack, pulled out a glass, and handed it over to the druid. “You know what the elves will do to her, right? All of the girls?” Gwen asked as she took the container. “Just as part of the testing?”

Bob snorted. “Of course I do. Testing, grading, possibly even auction.” He smiled. “But I’m not putting Talli up for general sale. I’m taking her to Helenae for a private session.”

Gwen’s eyebrow went up. “You think she’ll want to buy her from you?”

Bob laughed. “Of course. It’s Talli.”

Gwen nodded in reluctant agreement. She fished out several small pouches of dried herbs and powders, along with two vials. Bob set about working on the food as Gwendolyn carefully measured her ingredients.

About twenty minutes later, Florentino appeared from around the corner, lumbering into view.

“Sated?” Bob asked in a teasing voice.

The rock giant sat down next to them, eyeing the beef. “Kie, Jenni and Peaches have all had their immediate needs satisfied. Despite an orgasm, Talli still appears to be needy, while I am comfortably pleased.” He eyed the pan in Bob’s hand. “I am also hungry,” he admitted. Gwendolyn rolled her eyes and added some water to the cup.

Florentino looked at Bob. “Robert, I have to say that I really like Kie. She is both beautiful and responsive. While she was a bit concerned about my ejaculate, once I explained what was happening, she was quite satisfied. Oh, and Talli wants to see you,” he said to Bob.

Gwendolyn suddenly held the cup out to Bob. “Have Talli drink it.”

Bob blinked and looked down at the cup. “Isn’t it too soon?” He asked, just a touch alarmed.

Gwen shook her head. “That’s harmless. But I need her to start now.”

The mage took the cup and sniffed at it. It smelled woody. “You mean, I could drink it?” He asked suspiciously. Gwendolyn nodded.

“You could, though I don’t know why you’d want to,” she added. “It doesn’t taste very good. Go give it to her now.”

Bob glanced down at the beef simmering in the pan. “But who will cook?” He asked.

Florentino leaned forward and pulled the cutting board over to himself. “I will cook tonight,” he declared.

“You?” Gwen asked, mirroring Bob’s earlier moment of suspicion. “I’m not sure that’s wise…” she started to say.

Florentino held up his hand. “I have been studying human recipes and believe I am now ready to try preparing a few. If it appears I’m doing something wrong, you are free to stop me, Gwendolyn.”

The druid frowned and Bob let out a laugh. “Alright, just don’t kill each other,” he warned them. He stood up, with the cup, and walked away, just as an argument over when to saute onions began. Florentino had dropped the canvas curtains on the outside of the bars, undoubtedly due to the cooler temperatures, and Bob walked all the way to the end. He climbed up onto the platform and looked in.

Kie, Jeni, and Peaches were all huddled around Talli, who was still bound with her arms and wrists stretched out to the sides of the wagon. Kie still had her fingers between Talli’s legs. Talli looked somewhat satisfied, at least for the moment, and was talking with the girls in a hushed voice, along with the occasional moan.

“Hello Talli,” Bob said, holding the cup.

Talli’s head snapped up and the smile on her face was so pure and happy that Bob felt a surge of guilt.

“Master!” She exclaimed. Her arms and legs jerked, but because she was still bound, she couldn’t do more than smile sheepishly. “I’d get up and greet you properly,” she said politely. “But I’m a little tied up at the moment.”

Kie and Jenni both quickly went to Talli’s wrists and freed her hands. Then untied her legs. Talli grinned appreciatively, rising to her feet with a grace that was even more astonishing considering the way she had been bound for the last few hours. She hurried over to the door and pressed herself to the bars, then pushed both her breasts through the space between. It was quite distracting.

“Hello Master,” she breathed, eyes sparkling.

“Are you okay?” Bob asked sincerely, trying really hard not to just focus on her breasts. Her fingers curled around the bars, keeping her tits mashed delightfully between the iron poles.

She grinned. “Totally!” She replied. “Kie and Jeni are sweet girls and Peaches is…” she licked her lips. “About as voracious as me. Even if she doesn’t talk.” Talli blushed and looked away. “She made me cum twice.”

Bob smiled. “Well, that’s good to hear. Do you… I mean the girls… have everything you need?”

Talli bit her lip. “Could we… um… get some of those wooden clamps?” She asked hopefully.

Bob the Sex Mage blinked. “Oh. Um… I was sort of thinking of essentials. You know, food, water, blankets. That sort of thing?”

Talli laughed. “We have all that, silly. What we need is something to sate ourselves with, at least a little. Maybe one of those little leather paddles?”

“I thought Florentino just fucked all of you silly?” Bob looked through the bars past Talli and noticed that Peaches had taken Talli’s place on the floor of the wagon and was now on her back, legs spread, letting Jeni and Kai tie her open.

Talli grinned. “He did. But it was very vanilla.” She gave her tits a little shake. “We need something a bit more intense.”

Bob sighed. “Speaking of necessities,” he muttered, raising the cup. “Drink this.”

“Thank you, Master,” she said simply. She reached through the bars and took the cup. She brought it to her lips, drank three or four gulps, then lowered it, wrinkling her nose. “Yuck,” she said. “What is this?” Then she drank more, looking at him for an explanation.

Bob smiled woodenly. “Tonic. You know. All those vitamins and minerals. Gwendolyn says it's for your health.”

Talli tipped the cup back and drank the last bit, then with a slightly disgusted look, handed the glass back. “Well, it tastes awful,” she assured Bob. “It’s like Gwen’s medicine, isn’t it? She always says that medicine is supposed to taste bad.”

Bob lowered the cup, feeling even worse. “She does indeed.”

Talli stared at Bob’s eyes. “What is it? Are you okay?” She asked, suddenly worried. “Did I do something wrong?”

Bob blinked. “What? No! Of course not.”

Talli grinned. “Because if I did, you’re more than welcome to come in here and punish me,” she said teasingly. “I promise that the girls won’t jump you and fuck you silly, at least until after you’ve given me a proper spanking.” She pulled her breasts out from between the bars and turned, presenting her cute little bare butt. She gave herself a swat and then wiggled it back and forth. Finally she backed up, pressing her buttocks up against the cage door.

For a second, Bob almost went in. What would it be like laying down between all three women, allowing them to pleasure him, using him to satisfy their own lusts? But then he shook his head. “Dinner will be ready in a moment. I’ll bring it over.” He swiftly turned and hopped down to the ground.

“Master!” Talli called out. “There better be something hard and thick and long for dessert!”

Bob shuddered and shook his head and he made it to the fire. Florentino looked up.

“Oh, you’re back,” the rock giant said. The pan was smoking, and not in a good way.

Bob looked down at the meat. “What the hell are you doing?” Bob demanded.

Gwen leaned back, an angry look on her face as she glared at the giant. “Told you.”

Bob dropped to his knees, tossing the cup to Gwendolyn as he reached for the pan. “It’s too hot! You’re burning it.” He used the edge of his robe to yank on the handle and pulled the seared meat off the fire.

Florentino looked apologetic. “I’m sorry,” he said. “The recipe called for the meat strips to be seared.”

Bob pulled a flask out of his pack and quickly poured half the contents into the pan. A wave of steam flashed up, cooling the frying pan. He glanced at the giant. “What are you trying to make?”

“Meat Pockets with onion and green pepper.”

Bob checked the meat. “Well, you’re getting the ‘seared’ strips,” he muttered. “Where’s the onion and pepper?”

Florentino gave him a patient look. “I was waiting for you to get back to give them to me.”

Bob groaned. “Fine. Whatever.” He reached into the pack and got out the vegetables. “Cut them into strips. You know how to do that, don’t you?”

The rock giant nodded and picked up the chef’s knife, which looked ridiculously small in his huge hand. Bob glanced at Gwendolyn.

“Did she drink it? All of it?” Bob nodded. Gwendolyn relaxed. “Any complaints?”

“She said it didn’t taste very good.”

Gwen straightened in a huff. “Well, it isn’t supposed to.”

Florentino passed the cutting board back to Bob. “Here you are, Robert.”

Suddenly, a black shape appeared out of the darkness and Morlok sat down. He had his tankard in one hand and was sipping at it.

“Where the hell have you been?” Asked Bob, trying to fix dinner.

Morlok grunted and stared down at the fire. Florentino handed him a water flask and he quickly poured it into the mug, swirling it around. Morlok waited a moment, then cautiously tasted the contents, before handing the water flask back to the rock giant.

“How did you get into the fort?” Florentino asked curiously.

Morlok glanced at the giant and then looked skyward.

Bob frowned. “Does that mean my thousand gold was wasted?”

Morlok shook his head.

Bob sighed. “That means we're going to get ambushed tomorrow, doesn’t it?”

Morlok nodded, taking another sip.

Florentino frowned. “Should we deal with it tonight, then?”

Morlok glanced at the giant and shrugged.

Bob bit his lip. “How far away are they?”

Morlok lifted his empty hand sideways and wiggled it back and forth.

“So a mile, mile and a half?” Bob confirmed. Morlok didn’t correct him.

“That’s just within your range, isn’t it?” Gwendolyn asked.

Bob frowned. “Borderline. But I’ve got my Garnian Sapphire, so distance won’t be an issue.” He used his spatula to move the veggies around. “Alright. Let’s get everyone fed. Then Gwendolyn, Morlok, and I will go deal with our bandit friends.”

“What do I do?” Florentino asked curiously.

Bob smiled. “Guard the girls and provide dessert.”

Florentino’s eyebrow went up. “What’s for dessert?”


Chapter Six: Gagged and Bound

While Morlok had opted to go back over the wall, hiding in the shadows and using his unique skill set to avoid the fort’s guards, Bob and Gwendolyn opted for a more reasonable exit. They went out through the gate. The man at the front explained they’d have to pay another thousand gold to get back in and Bob snorted, not even bothering to answer. They walked around the tall, wooden walls of the fort until Morlok grunted and emerged out of the woods. He stood just to the side of a trail.

“We’re following the trail?” Gwendolyn asked suspiciously.

Morlok lifted his tankard to his lips and nodded, all while taking another sip of the contents.

“It’s probably the smartest way to do it,” Bob said cheerfully. “I’m not much of a woodsman and if Morlok drags us through the underbrush, they’ll hear us coming a mile away.”

The druid rolled her eyes. “You, maybe. But I know how to be silent.”

Bob shrugged. “Lowest common denominator.” Gwendolyn frowned, clearly unhappy. Bob grinned and looked over at Morlok. “Anything else in these woods we need to worry about?”

Morlok appeared thoughtful. “You are still being followed,” he said quietly.

Gwendolyn’s eyebrow went up. “You mean we are being followed.”

Morlok shook his head and pointed at Bob.

The mage sighed. “You mean I’m being followed?” Bob said in disgust. “That’s not good.”

Morlock shrugged.

“Is this going to be a problem?”

Morlok shrugged again.

“You are a man of few words,” Bob said magnanimously. “I appreciate your brevity. Let’s go kill some bandits.”

Morlok turned, and still drinking from his tankard, headed down the trail.

“He’s annoying as hell,” Gwen said darkly. “Worst conversationalist ever.”

The mage looked at the druid. “Gwendolyn, has it ever occurred to you that very few people want to have a conversation with you? You’re a freaking pessimist. You’re constantly critical. And you offend easily.”

Gwendolyn’s eyes narrowed pessimistically, she spluttered critically, and then looked offended.

The trail itself was relatively easy to see, even in the deep shadow of the forest. It appeared to be a woodcutter’s track, or maybe a hunter’s, and the underbrush had been cut down on either side to something almost parklike. At least for the first half a mile. Bob noticed the track shrinking in width after that and soon the only indication they were on a trail at all was the ease of passage. Morlok still hadn’t reappeared and only Bob’s experience with the man kept him from getting worried. As it was, he still tripped over the dead body in the darkness and let out a quiet curse.

Morlok appeared, a finger held up against his lips.

Bob gritted his teeth in frustration. “Why the fuck did you leave the corpse across the damn trail?” He whispered. He knew better than to wait for an answer. Instead he looked down. The dead man was wearing a patchwork mix of leather and iron armor, none of which looked maintained or even particularly effective. There was a rather dull looking longsword by the man’s side, not even in a scabbard, but just thrust through a metal tab connected by a leather loop to the man’s belt. He had no other gear and the red stain right around kidney level made it clear how he’d met his end.

“A sentry? That’s unusual for a bandit camp full of rogues. How many are we talking about here?” Bob asked quietly.

Morlok looked back at the mage with a weary look.

“Isn’t that something you should have asked before we decided to come out and deal with them?” Gwendolyn hissed.

Bob shrugged. “We still need to do it. I’m just trying to get an idea of what we’re facing.”

Morlok took another swig from his tankard. “Twenty-three.”

Bob frowned. “Is that a firm number or are you just guessing?”

Morlok just stared at the mage and Bob sighed.

“Do you want to kill them or just make it impossible for them to attack us tomorrow?” Asked Gwen.

“What’s the difference?” Bob asked with a grin. “I’m not squeamish about killing bandits,” he assured her. “Let’s kill them all.”

Morlok once again held a finger up to his lips and then led them forward. This time Bob was able to keep sight of the swordsman, mostly because Morlok allowed it, and the man stayed on the trail. Up ahead came the flicker of firelight and they started to hear voices. Morlok made a hand signal, crouching down. He looked back, held a finger up to his mouth, then pointed at Gwendolyn and Bob. His finger then turned toward the fire and Bob got the point. Morlok crept off, undoubtedly off to commit murder and mayhem. Bob and Gwendolyn crept closer until they could see the carousing men through the trees. Clearly alcohol was in evidence, but that wasn’t the only merriment. There was laughter, yelling, a few telling whimpers and moans, and then, much to Bob’s distaste, a woman wailing in agony.

“Uh oh,” he muttered. He leaned to his left to track the sound. That’s when he saw that a number of young women were being roughly used.

“I count six,” Gwen whispered. “Three bent over that log getting buttfucked, two around the fire ring doing lap dances, the illegal, full penetration kind, and there’s another one tied near the tree on the far side. That’s the one that screamed.”

“Illegal lapdances?” Bob asked curiously.

Another agonized cry filled the camp and the laughter of the men was callous. Bob leaned a little farther and realized that the girl bound to the overhead branch of the tree was being struck with a vicious looking leather whip. There were already a number of impressive welts marring her torso, the majority of them across her breasts, loins, and buttocks. Bob frowned, realizing he recognized the asshole whipping the girl. It was Tal, the man who had stopped them in Rook’s Nest. Tal had a furious look on his face and swung the weapon again.

“Kick me again, you little bitch, and I’ll tear your fucking breasts off!” Tal yelled.

Tears sprang to the girl’s eyes as the whip hit her flank, but she spun angrily and her foot came up. She used what little movement the tree branch above her allowed and kicked again.

The man blocked it contemptuously, this time evidently prepared for the attack. He swung the whip at her breasts, only to get her across the midriff. She screamed and twisted. “My father… my father…” she wailed.

Bob blinked and let out a frustrated breath. The girls complicated things and he realized he should have realized the bandits would have some evening entertainment. He began a head count of the men and despite them moving around, in and out of the firelight, he managed eighteen. If Morlok’s numbers were right, and they usually were, there were another four off somewhere, either standing sentry or laying in their bedrolls where he couldn’t see them.

“Thoughts?” He whispered into Gwendolyn’s ear as the girl by the tree endured another few strokes of Tal’s whip.

“We can’t poison them,” Gwen replied quietly. “It will take too long and it will affect the girls.”

Bob grimaced as he looked at the girls bent over the huge, fallen tree. They were tied at the ankles with their legs spread, to each other no less. Bob couldn’t quite see, but from the angle of their shoulders their wrists were undoubtedly staked to the forest floor in front of them. Behind each naked girl stood a bandit, thrusting vigorously, loins pressed to the shapely and quite bare bottom in front of him. Bob was glad he couldn’t see any of the girls’ faces but he knew each of them was getting thoroughly drilled. Two other girls were clearly more compliant, straddling the laps of two of the bandits sitting by the fire, bouncing up and down, eyes closed in either resignation, or ecstasy. Both girls sported half faded welts, making it clear that they had at one time been just as resistant as the girl dangling from the tree. Both had beautiful bodies, but Bob winced when he got a look at one of the girl’s faces. Buck toothed and just… unappetizing.

“Ohh,” Bob muttered. “Butter faces. Except for the girl tied to the tree, these are the ones that aren’t good enough to sell to the Dark Elves.”

“What?” Gwen asked. Bob pointed at the one waif gyrating on a bandit lap, thrusting her hips.

“Look at her. She’s homely as hell. Nice body, but look at her face. The Dark Elves wouldn’t even pay a copper for her.”

“The one by the tree is pretty enough,” Gwendolyn whispered. “Though if that bastard Tal keeps whipping her that hard she won’t be.”

Bob shrugged. “Does it matter?” He grinned. “We kill all the bandits and then the girls are free to go.”

“In a forest? All alone? By themselves?”

Bob let out a huff. “What the hell do you want me to do, Gwendolyn? Start a shelter?” Gwendolyn was about to retort when a hand came down on Bob’s shoulder. They both jerked, only to relax as Morlok glared down at him.

“Sorry,” Bob whispered. “Are we ready to do this?”

Morlok nodded, then he disappeared again into the brush, sword drawn.

“What’s the plan?” Gwendolyn asked.

Bob shrugged. “I don’t think we really need one.” He wiggled his fingers. “We start killing them.”

“Bob, we always need a plan.” She frowned. “How about I handle incapacitating them. You make sure the two girls who aren’t tied down don’t get away.”

Bob blinked. “Um… don’t get away?” He asked curiously. “What do you mean, get away?”

But Gwendolyn didn’t answer. The druid suddenly stood up, arms raised high, chanting quickly. It took a moment before any of the bandits reacted to the sudden appearance of the old woman and that was their downfall. There were multiple shouts and Bob watched in shock as Gwendolyn swung her arm and a greenish energy burst from the tip of her staff, encompassing the entire campfire and the surrounding area.

And suddenly there was no gravity within the range of her spell.

“Whoa,” Bob muttered, eyes widening in surprise as the bandits leapt to their feet, only to launch themselves into the air, flailing in panic. One idiot was struggling to pull his pants up mid-air, even as the naked, butter-faced girl he’d just been fucking, screamed, twisting as she scrambled to grab hold of a tree branch. Bob spotted the other girl as well, too stunned or drugged or drunk to be as smart and he threw a hand up, a thin tendril of energy wrapping around both girls’ ankles as he kept them from flying off.

Of the dozen men rising through the air, only half had the presence of mind to grab onto the overhanging boughs above them, rather than their weapons. Bob looked upward, just a little shocked at how effective the druid’s spell had turned out. One bandit who hadn’t been caught up in the initial spell, actually was dumb enough to run into it, hurtling upward, only to run smack dab into a tree trunk, knocking himself silly about twenty feet off the ground. Then he disappeared skyward.

“Nice,” Bob commented. He always appreciated Gwendolyn’s style. He heard a sound behind them and looked. Morlok pulled his sword out of one bandit, then parried the blade of another. The tip of the swordsman’s weapon slid into the man’s heart and the bandit fell to the side. Bob looked back at the camp. The girls who had been tied together at the log were now all upside down, screaming, legs up in the air, secured to the ground by stakes which were holding their wrists. The girl who was being whipped was also up in the air, except she was clinging to the very branch she’d been secured to and her fingers were already picking at the knots tying her wrists together. Her eyes, filled with both anger and satisfaction, glanced down at Gwendolyn.

“Bob,” Gwendolyn hissed, her voice strained. “You’ve got about thirty seconds.”

“Until what?” Bob asked in confusion.

“It starts raining people!” Gwen barked.

The mage blinked. “Oh.” He raised his hand and pulled on the girls he already had magically tethered toward him. One screamed, but was only a few inches off the ground when Bob tugged her free of the area effect spell. She dropped with a thud and began sobbing. The other landed beside her, collapsing into a stunned heap. Bob then cast a web around the girls dangling upside down, cushioning the three by the log as the spell started to flicker and fail. The logs of the fire, which had risen about ten feet into the air, dropped with a thud and a shower of sparks rising skyward.

Gwen gasped and shuddered, lowering her hands. Multiple high pitched screams, some from well above the canopy of leaves, followed. Loud thuds and even a few crashing sounds as some of the higher bandits plummeted through the trees, followed. Morlok darted forward, sword point raised and he began stabbing bodies as they twisted and groaned.

“Well,” Bob said, lowering the other girls by the log, back to their original positions, draped over the wood, freshly spanked bare bottoms raised high in the air. “That was effective.”

Another crash behind them startled the mage and he turned to see Tal fall to the forest floor after crashing through the canopy. He landed with a thud, his leg bent at a disturbing angle, eyes filled with pain. His fingers grasped for his sword and Bob rolled his eyes. “Whatever.”

“Help! You there! Get me down at once!”

Gwendolyn straightened and with sudden energy, the druid strolled out into the light of the campfire. She looked up. The girl who had been bound to the tree was clinging to the branch, arms and legs wrapped around it, fifteen feet up.

“Hold on a moment,” Bob said quickly. “I will get you…”

Gwen raised her staff and the entire tree bent over, lowering the girl until she was able to hop off, putting her bare feet on the ground. Then the tree itself seemed to snap the rope that stretched between the bough and her wrists, the hemp line falling to puddle around her feet.

“It’s about bloody time,” the naked girl said angrily. She shucked off the rope that had been binding her wrists and she looked at Gwendolyn expectantly, all while covering her breasts and loins with her arms. “Do you expect me to stand here naked?” She glared at Bob. “Turn your eyes away, you degenerate lout or I’ll have my father whip you!”

Bob started to splutter, but Gwendolyn gave the mage an amused look. “Get her some clothing,” she ordered, then with a sparkle in her eye, added, “you degenerate lout.”

Bob’s eyes widened and he spluttered. He unshouldered his pack. “Right. Hold on.” He rooted around in it for a moment, then started pulling out some rough spun women’s dresses. “Here,” he said, tossing one to the imperious girl standing in front of him. She caught it, then looked outraged.

“You expect me to wear peasant’s clothing?” She demanded.

Bob looked up. “Or you can go naked,” he replied contemptuously.

Her eyes widened. “How dare you?” she hissed, but she lifted the dress and began wriggling into it. Bob turned and began handing out similar items to the other girls, freeing the ones by the log. All of them but the one drugged girl lying in a crumpled heap began to dress.

“Here,” Gwendolyn said. “Let me heal some of those injuries.” The druid went up and laid a hand on the girl. A moment later the girl sighed, some of the pain leaving her eyes.

“Thank you,” said the girl with a sigh of relief. “I never realized quite how much the whip hurts. It certainly is an effective tool for controlling slaves. I’ll be sure to have mine whipped more often.”

Bob blinked, staring at the girl with incredulity. 

Morlok walked up, casually took the one remaining dress and wiped the blood off his sword.

“Hey!” Bob protested. Morlok handed the dress back to him and Bob tossed it in the fire in frustration. “Are all the bandits dead?” Bob asked Morlok, who stood nearby, drinking from his tankard. The swordsman shook his head.

“There’s one still alive?” Bob asked, somewhat incredulously.

Morlok nodded and pointed over to Tal, who was still crumpled in a heap at the base of the tree.

“That bastard!” The pretty girl looked around, grabbed a fallen sword, and marched over to Tal’s crumpled body. The man looked up, eyes terrified, but the girl didn’t even hesitate. She swung the sword down repeatedly, chopping Tal up into little bits.

“Hmm,” Bob grunted. “Who’s squishy now?”

Morlok watched with mild amusement while Gwnedolyn checked on the other girls. Finally Tal was pretty much dead and the girl threw the sword down. Tossing her head back, she looked at Gwendolyn. “Thank you for rescuing me. I knew my father would send someone.”

Gwen frowned. “Do you have a name?”

That confused the strong willed girl. “What do you mean? I’m Beatrice. I’m the daughter of Avril Garthrun.” She said the name as if Gwendolyn knew who that was, but the druid looked clueless. “The man who hired you to rescue me?”

Bob gave Beatrice an exasperated look. “Sorry, I haven’t made your father’s acquaintance,” he said. “Where is he from?”

She stiffened. “He’s the mayor of Tarrin, of course.” She looked around at the three of her rescuers. “Wait. My father didn’t send you?”

Bob shook his head.

Gwen’s eyebrows went up. “So you were kidnapped from Tarrin?”

Beatrice blushed embarrassedly. “Well, not the town itself. I was out riding and…”

Bob rolled his eyes. “Whatever,” he said with a gesture.

“How dare you interrupt me,” Beatrice declared. She looked at Gwendolyn. “Despite the fact that you are not my official rescuers, I have no doubt my father will reward you when you return me to his side.”

Bob ignored her. “Morlok, get all the girls up. We’ll take them back to the fort. From there they’ll be on their own.”

“Excuse me, on my own?” Declared Beatrice. “I demand you return me to Tarrin immediately!”

Bob whirled. “Listen here, your highness,” he said sarcastically. “I don’t take kindly to being given orders and I’ve threatened and even killed actual kings before. Either change your tone or you’ll find yourself walking back to Rook’s Nest gagged.”

Beatrice spluttered furiously. “How dare you speak to me in such a manner, you impertinent imbecile!” She looked at Gwen. “Are you going to tolerate your underling speaking to me in such a fashion?”

Gwen grinned with amusement and looked at the mage. “Bob! How dare you speak to her like that?” The druid admonished. Then with a more exasperated tone added, “instead, do something about it.” 

Bob blinked, glanced at Beatrice, then nodded. Without another word he threw up his hand and a flash of energy surged between the mage and the girl. Beatrice didn’t even have a chance. She crumpled to the ground, finally silent.

“Thank you,” Gwendolyn said with complete honesty.

Bob rubbed his hands together. “No problem. What now?”

Morlok coughed politely and Bob turned to see that the swordsman had not only gathered the girls together, but got them in a line and had even passed out food and water. It seemed the bandits hadn’t been good about feeding the girls either. Bob was about to compliment Morlok, when he spotted the pile of gear on the ground near the swordsman’s feet.

“Seriously?” Bob complained. Morlok nodded. “Fine,” Bob muttered, going over to the collection of armor, weapons, and other bric-a-brac. He opened his pack and began shoving it all in, way more than the small leather bag could actually hold. Finally he was done and he looked back at Gwendolyn.

“Are you ready?”

Gwendolyn blinked. “What about the unconscious girl, and Beatrice?”

Bob shouldered his pack. “What about them?”

“Are we leaving them here?” Gwen asked curiously.

“Are you planning on carrying them?” Bob asked.

Gwen looked unhappy. She walked over to the unconscious girl and put a hand on her arm. A moment later the girl roused, blinking. Gwendolyn swayed a little bit and leaned a bit more heavily on her staff. “What… where am I?” She asked dumbly. Bob looked down at her and shook his head. The girl was homely as sin, despite having a relatively curvy frame. He pulled another dress out of his pack and tossed it over.

“That just leaves Beatrice,” Gwendolyn said, helping the girl get dressed and pushing her into line.

“Leave her,” Bob complained. “She’s a pain in the ass.”

“Bob,” Gwen chided.

The mage rolled his eyes. “She’s obstinate, difficult, and irritating.”

“So are you,” the druid replied drolly.

Bob’s eyes narrowed and he smirked. “But I can walk myself out of here,” he retorted.

Morlok walked up to Bob and tapped him on the shoulder. “Beneath you,” was all the swordsman said.

Bob rolled his eyes. “Fine,” he muttered. He once more reached into his pack and this time pulled out a pair of bondage cuffs and a red rubber ball gag.

“Seriously?” Gwendolyn asked, mildly amused, but not actually objecting.

Bob nodded emphatically. “I told her she’d be walking out gagged. Mages always keep their word. Besides, the last thing I want is to have to listen to her bitch and whine on the way back to the fort.” He bent down and began buckling the black leather bands around Beatrice’s wrists. Then he rolled her limp body over and secured her hands behind her back. Beatrice didn’t make a sound, eyes still closed. Bob worked the red rubber ball into her mouth and buckled it behind her back. Then with a flick of his fingers, he woke her.

Beatrice blinked, jerked, and then cried out. Not a smidgen of sound came from her mouth and Bob leaned over her with a smug look on his face. “I warned you. I said if you didn’t shut up I’d gag you.”

Beatrice looked at the mage in fury, but at least she had the sense not to try and kick him.

“Now, you’ll get to the end of that line,” Bob said roughly, pointing at the other girls. “And you’ll keep up. Any further outbursts from you and you’ll end up in my slaver’s cage for sale to the Dark Elves. Got it?” He turned and stalked away and Gwendolyn frowned. Beatrice looked at her with frightened eyes and Gwen shook her head.

“In all fairness,” the druid said. “He did warn you.” She moved back toward the line and Bob took the lead.

“Alright ladies, listen up. Stay in a single file. I’ll take you down the trail. There’s nothing in these woods to be frightened of, at least not right now. That said, please keep conversation to a minimum so as not to attract anything that will want to eat you.”

A tiny ripple of wails, along with a few frightened whimpers, slid through the gaggle of girls and they sort of huddled together in fear. Bob grinned, held up a hand, and cast several balls of magical light. One hovered over his shoulder, casting odd shaped shadows on the ground, while the others spaced themselves out over the girls. That seemed to help settle everyone and the girls managed to straighten up. He took off down the trail and a moment later Gwendolyn was ushering the girls forward. Beatrice followed, eyes filled with tears, her jaw distended by the rubber ball gag. Then Gwendolyn moved in behind them. Morlok had disappeared and was nowhere to be seen.

The hike back to the fort took much longer, mostly because of the girls. None of them moved fast and there was more than enough sobbing to set Bob’s teeth on edge. Finally the wooden walls of the fort appeared and there were shouts from some of the guards lining the parapet. Bob led the group around to the main gate and the guard captain gaped in astonishment as the mage marched up.

“Open up,” Bob said tiredly.

The man spluttered. “I told you. It’s a thousand gold everytime I open this gate.”

Bob gave the man a dark look. “You can open the gate, or replace it.”

The man glowered. “That’s a mighty impressive threat for a slave trader.”

Bob’s eyes darkened and the lights floating above his head didn’t just dwindle. They almost went out, shrinking as if power was being drawn away from them. Bob’s back stiffened and his hand came up halfway, power starting to glow along his fingers, but Gwendolyn walked up past the girls and intervened. “Young man, the two of us just killed twenty-three bandits a mile and a half away from here and rescued these girls. We literally eliminated the threat. Now, please open the gate?”

The man hesitated, glanced at Bob’s glowering face, but then nodded reluctantly. He shouted up to the top of the wall and a moment later the gate opened. Bob gave the man a curt nod and then headed straight for the wagon, only to be met by a bizarre sight. There was a crowd around the front of the cart. Bob pushed through to find Florentino lying on his back near the fire with Kie’s knees positioned on either side of his face. From the way she was moaning it was pretty obvious that the rock giant’s tongue was inches deep in Kie’s pussy. Peaches was also stradling Florentino, bouncing up and down eagerly on Florentino’s massive prick. Even more impressively, both Jeni and Talli were kneeling on opposite sides of Kie, both of them with knees spread wide, letting the giant finger-fuck them. Around, a bevy of guardsmen were standing, cheering the girls on eagerly. Money was exchanging hands.

“What the hell?” Demanded Bob.

Florentino’s eyes flickered past Kie’s bare thigh over at Bob. He mumbled something, but Kie’s sex muffled most of the words. One of the guards nodded at Bob. “Don’t mess him up. My pick is almost there and I got a hundred gold on her cumming first this round!”

“This round?” Bob asked incredulously as the rescued girls, Gwendolyn, and even Morlok gathered around, shocked looks on their faces.

Just then Peaches screamed, and in the fun, exciting way. About a quarter of the men crowding around cheered and the others groaned. There was an exchange of coins, only for Talli, who was busily fucking Florentino’s hand, to cry out next. There was another cheer and then Kie squealed and fell over.

“Disgusting,” Bob muttered, shaking his head. Florentino looked around at the three girls who had fallen over in orgasmic ecstasy and with Jenni panting heavily, still wriggling on his extended finger, the giant picked her up and just impaled her perfectly on his shaft. She slipped down with a scream, occupying the post that Peaches had just lubed and with only a few thrusts, shuddered violently, exploding with a breathless groan.

Bob watched, shook his head and then walked up to the supine giant. Jenni had folded, still impaled, laying like a tiny child on Florentino’s chest. Florentino’s beaming smile flashed up at Bob.

“Hello Robert,” the rock giant said. “The girls were looking for some more intense satisfaction and Talli suggested a competition on who could cum first and…”

Bob held up his hand. “Whatever. Put the girls back in the wagon and then you can help Gwendolyn and I with our guests.”

Florentino looked past the mage, saw the extra girls, and then raised an eyebrow. “I’m not sure there is enough room in the wagon,” he said simply, rolling to the side, his arms sweeping around Jenni, cradling her. He climbed to his feet and some of the girls who had just been rescued backed up with fright.

Bob rolled his eyes. “They’re not merchandise. We’re letting them go tomorrow morning. We’ll give them some supplies, food, and a little bit of gold and send them on their way.” He put a hand on Jenni’s head.

Florentino looked disappointed. “All of them?” He spotted Beatrice, still gagged and cuffed. “Even her?”

Gwen leaned over with a dark look. “Yes. All of them,” she insisted. “Haven’t you had enough?”

Florentino laughed, still holding Jenni, whose head was laying on Florentino’s shoulder, mouth open, clearly asleep.

Bob looked at the exhausted slave girl. “You fucked all of them?”

Florentino grinned. “Three times in fact.”

Gwendolyn looked across the naked bodies. “Are you trying to see how many you can have sex with at once?”

Florentino thought about that for a moment. “Six, I think.” He still held Jenni in his arms and she let out a sigh of utter satisfaction, eyes closed. “Possibly eight, but I would need to experiment to be certain.”

Bob stared at the giant for a moment. “There are times I absolutely hate you.”

Florentino grinned and walked away, taking the girls with him.

Gwendolyn turned and began pushing the rescued girls to the back of the wagon. “Alright ladies, the show is over. Come to the back of the cart. We’ll have food and drink in a moment.” She looked over at Bob. “Blankets, Bob.”

The mage sighed, getting out his pack yet again. “Right.”

It took an hour to get everyone situated. Talli, Kie, Jenni and Peaches had each been carried back to the wagon, satisfied and exhausted, while each of the rescued girls got a blanket. Bob found himself cooking another dinner and passing out bowls of stew. Finally he stood in front of Beatrice, who looked up at him furiously. Bob bent down and she jerked away.

“Do you want the gag out?” Bob asked with a sigh. “Or not?”

Beatrice nodded.

“Then lean forward,” the mage ordered.

Slowly she complied and his fingers unbuckled the leather strap. A moment later she grunted and began working her jaw. The moment he pulled away with the ball gag she glared up at him.

“How dare you gag me?” She hissed.

Bob put his hands on his hips. “Might I remind you that you’re still bound?” He added contemptuously. “Do you want your hands free?”

Showing a bit of sense, Beatrice nodded.

Bob smiled. “See? You can be reasonable.” He reached behind her and a moment later her arms came forward. She held out her wrists as he removed the cuffs. “No more backtalk though, or it all goes back on.”

Beatrice swallowed. “You’re a slaver,” she said darkly.

Bob smiled. “It certainly appears that way,” he allowed. He pointed at the bowl. “Feel free to eat.” He began to turn away, but she snagged his robes.

“Wait. I’m sorry I was rude before, but you have to understand. I need help. I need someone to take me home.”

Bob sighed and looked back at the woman. Beatrice was maybe eighteen or nineteen years old and she was amazingly pretty. Just as good as the ones in the back of the wagon. He shook his head. “I sympathize, but we are on a schedule. I cannot spare either the time or the personnel to take you home.” He shrugged. “I suggest you talk to one of the guards here and see if they’re willing to do it.”

She bit her lip. “You don’t understand. They already said no.”

Bob blinked. “What do you mean? How can they say no? You just got here.”

Beatrice shook her head. “No. I’ve been here before. No one was willing to take me. Then those horrid brutes found me walking into the town and dragged me out to their camp.”

“Okay, I’m confused,” Bob admitted. “You said you were kidnapped. Now you’re saying you were kidnapped… twice? What happened to the first men who kidnapped you?”

Beatrice looked away angrily. “They said that putting up with me wasn’t worth taking me to market. One of them said they’d already been paid to kidnap me and that was enough. They even talked of just killing me. Then they let me go near the town. I found this fort and tried to convince the guard’s to take me home. They all refused so I walked into town. That’s when those other bandits took me captive.”

Bob’s eyebrow went up. “That’s an interesting story. But it doesn’t change anything. .”

Beatrice picked up the bowl and began spooning stew into her mouth. “It doesn’t matter,” she stated firmly a moment later. “I still need to be taken home. I assure you, the reward will be worth it.”

Bob shook his head. “Like I said, I sympathize. But I’m heading to the Dark Elves to sell my wares.” He pointed at the wagon. “You’re on your own.” He started to walk away. Beatrice put her bowl down hurriedly and jumped to her feet. She grabbed hold of Bob’s arm and pulled him around.

“This isn’t negotiable,” she insisted. “You have to take me home,” she demanded. “You can’t leave me like this!”

“Yes,” Bob replied in frustration. “Yes I can.” He shook his arm loose and headed back toward the wagon.

“You’re a bastard!” Beatrice yelled.

Bob ignored her, walking away to disappear around the side of the wagon.

Beatrice’s bottom lip trembled and suddenly the old woman in the dark green robes was there, standing beside her.

“He certainly is,” Gwendolyn said in agreement, following Beatrice’s gaze. The young woman looked up at the iron gray druid.

“You’re not in charge?” Beatrice asked hopefully.

Gwendolyn laughed ruefully. “If anyone is, it’s Bob.”

Beatrice’s face contorted angrily. “Why won’t he take me home?”

Gwen shrugged. “He has priorities. You are certainly not one of them.”

“That’s not fair!” Beatrice complained.

“Life rarely is,” Gwendolyn replied. “Still, I will take you home.”

Beatrice gasped. “You will?”

Gwen nodded. “Yes. But after we have sold our wares to the Dark Elves.”

Beatrice’s eyes narrowed. “That’s not acceptable,” she protested. “I don’t want to go to the Dark Elves Kingdom!”

Gwen shrugged. “Then feel free to leave tomorrow morning on your own.” The old woman turned and looked right at the young woman. “You are obnoxious, rude, and arrogant, but without any of the credentials or skills to justify your demeanor, or at least allow others to tolerate such behavior. If you accompany us to the Dark Elves you may learn something, but I will require you to keep your mouth shut, do as I command, and stay out of Bob’s way. Can you do that?”

Beatrice looked like she was about to protest, but Gwen’s expression made her rethink. She closed her mouth and nodded curtly. Gwen smiled.

“Well, that’s a start. You can sit with me in the driver’s seat of the cart.” The old woman gave Beatrice a knowing smirk. “And you will keep your mouth shut. Especially around Bob. I don’t want to be placed in a position where Bob moves your seat from the driver’s bench to the back of the cart. You would make a fetching slave girl.”

Beatrice blinked. “Wait. You mean he could end up selling me to the Dark Elves?”

Gwendolyn smiled evilly. “Absolutely. You’re young enough, and pretty enough. I don’t think you’d be graded as high as the girls we have already, but considering the fact that you’d be one hundred percent profit, he certainly could. So keep that in mind.”

“Maybe I shouldn’t come with you,” Beatrice said, just a touch hopelessly.

Gwen grinned. “That’s the first smart thing you’ve said all evening,” Gwen allowed. “If you choose to accompany us though, you need to keep your mouth in check.”

Beatrice gulped. Gwen turned and began walking away. “Good choice.”


Chapter Seven: Wet Noses

The next morning Bob had everything laid out before the girls even woke up. Six gear kits were waiting and he handed out the impressive piles stoically, without a word. Gwendolyn looked on with a pleased expression as each of the girls got a simple shift, a pair of cotton trousers, a bleached linen shirt, a brown cloak, cheap, but well made leather sandals, a serviceable dagger, a water skin, and a cheap pack containing a tinderbox, a few days rations, and a heavy blanket. There were also six small purses with a handful of coppers, a dozen silvers, and then ten gold pieces in each.

“You could have given them more gold,” Gwendolyn said, frowning at Bob, but the mage shook his head.

“It would attract attention and make them targets,” he said. “This is better.”

Beatrice accepted her gear silently and quickly moved to the back of the wagon to change. Once breakfast was added to the mix, Bob helped Florentino with the horses and in short order, the wagon was ready to go. Gwendolyn climbed up into the driver’s seat. Beatrice moved up beside her and sat down nervously.

“What the fuck?” Bob demanded from astride his horse, turning to look over at Gwendolyn. He lifted a hand and pointed a finger at Beatrice. “She is not coming with us.”

Gwendolyn gave the mage a dark look. “Yes she is.”

“No she’s not!” Bob spluttered.

Gwen sat there, silent. Beatrice swallowed, watching the exchange. The contest of wills was impressive and finally Bob muttered something to himself and looked away. “Fine,” he spat. “But if that bitch says one negative word to me, I’ll strip her naked and she’ll ride the rest of the way with the girls. And then I’ll sell her to the eleves.” He didn’t wait for Gwendolyn’s response. Instead he kicked his heels into his mount and headed for the gate.

Gwendolyn sighed and got the wagon moving.

“How dare he!” Beatrice declared, somewhat furious. She glared at Bob’s back, practically spitting.

Gwendolyn shook her head. “Actually, that could have gone worse. He has a habit of making good on his word.”

Beatrice gulped and then looked over at Gwen. “You… you wouldn’t let him sell me to the elves, right?” Beatrice asked hesitantly.

The old woman did look at the girl. “It depends on how irritated with you I am.”

Beatrice paused. “Are you irritated with me already?”

“More amused right now, but I suspect that as you get a bit more comfortable with the situation, your mouth will move before your brain. That happens to Bob all the time, and the two of you have some similar character traits.” The old woman snapped the reins and the cart rocked as it began moving. “He irritates me frequently.”

Beatrice blinked and her face turned red. “You would compare me to that slaver!” She said angrily. “I have nothing in common with him.”

Gwen sighed. “Do you want to take your clothes off now and get in the back? Or were you going to wait till lunch?”

Beatrice’s eyes widened and she turned her head to look straight ahead, keeping her mouth shut. They rolled out through the gate and Beatrice looked back along the side of the wagon. The other girls that had been saved the previous evening were clustered together, somewhat clueless, while the rock giant she’d seen fucking the slave girls the previous night plodded along in the rear. There was no sign of the swordsman dressed in black.

“How far is it to the Dark Elves Kingdom?”  Beatrice asked after about an hour.

Gwen shrugged. “About twenty miles, give or take. The roads through here aren’t exactly the best. We’ll be lucky if we make ten miles a day. I’m guessing at least two, maybe two and a half.”

Beatrice gulped, wondering if she could keep her mouth shut that long. “What is that thing walking behind us? The one having sex with the slave girls when we arrived.”

Gwen twisted in the seat and looked back along the cart. From behind, Florentino grinned and waved. Then his eyes flickered back to the end of the cart and Gwendolyn knew the rock giant was obviously enjoying the non-stop show the girls in the wagon were putting on. “That thing? You mean Florentino?”

Beatrice blinked. “The monster. With the huge club.”

Gwendolyn laughed. “That is a rock giant, albeit an unusual one.”

“Why is he unusual?” Beatrice asked.

Gwen frowned. “He’s educated, which is not common among his kind.”

“Rock giants are dumb?”

“Not in the least,” laughed the druid. “Should you ever encounter another, I warn you not to underestimate them. Though I should be more specific. Rock giants are quite intelligent.  Most however are not educated. Florentino is a font of knowledge. He is quite charming and will undoubtedly try to seduce you.”

“What?” Gasped Beatrice, somewhat appalled.

Gwen shrugged. “He enjoys women. Specifically human and elven women. Though admittedly I’ve seen him fuck orc and even goblin girls too.” She shook her head. “Honestly, I wish I hadn’t seen him fuck that goblin girl. I mean, she enjoyed it, but watching her eyes bulge like that on every thrust was like squeezing a frog. Very disturbing.” Gwen shrugged. “Most of the women that have had the experience claim that he is particularly skilled at bringing them pleasure.”

Beatrice’s face twisted up. “That’s… that’s disgusting.”

Gwen glanced at the girl. “You have strong opinions for someone with little experience.”

That shut Beatrice up again.

They rode along in silence for a while. The forest around them clung closely to the trail and after another hour, Beatrice noticed that Bob, who was in the lead, had stiffened, looking around suspiciously. Suddenly, the man dressed in black clothing, the swordsman Beatrice had seen the previous night, came walking out of the forest ahead. Bob rode up to him, looked down, and they spoke for a moment. Bob nodded and then the swordsman disappeared back into the woods.

“Who is that?” Beatrice asked in a hushed voice.

“Morlok.”

“What does he do?” Beatrice asked.

Gwen shrugged. “A little of everything. He’s our insurance. He’s almost impossible to sneak up on, and usually he’s the one either watching our back, or in some instances, like today, our front. He warns us when there are going to be problems.” She looked over at Beatrice. “He’s the one who told us about the bandit camp last night.”

Beatrice frowned. “Why did you attack the camp if it wasn’t to rescue us?”

Gwendolyn snorted. “Think about that for a moment.”

Beatrice was quiet for another minute, then blinked. “Oh. So that you could surprise them. You didn’t want them setting up an ambush for you.”

“Always try to control the variables. By attacking the bandits last night, we decided on the time and place, instead of allowing them to do it.”

“So rescuing me was just a bonus,” Beatrice said firmly.

Gwnedolyn snorted. “Bonus indicates a positive gain.”

Beatrice was about to protest when Bob moved slightly off the track, allowing the wagon to catch up. He eyed Beatrice for a second, then looked at Gwendolyn as his horse matched the pace of the cart.

“Morlok says that I’m still being followed,” Bob told the old woman. Gwendolyn digested that for a moment.

“That’s oddly unspecific,” she replied. “Except the fact that whomever is doing it, is following you directly.”

Bob nodded. “I agree. Morlok says that whomever is doing it is very skilled, or at least naturally comfortable in the woods. They’re also staying far enough away to prevent him from getting a look, so at least they aren’t a threat.”

Gwendolyn frowned. “Dark Elves?”

Bob scratched at his beard. “Possible. The Dark Elves can be just as capable in the woods as other folks are, plus their natural abilities would be an advantage. And this is their territory.”

Beatrice leaned forward. “You sound like you don’t believe that,” she said directly.

For a second Bob’s eyebrows narrowed with irritation, but then he shrugged. “Fair enough. Morlok said I was being followed before we even got here. It would be unlike the Dark Elves to start patrolling out beyond the town. Dark Elves are just as racist as regular elves. They just don’t like humans so I’d be surprised to come across one this close to Rook’s Nest.”

“So it might be the Dark Elves? It’s not impossible?” Beatrice asked.

Bob frowned. “Well, no. Frankly, I wouldn’t put it past…” he started to say, then eyed Beatrice. “An old friend to keep tabs on me.”

“Why not send Morlok to find the tracker?” Gwendolyn asked.

“Because if I do, then we lose our forward warning.”

Gwendolyn hummed thoughtfully. “What about Talli?”

Bob blinked. “What about her?”

“Well,” Gwen drawled. “She has certain gifts which might provide suitable warning of problems ahead while Morlok investigates a problem behind.”

Beatrice looked confused.

Bob frowned. “The key word is might. Her little friends are not exactly reliable.” He glanced back toward the rear of the cart, turned beet red, and then urged his horse even with Gwendolyn’s seat again. “And she appears to be somewhat, uh… ah… um…”

“Distracted?” Gwendolyn suggested wryly.

Bob looked downward. “Well, that’s one way to describe it,” he muttered. He urged his horse forward and once again took the lead, heading down the track.

Beatrice twisted in her seat, but she wasn’t able to see into the rear of the cart. “What are they doing back there?” She asked Gwendolyn.

“What do dogs and lesbians have in common?” Gwendolyn asked simply.

Beatrice blinked, unsure of how to respond.

“Wet noses.”

That got no response other than a blank stare, so Gwen sighed, chuckling cheerfully. “Talli probably has her face buried between the thighs of one of the other girls. They’ve been fucking each other senseless since we started this trip.”

Beatrice blinked. “Seriously? Don’t they know what’s going to happen to them when they get to the Dark Elves Kingdom?”

“Do you?” Gwen replied, a bit more seriously.

Beatrice crossed her arms and lifted her chin. “They are to be sold, obviously.”

Gwendolyn sneered. “How specific,” she muttered. Then with a firmer voice, she glanced at Beatrice. “Dark Elves aren’t like human slave owners. They treasure human females. For the right ones they’ll pay significant gold for them.”

“The right ones?” Beatrice asked, her eyebrow going up.

Gwen nodded. “Humans are lazy. We enslave others to make them work for us. Dark Elves enslave human girls to serve as sex objects and breeding stock.”

Beatrice rolled her eyes. “Well of course. All slave girls are used for that.”

Gwendolyn shook her head. “Not like the dark elves. They’re sadists. Sexual sadists. They torture the girls non-stop.”

“Torture?” Beatrice said weakly.

“Not like what you’re thinking,” Gwen said with a sniff. “I’m not talking about thumbscrews and whipping them till they bleed. Though I suppose it might be just as bad, depending on your perspective. It’s sexual torture.” She shifted on the seat. “Forced orgasms, breast whippings, clamps, pussy spanking, extreme bondage. The dark elves won’t damage them, but that kind of constant, intense stimulation eventually takes a toll.”

“By the gods,” Beatrice whispered, her face going white.

“Even when they’re sleeping,” Gwen said. “Imagine being bound open, so exhausted that you’re falling asleep, even while some elf is paddling your tits and fucking you.”

Beatrice sat quietly for a few minutes. “You said that the Dark Elves prefer certain kinds of human girls?”

Gwen looked over at Beatrice. “Beauty, for one. It’s why the other girls from the camp hadn’t been traded. They were homely as sin. Can’t sell a buck toothed girl to the Dark Elves,” Gwen continued. “But the girls in the cage are also masochists. They get turned on by a certain level of sexual discomfort. They’ll be more responsive to the Dark Elves’s natural interests.”

“They like being sexually tortured?” Beatrice asked incredulously.

“They were picked for that. Even enhanced. Except for Talli. She was naturally like that before Bob found her.”

“You said Talli has a gift?” Beatrice asked.

“She sees dead people,” Gwendolyn replied ruefully.

Beatrice paused. “Like… um… in a graveyard?”

Gwen laughed. “There too. Mostly it’s ghosts she encounters. On a trail like this they come in ones or twos and she can handle that. Towns and cities become overwhelming for her. She gets swarmed by so many trying to talk to her, sending her images and memories and trying to vie for her attention that she begins to shut down. Sex keeps her distracted, the more intense and physically demanding the better.”

“And you are selling her?” Beatrice asked in confusion.

Gwendolyn bit her lip, realizing she was saying too much. “She’s a fuckslut, just like the rest of them back there, craving sex. They will make excellent concubines for the Dark Elves.”

Beatrice stiffened. “Concubines?”

“Well of course. The Dark Elves breed the girls. If the child born is female, the half-Dark Elven girl ends up being raised for the same fate. Sex slave. Males are destroyed.”

Beatrice gaped. “That’s… that's abominable!”

“Feel free to object while you’re there,” Gwendolyn mused. “You’re pretty enough for the Dark Elves to make you one of their sex toys. You’ll churn out babies between months of sexual torture for the first ten or so years. Then, once you’ve aged to about thirty years old, you’ll be doing manual labor until you die.” She grimaced. “Ugh. Yuck. Cleaning up after the Dark Elves for forty years, wishing you were still young and pretty enough to get fucked, is enough to make one consider suicide.”

Beatrice clammed up at that.

They didn’t stop for anything other than a brief rest period to take care of some personal needs and give the horses a rest. Morlok had reappeared, declaring the surrounding area free of danger, while Bob had opened his pack and passed around meatrolls that smelled so fresh Beatrice would have sworn they had just come out of an oven. They were even warm.

“Take these to the girls?” Bob ordered, putting four more into Beatrice’s hands.

Her eyes widened and he mistook her expression.

“Please?” He said sarcastically. Beatrice pressed her lips together, biting back her natural reply, and nodded. “Thank you,” he said, a little more reasonably.

Beatrice walked along the cart until she got to the bars and she looked in. One girl with black hair was on her back, legs spread wide, while a blonde was on top of her, bodies inverted. Beatrice paused, watching as the girls passionately made love to each other. In the corners sat the other two girls, talking quietly.

“Um… which of you is Talli?” Beatrice asked.

The oldest of the girls twisted and looked over at Beatrice. “I am,” the girl said brightly. “Who are you?”

Beatrice hesitated a moment, then straightened her shoulders. Her chin rose just a bit and she gave Talli a haughty look. “You may address me as Lady Beatrice. I have brought your lunch,” replied Beatrice sternly. She held up the meatrolls.

“Oooh! Food!” Talli cooed. She reached through the bars and Beatrice started handing her the meatrolls. Talli passed one to the other girl who wasn’t in the middle of… eating something else, then tapped the blonde on the shoulder. “Peaches,” Talli said. “Eat something a little more filling than Kie cream.”

The blonde girl on top of Kie looked up, her nose and chin wet. She licked her lips, took the meatroll from Talli and rolled off Kie. The dark haired girl groaned, but then sat up slowly, taking the meatroll from Talli with eagerness.

Talli passed another roll to Jenni and Beatrice stared at the girls. Each had multiple piercings, metal glinting at the tips of their breasts, along their ears, and even piercing their clits. Beatrice watched as Talli knelt down, spreading her knees wide. Beatrice wasn’t sure if the position was deliberate, but it exposed her pink slit as she ate.

“Gwendolyn says you can talk to ghosts,” Beatrice suddenly said. Talli looked up and grinned.

“I can!” She said eagerly, almost excitedly.

“What do they say?” Beatrice asked curiously.

Talli shrugged. “Depends on where they are, if they know they’re dead, how solid they are, and if they have a purpose.” She brought up the meatroll and took an impressive bite. “And maybe how old too, but I’m not sure.”

Beatrice’s eyebrow went up. “Are there… are there any around here?”

Talli shook her head, swallowing. “Not here. Just a few elementals. They sneak a peek at us and then scurry away. I’ve seen a few natural portals. Mostly two-way ones, but a few one ways as well. We’ve also passed two sanctuaries since we started this morning.”

Beatrice had no idea what Talli was talking about. “Sanctuaries? Elementals?”

Talli grinned. “Elementals! Earth or Nature spirits. You can’t see them. They generally don’t bother humans unless we do something that annoys them, or are dumb enough to invite them into a home or something. There are also fire and water elementals, but I don’t see them as much.”

“Why?”

Talli shrugged. “No clue.” She took another bite of her meatroll. “So are you a slaver?”

Beatrice stiffened. “Not in the least,” she declared. “I’m the daughter of the mayor of Tarrin. Your masters will be taking me home after you’re sold to the Dark Elves.”

Talli’s eyes flickered, showing a spark of curiosity, but then she smiled. “Lady Beatrice, you should come into the back of the wagon. I’d love to show you how I can be a bad little girl.” She licked the fingers of her left hand and slid it down between her legs.

“Outrageous!” Beatrice spluttered, watching how Talli’s fingers disappeared. “You should be whipped for that!”

Talli nodded in complete agreement. “I’m a naughty girl that needs to be disciplined. Please? I deserve a spanking,” she said, eyes sparkling as she began pumping the fingers of her hand in and out.

Beatrice stood there gaping.

“And if you don’t want to spank my bottom, you can do my breasts, or even my pussy,” Talli groaned.

Just then, the rock giant rounded the other side of the cart, casually munching on one of a half dozen meatrolls held in his hand. He finished the first with two bites, then started on the second. He strolled up toward Beatrice, glanced at Talli, then smiled politely.

“Good afternoon,” he said congenially. “I apologize that we haven’t had the opportunity to formally introduce ourselves. My name is Florentino.” He held out his free hand, clearly expecting Beatrice to shake it. The girl stood there in astonishment, especially since the giant was speaking in a very posh and elegant accent. Dumbly she took the giant’s hand and he shook it gently.

“And you are?” He inquired.

“Beatrice,” she squeaked.

Talli cleared her voice. “Lady Beatrice,” she said, emphasizing the title.

Florentino glanced at Talli, his eyes flickering down to her hand, which was already rubbing at the sweet spot between Talli’s legs. His eyebrow went up. “Lady Beatrice?”

Beatrice blushed. “Um… My father is mayor of Tarrin.”

Florentino brightened. “Oh! Tarrin! That is such a beautiful little hamlet!” He exclaimed. “I passed through there eleven years, four months, and two days ago. Is the Kobold Inn still operating?” He asked.

Beatrice blinked, shocked that the rock giant knew of her hometown. “You… you’ve been to Tarrin?”

Florentino ate another meatroll. “I have indeed. It was quite charming. I would imagine it has grown quite a bit since I was there though. I stayed one night at the Kobold Inn. They had an excellent roast and there was a young lady serving customers there that I had the pleasure of getting to know intimately. She was very vigorous and quite inventive. Her name was Sheila. Do you know her?”

Beatrice blushed and didn’t know how to respond.

Florentino looked over at Talli, who was both masturbating and eating her lunch at the same time. “Talli, are you being naughty?” He asked.

Talli grinned, and gestured behind her. “We all are. Peaches especially,” she said conspiratorially. “But Kie and Jenni are nearly as bad.” The other girls looked up when they heard their names and Kie and Jenni grinned. Peaches just stared down at her food and nibbled at it.

Talli leaned forward, eyes brightening. “Lady Beatrice was about to give me a spanking,” she said with a grin.

Florentino looked surprised, then smiled. “Was she?”

Beatrice, flustered, shook her head. “What? No! I mean, I wasn’t!”

“And not on the bottom,” Talli added wickedly.

Beatrice ran for it, hurrying back to the front of the wagon. She climbed back up onto the driver’s seat and Gwendolyn looked over at her. “Are you alright?” She asked.

Beatrice shook her head. “Those girls. They’re all… messed up.”

Gwen snorted. “Well, that’s accurate enough,” she agreed. “I am curious about what you mean specifically though.”

“They want sex! As if they can’t get enough!” Beatrice complained. “That one girl. Talli? She wanted me to spank her. And not on the bottom!”

The chuckle that came out of the old woman spoke volumes. “That’s Talli and you’re right. She is voracious, and not just because of the piercings.”

“The piercings?” Beatrice asked.

“You noticed that each of the girls has piercings, right? Ears, nipples, and even their clitoris,” Gwen explained as Bob came into view on his horse, signaling for the cart to follow.

“Yes,” Beatrice frowned. “I thought those were just jewelry. You know, to mark them as slaves.”

Gwendolyn shook her head. “Those bits of metal are enchanted. Each of them has earrings of sensuality, and another set for masochism, and the ones at the tips of their breasts and clit are enchanted to enhance their sensitivity.”

Beatrice blinked. “I thought the older one, Talli you said her name was? She had one through her nostril”

Gwen sighed. “She does. The ring on her nose…” Gwendolyn broke off with a shrug. “That’s medical. It’s not related to sex. At least, not directly.”

Beatrice looked somewhat mollified. “So the other piercings? Is it magic making her like that?”

“To an extent,” Gwendolyn muttered. “Even without the piercings Talli is something of a fuckslut. And she’ll fuck anyone. Plus she’s a natural masochist. Gets off from having her nipples clamped and twisted, or her pussy paddled. Hell, one day I found her impaled on one young man, while another was whipping the bottoms of her feet. Like what the hell?” Gwendolyn shook her head. “I find it somewhat bizarre, but everyone has a different trigger, right?”

Beatrice, who had turned an even deeper shade of red, nodded silently. She looked ahead down the track and spotted Morlok standing on the side of the road. “Did that man ever figure out who was following us?”

Gwendolyn shook her head. “Following Bob. Not yet. But Bob is very popular. Someone is always looking for him,” she said, sarcasm swirling through her voice. “The good news is that once we get deeper into Dark Elves territory, whomever it is will have to avoid their patrols, while we ride straight through.”

For the rest of the afternoon the cart rolled on without interruption and Gwendolyn continued to school Beatrice. Much of it was cultural, explanations of the various kingdoms and races , but also a smidgeon of chemistry and even druidic learning. There were only a few times when Beatrice’s previous arrogance and churlish obnoxiousness raised its head and Gwendolyn snapped it down immediately, embarrassing Beatrice. By the time they stopped for the evening the mayor’s daughter was sore and gratefully dismounted, rubbing her backside as she helped Florentino take care of the horses. The rock giant was completely respectful and talked casually about what he remembered of Tarrin, which made Beatrice feel a little more relaxed. At least until he asked about the tavern wench again. Off to the side, Bob got a fire going, then began preparing dinner, pulling a surprising amount of fresh food and even kitchen pots straight out of his now obviously enchanted pack.

Beatrice was also impressed with the mage’s cooking. Thin strips of chicken breast, floured and seasoned, were fried in oil, then put aside, while thinly sliced peppers and onions were sauteed in fresh butter. Bob added a pile of fresh spinach leaves, let them wilt, then added cream. He reduced it all down and then put the chicken back in. Beatrice took her plate with surprise and dug in hungrily. Even more impressively, Bob just stuck all the dirty dishes back into his pack without cleaning anything. After dinner, Gwendolyn spent some time mixing several different powders she pulled from her pack, into a single cup. Eventually she handed it to Beatrice.

“Please take this to Talli and instruct her to drink it,” Gwendolyn said carefully. “All of it.”

Beatrice wrinkled her nose. The concoction smelled like alfalfa and kale and she couldn’t imagine what it tasted like. “What is it?” She asked ruefully.

Gwendolyn smiled ruefully. “A tonic. She has to drink it. If she doesn’t, I need to know. Okay?”

Beatrice nodded. Slowly, so as not to spill any, she carried the cup around to the back of the cart. Once again she halted in shock as the orgy taking place almost made her drop the container. The black haired girl named Kie was on her back and the other girls had tied her legs open, heels to the bars. Wooden clothespins were wiggling on both nipples, while Peaches straddled Kie’s face, vigorously fucking Kie’s tongue. Talli was on her stomach between Kie’s knees, her tongue dabbing and licking at Kie’s clit, while Jenni was sitting next to Talli’s hip, one hand up between Talli’s legs, while the other repeatedly left hot, stinging swats on Talli’s rump.

“By the gods!” Beatrice breathed. Then she spotted the rock giant. Florentino was standing a few feet away, watching. 

“Impressive, isn’t it?” The giant said with a grin. “They’re competing over which one gets to come out first.”

Beatrice looked confused. “Come out?”

Florentino nodded. “I offered to provide each of them an orgasm in the manner of their choosing. So they’re competing.”

Beatrice gulped and glanced back at the cart. “Um… I need Talli,” she said, holding up the cup.

Florentino nodded. “Talli!”

The girl looked up, nose wet, and blinked. “Do I get to go first?” She asked excitedly. Even before Beatrice or Florentino could explain, she moved and Jenni fell backward. Talli went to the cage door and looked down expectantly. Then she spotted Beatrice and the cup.

“Oh,” Talli said in disappointment as Jenni moved into Talli’s vacated position, licking at Kie’s pussy. “Damn.”

Beatrice gulped and held up the cup. “Gwendolyn says you have to drink this.”

Talli sighed and reached out through the bars. “It's disgusting you know,” she said sourly, taking hold of the glass. She took a sip and grimaced. “All of it?” She asked.

Beatrice nodded. “If you don’t, I’m supposed to tell Gwendolyn.”

Suddenly Talli stopped drinking and her eyes narrowed, all while a snarky smile crossed her face. “So… if I don’t drink it, do you think I’ll get punished?”

“Um…” Beatrice said, eyes widening, not sure how to respond.

Suddenly Florentino stepped close. “Yes,” he said simply. “You will be tied to the end of the cart, legs spread, nipples and clit clamped and weighted, with a scrying stone buried inside you.”

Talli grinned and let out a laugh. “That’s not a punishment, silly!” She told the giant.

“And then you will be left that way for the entire day, without any way to orgasm,” Florentino finished.

Beatrice’s mouth dropped but Talli quickly lifted the glass and began chugging it. A moment later she let out a burp, blushed prettily, and held out the empty glass. Beatrice took it in astonishment.

“Still tastes bad,” Talli said with a grimace.

Beatrice stood there for a moment. “So the real punishment is not getting punished?”

Talli shook her head. “No. It’s being denied an orgasm. For an entire day. Do you know what that would do to my sanity?” She asked in a worried tone. Then Talli’s eyes flitted up over Beatrice's shoulder, focusing on a patch of forest behind the mayor’s daughter.

“Well hello,” she said politely. “Are you going to talk to me now?”

“Excuse me?” Beatrice asked curiously. Talli’s eyes were focused above her shoulder so Beatrice turned to look. The woods were quiet and she didn’t see anything.

Talli’s eyes went slightly unfocused. “Wait. What?”

“Talli?” Beatrice asked. “Who are you talking too?”

“Oh! That’s… that’s gruesome,” Talli said a little breathlessly. She was even a little green and sort of shielded her eyes. “Yes. I get it.” Then Talli gasped. “What? Now? Here?”

“Talli?” Beatrice asked again. Talli glanced at her, then looked over at the giant.

“Um… Florentino?” Talli said a bit shakily.

“Yes Talli?”

“There is a ghost behind Beatrice and he’s sending me some bad images. He was a guard or something and he’s missing his entire bottom half. Like I can see his spine.” She made a gruesome face. “And he doesn’t seem to have any legs anymore. He’s very concerned about something that looks like some sort of lizard creature the size of the cart.” Talli’s voice got a little high-pitched. “He is really animated, Florentino. He keeps pointing at the woods.”

Florentino turned and looked into the darkness. “I’m not sensing anything,” he said honestly. “But I’ll let Bob know.” The rock giant unlimbered his huge club and began walking toward the front of the cart and the campfire.

Beatrice suddenly felt frightened. “A lizard creature?”

Talli nodded and backed away from the bars. “The ghost just turned. He’s looking into the woods.” Talli gulped. “Lady Beatrice? I think you need to get to the other side of the cart. Or even in the cart!”

“What?” Beatrice gasped, whirling to look into the darkness.

“Get to the other side of the cart!” Talli yelled. “Now!”

But it was too late. A huge, pink, gnarled tongue shot out of the darkness, snagged Beatrice around the waist, and hauled her into the woods. 


Chapter Eight: What’s With the Lollipop?

Beatrice screamed, only to find herself suddenly enveloped in hot, wet darkness. She flailed against whatever was holding her and she realized her skin was starting to sting, as if she’d been dipped into some sort of weak acid. The chamber she was in suddenly compressed around her, tightening, and she scrambled as she felt her feet being drawn downward, through a hole she had not realized was there. Then that sensation stopped and she felt herself bounced, as if her entire world was jumping from one location to another.

She heard shouted words and then she fell over onto her face, no longer upright, but mashed against the side of the encapsulating chamber. She realized suddenly that there wasn’t enough air and Beatrice gasped. Then a sliver of light cut through the darkness and she saw Florentino standing there, forcing the gaping maw of the lizard monster open. Beatrice let out a sob and scrambled, but was unable to get a grip on anything. Then Bob, a mage light flickering above his head, stuck his head in the opening, holding out his hand.

“Beatrice! Take my hand!” He said urgently.

She reached up, but her fingers were slick with the monster’s saliva and Bob muttered a quiet oath. He reached up to help brace the monster’s mouth, but Florentino shook his head.

“Robert, I don’t think you can hold it open,” the rock giant said, straining. Bob snarled something and stalked off.

“Don’t leave me!” Beatrice yelled. She began flailing again, even as the burning sensation against her skin increased.

The rock giant looked down. “Lady Beatrice, Robert is not leaving. He is getting tools to help.”

Beatrice began trying to scrape the saliva off her arms. “It hurts! It stings!”

Florentino nodded. “I know. It isn’t doing much damage, though it is painful. We’ll get it off you as soon as we get you out.”

Bob suddenly reappeared. He tossed the end of a rope down into the monster’s throat. “Wrap that around your waist. Do you know how to tie a bowline?”

“A what?” Demanded Beatrice, her eyes watering so bad she could barely see the line. She grabbed it and began trying to haul herself out. Bob let out a frustrated grunt and leaned in, almost all the way. Florentino had to grab his foot. He threw a loop over Beatrice’s head and cursed, batting at his arms.

“Now Florentino!” Bob spat as he pulled. A moment later the girl fell out of the lizard's mouth into a wet, quivering, steaming heap on the forest floor. Sobbing, she began struggling out of her clothing, trying to get as much of the stinging slime off her body. Bob hurried away as Florentino let the dead lizard’s mouth snap shut. The rock giant bent down over Beatrice’s now half-naked body and scooped her up. For a second, she fought him, smearing his chest and arms with the slime.

“Lady Beatrice,” Florentino said politely as she pounded a fist against his shoulder. “I am taking you back to the cart. You need to bathe as soon as possible. While the acid is not causing damage quickly, long term exposure for a human could be harmful.”

Beatrice, the burning pain too much, couldn’t stop squirming. She wailed, still struggling in Florentino’s grip, until he emerged back out onto the trail, only twenty or thirty yards from the cart. There was already a flurry of activity and the rock giant carried her right up to the encampment.

“Bob!” Gwendolyn said furiously. “I need it now!”

The mage was rooting around in his pack. “I’m trying! Do you know how hard it is to find that much soda ash?” He demanded. Gwendolyn pointed at Florentino.

“Put her down right here,” she ordered.

Florentino deposited Beatrice on the ground by the cart and the girl continued to tear at her clothes. Even more skin was revealed and Bob hurried over, handing a small sack to Gwendolyn.

“I need twice this,” she said.

Bob gritted his teeth. “I was lucky to find that!”

Gwendolyn opened the bag and began sprinkling the white powder inside it all over Beatrice. She jerked, but then gasped in relief as the bicarbonate began neutralizing the acid covering her skin.

“Robert, if you have access to any powdered nacholite crystal, that will also work,” advised Florentino. Bob looked up at the giant incredulously.

“Where the hell would I get that?” He inquired. Then he shook his head. “What the hell is that?”

Florentino smiled patiently. “It’s bicarbonate soda. Baking soda?”

Bob blinked. “Oh. Kitchens.” He went back to his bag. A moment later he pulled another large bag out of his pack and handed it to Gwendolyn.

Beatrice looked up as more powder was dumped on her and she finished tearing off the remnants of her clothing, opening herself to let the powder get into every crevice. Bob turned away, but Florentino looked on with a very interested look.

“Stop looking at me that way!” Beatrice declared a moment later, glaring up at the giant.

Florentino smiled. “I am just quite impressed with your physical shape. You are quite comely.”

“Pervert,” Beatrice said, her skin clearly no longer burning. She glanced up at Gwendolyn. “Get me a blanket,” she ordered. Gwen’s eyebrow went up, but she went over to the cart and pulled a quilt from one of the storage compartments and tossed it down onto Beatrice. The girl pulled it around herself. Then she realized that Gwendolyn’s cross look was for her and she looked around guiltily. “I’m… I’m sorry,” she stammered toward Gwendolyn.

The druid frowned and walked away, leaving Beatrice alone with Florentino. She looked up at the giant and cringed. “I’m sorry, Florentino,” Beatrice finally said. “I’m just… upset.”

Florentino seemed to take it in stride. “I totally understand,” he said cheerfully. “Being covered in acid is never something to be taken lightly.”

Beatrice nodded and stood up, then saw that remnants of the same fluid were clinging to Florentino’s arms and chest. “Oh! Do you need some powder too?” She exclaimed.

Florentino laughed. “My skin is not as susceptible to the acid as yours. It is nothing more than a light tickle to me. I am fine. You, however, are white as one of Talli’s ghosts.”

She blinked and looked down. “I must look like a mess.” She ran a hand over her bare belly. “What is this stuff?”

“Soda ash and baking soda,” Florentino explained. “It neutralized the acid in the lizard’s saliva.” He smiled. “It is good that you weren’t swallowed,” he added. “The corrosive fluid in the stomach would have been much stronger.”

“Um, yeah.” She wiped a hand at her hair. “Is there any way for me to get cleaned up?” She asked wistfully.

Florentino nodded and walked over to the cart. He rummaged around for a moment and then came out with a water skin. He brought it to Beatrice and then opened the pouch at his side. He pulled out a folded square of cloth and handed it to her.

“My handkerchief is clean,” he told her. He stood there, clearly watching her and Beatrice began wetting the cloth and washing her face. After a moment she blinked. “I guess a bath is out of the question,” she muttered.

Florentino’s face brightened. “There is a stream not far from here. I would be happy to escort you.”

Beatrice looked up at him. “And watch me bathe?” She said with a touch of anger.

Florentino gave her a steady look. “If you would allow it, that would very much please me. You are quite an attractive woman. Even better, I would be more than happy to wash you.”

Beatrice blinked. “You want… you want to get in the water with me?”

The rock giant nodded. “I can assure you, the experience would be most satisfying, for both of us.”

Beatrice glanced down at the rock giant’s crotch, noticing the huge bulge. She gripped the blanket a little tighter around herself. She stood up, taking the kerchief and waterskin with her. “Um, no thank you,” she said, trying to be polite. Then she turned and hurried toward the back of the wagon. Gwendolyn and Bob were nowhere to be seen, but the swordsman was standing next to a tree, keeping an eye on things.

“Lady Beatrice! Are you okay?” Talli blurted out the second Beatrice crossed in front of the bars. “Good gods! What happened to you! For a second I thought you were a ghost!”

Beatrice turned. “I’m… I’m not sure. It’s just baking soda. The thing that grabbed me made my skin sting.”

Kie sidled up to the bars and looked down at Beatrice as well. “Wow. You’re covered with it. And your face is a mess.”

Beatrice grimaced. “Is it really bad?”

Talli bit her bottom lip. “Well, it could be worse.” She paused. “Why don’t you come up into the cage and let me and Kie and Jenni clean you? We’ll be gentle. I promise.”

Kie’s mouth curled up into a hungry grin. “Oh absolutely,” she said darkly.

For a second, Beatrice almost succumbed to the invitation. But then she realized that the second she was in the cage Talli and her friends would have her spread open and the girls wouldn’t just be wiping the powder from her body. They would be licking and touching and teasing until Beatrice was going crazy with desire. Beatrice took a step back, shaking her head.

“Um… no. No thank you,” she gulped.

Just then a rustling of leaves made Beatrice whirl, terror flooding through her. She glanced at Morlok, who stood unmoving and unconcerned, then saw Gwendolyn and Bob emerge from the woods.

“I don’t care,” Bob told Gwendolyn angrily. “I don’t like it. Fucking chameleon monsters.” He looked up at Beatrice. “Are you okay?”

She nodded and Gwendolyn gave the girl a crackling grin. “When I said you needed to go out and experience the world, that wasn’t quite what I meant,” she said. “Still, not many can say they’ve discovered a new critter and live to tell about it.”

“A new… new… critter?”

Bob nodded. “Damn thing is some sort of chameleon monster. Not only could it manipulate its skin to match the surroundings, it can mask its life aura. That’s why no one sensed it.”

Beatrice blinked. “Then… how did Florentino and you find me?”

Bob chuckled ruefully. “You were screaming.”

“Oh,” Beatrice said.

Gwendolyn gave her a more direct look. “You’re a mess.”

Beatrice nodded. “Florentino offered to take me to a stream and bathe me, which seemed completely inappropriate, and then Talli and Kie wanted me to get in the cart with them.”

Bob snorted. “Equally dangerous,” he smirked. “Which option are you going to choose?” He asked wickedly.

“Neither,” declared Gwen. “Bob, Morlok, please give us ladies some privacy for a moment.”

Bob rolled his eyes. “Come on Morlok.” He walked off and the swordsman followed. As soon as they had moved to the front of the cart, Gwendolyn curled a finger, gesturing for Beatrice to come closer.

“Give me the blanket and stand still.”

Beatrice hesitated, especially since Talli and Kai were still pressed up to the bars, watching. Kie had even slipped a hand between Talli’s legs and was busily stroking the older girl, whose hips were already pumping. Beatrice gulped, but followed orders, handing the blanket to Gwen. The old woman lifted a hand, gesturing toward the naked but powder-covered girl and spoke three quiet words.

And it rained.

Just on Beatrice.

It was a brief storm, but it was heavy, and Beatrice gasped as she was almost flattened by the torrent. But as the water streamed down her body, she quickly began rinsing her hair, then stripping the rest of the now sludgy film from her body. Eventually she felt she’d gotten most of it off. Then she felt hands on her back, sluicing the parts of her she couldn’t touch. Beatrice jerked, but realized that Gwendolyn must be helping and sighed, eyes closed.

Until a very naked body pressed up against her backside, shimmying. The soft touch of someone’s breasts, the metal tips cool against Beatrice’s skin, moved in circles. Beatrice gasped in alarm, even as the other person’s hands slid around her grabbing hold of her breasts, her thumbs teasing the tips of Beatrice’s bosom. Beatrice jerked, gasping, and with a cry, pulled away, stepping out of the rainshower.

Talli, still in the flow, smiled and beckoned her back in.

Gwendolyn shook her head and made another gesture. The storm stopped and she stood there looking at both naked girls. “Really, Talli?” Gwen demanded. “I said help her get the sludge off her back. Not fondle her.”

Talli swung her dripping wet hair back from her face. “It’s the same thing,” she declared knowingly.

“Only to you,” Gwen replied saucily. “Now get back in the cage before I turn you over my knee and paddle you.”

Talli grinned. “Oh, you can paddle me anyway if you’d like, Gwendolyn!” She turned around, bent over at the waist, and grabbed her ankles. Even in the dim light Beatrice could see the girl’s shaved and glistening wet slit. Suddenly Beatrice felt a surge of arousal, a tightening she couldn’t quite explain, and she wondered what it would have been like to follow Talli into the cage.

Gwen spluttered a moment, but then Florentino lumbered around the opposite side of the cart and with a quick sweep, grabbed hold of Talli. She squealed as he lifted her upside down, her legs swinging wide, as he brought her slit right up to his face. Before Beatrice could do more than gape, the rock giant’s tongue was in Talli’s pussy, swirling around as the girl cried out in ecstasy. Florentino then carried her off, back around the cart, where only the sound of Talli’s soft cries were evident.

Gwendolyn shook her head. “Incorrigible.” She looked at Beatrice. “My apologies. I had to have someone clean your back. You missed a ton of the bicarbonate soda.”

“I’m okay,” Beatrice said with a little more steel. “She’s just…”

Gwendolyn laughed. “Yes she is,” Gwen said. “And she is just as talented at making a woman cum as she is a man.”

Beatrice blinked. “Wait. Have you…”

“Enjoyed Talli?” Gwendolyn asked. “Occasionally. I find it exhausting though. I’m too old for that sort of thing on a regular basis. But there have been a few times I’ve taken her to my bedroll.”

Beatrice wrapped her arms around herself, suddenly realizing she was naked again. “Do you have any spare clothing?”

Gwen nodded. “Give me a moment. Stay right here.” She walked back to the front of the cart, then returned with a dress, trousers, a set of leather boots, and a cloak. “Here,” the old woman said, tossing the outfit to Beatrice. ‘I told Bob you needed to look like a slaver, instead of one of the slave girls.”

“Oh, oh my!” Beatrice said with excitement, pulling the dress over her head.

From the cage, Kie looked down with a grimace. “Lady Beatrice? I like you better naked,” she said with a frown.

Beatrice looked up, her cheeks going red. “Maybe… maybe some other time?”

Kie’s eyebrow went up, then the girl grinned. “I’m going to get sold to the Dark Elves,” Kie said. “Better make it soon.” Then Kie went back to where Jenni and Peaches were cuddled together, disappearing into the mass of arms and legs and dipping tongues and fingers.

As soon as Beatrice was completely dressed, she accompanied Gwendolyn back to the front of the wagon, near the fire. Bob, Florentino, and Talli were all sitting round it. Beatrice expected Talli to be cuddled with the giant, but was surprised to see her sitting next to Bob, his arm around her shoulder, the girl nuzzled against him. Talli looked sated, but Beatrice wondered how long that would last.

Gwendolyn and Beatrice sat down and Bob looked over at the druid. “Morlok is doing a sweep and I’ve set up a warning line if something bigger than a wolf comes within fifty meters.”

Gwen shrugged. “I’ve got a bead on the chameleon thing. If another one comes close, I’ll sense it. I know what to look for now.”

“Good.” He poked the fire with a stick, leaning back against his pack. Talli smiled softly, looking over at Beatrice. Talli’s nudity disturbed the mayor’s daughter, especially when the girl spread her legs and began casually fondling herself. After a moment, Talli grabbed Bob’s hand and slid it down between her thighs and Beatrice blushed crimson as Bob caressed Talli’s clit in slow, sensuous circles, making the piercing jiggle and glimmer in the firelight.

“What happens when we get to the Dark Elves?” Beatrice asked quietly.

Talli’s eyes flickered over to Beatrice and she smiled. Bob, who had been lost in thought, looked up.

“Oh. Well, we will get inspected, to make sure we aren’t bringing in anything dangerous, especially magical items. Then the girls get tested and graded.

“Graded?” Talli asked curiously, all while trying not to moan.

Bob flicked her clit once, causing Talli to mewl and jerk, before sliding his thick middle finger back into her. “Graded. Not completely sure what happens since I’ve never been allowed to see it, but from the screams, I’m pretty sure each slave girl is subjected to extreme restraint,  intense sexual stimulation bordering on torment, multiple orgasms, and physically overwhelming urges, all wrapped into about four hours. It will probably be one of the most intense sexual sessions they’ll ever have.”

Talli groaned. “I hope they give me a thorough whipping,” she said.

Bob chuckled. “I’m sure they will, dearheart. They will flog your breasts and bottom, clamp your nipples and clit, all while seeing how good you suck cock. They tease and paddle your clit over and over, then fuck your brains out to see how many times you can be forced to cum. They’ll make you beg for it.”

Talli groaned. “Oh gods… that sounds amazing!” She grabbed Bob’s wrist and began thrusting his hand a little more forcibly into her pussy.

“Talli,” Bob chided. “Don’t make me bind you.”

She whimpered and then moved, twisting until she was on her knees. “Do it. Bind me, master. I deserve to be punished!” She slid across his lap, her bottom right under his chin. “Spank me? Hard?” She wiggled her bare little ass teasingly.

Bob looked over at Florentino. “I thought you made her pop before bringing her over.”

Florentino grinned. “I did.”

Bob put a hand on Talli’s bare bottom and Beatrice gasped as Bob began giving Talli a spanking. None of the blows were heavy handed, but from the girl’s gasps, it became clear that each stroke stung. Beatrice gulped, watching in astonishment, only to realize that she had become aroused. Beatrice imagined pulling Talli across her lap, her hands kneading and slapping at Talli’s bottom. Florentino watched with definite interest, while Gwendolyn ignored the entire spectacle.

Finally Bob seemed satisfied with the pink flush on Talli’s behind and pulled his pack around. He rooted around in it and then pulled out a set of arm binders. Talli lifted herself up off his lap and turned her back to him, moving her wrists to just above her bare bottom. It gave Beatrice the perfect view of Talli’s dripping slit and the girl stared across the fire at Beatrice, her mouth curled up at the corners. Bob set the binders in place, then tightened the links connecting her elbows. It forced her shoulders back and Beatrice was shocked at how the position seemed to enhance Talli’s bosom. Talli turned back around, facing Bob, still kneeling, and waited as Bob reached into his pack again. Beatrice leaned forward, watching with fascination as a pair of steel clamps were attached to Talli’s nipples, causing the girl to wince and hiss, then groan.

Finished with the clamps, Bob stood up. “If you will please excuse us, I’m going to satisfy Talli’s urges.”

Gwendolyn snorted. “For about fifteen minutes. If that,” she muttered. Bob grinned, grabbed his pack, and led Talli off behind the cart. A moment later Beatrice heard Talli’s obvious cry of satisfaction at being filled, followed by the unmistakable sounds of sex.

“Is she always like that?” Beatrice asked quietly.

Florentino grinned. “Indeed. Talli has always had a voracious appetite.” He sighed happily. “I am always happy to meet her needs.”

Gwen gave the giant a sour look. “You’re happy to meet any woman’s needs.”

Florentino shrugged. “I admit I enjoy being of service.”

Beatrice licked her lips and stood up. “If you don’t mind, I’m going to get my bedroll and try to get some sleep.”

Gwendolyn nodded. “Good night, Beatrice.”

Beatrice stood and walked away from the fire. She grabbed her blankets from where it was stored on the cart, but then, instead of rolling it out and lying down, she bit her lip and moved around quietly toward the back of the cart. A moment later she crouched down, looking through one of the spoked wheels, watching as Talli ground herself up and down on Bob’s groin, straddling the man passionately. Bob’s hands were up on Talli’s breasts, twisting and wiggling the clamps, making Talli gasp and whimper with pain.

And delight.

Beatrice couldn’t help it. She slipped her own hand downward, lifting the hem of the tunic like dress, then pushing her fingers down through the waistband of her trousers. A moment later she felt the soft wetness of her own pussy. It was so hot! Beatrice swallowed, struggling to control her breathing as she watched Talli’s torment. Then Bob let out a groan and Talli closed her eyes, thrusting even harder.

Beatrice slipped a finger deep into her own pussy, her other hand coming up, a knuckle between her teeth.

“You came too soon,” Talli said hungrily.

Bob nodded. “I know. I’m sorry. I miss you,” he said with a satisfied groan. The man opened his eyes and looked up at Talli. “Let me take those clamps off,” he said.

She shook her head. “No. Leave them on me. I like the way they hurt.”

“Talli,” Bob said with chagrin. “I’m not going to be able to get it up again tonight.”

Talli grinned, slid herself downward, and then bent over, until the clamps on her tits almost touched the bedroll under Bob. She kissed his flaccid cock, then licked at it. Bob sat up and freed Talli’s arms. She grinned up at him, then using her hands, went back to work on his shaft.

Beatrice clamped a hand over her own mouth as the orgasm rushed through her, the sensation so strong and powerful it shook her whole body. Talli continued to lick her lover’s cock and by the time Beatrice had calmed down and pulled her hand out of her pants, Bob was getting stiff.

Again.

Beatrice snuck away as Talli and Bob started another round and the mayor’s daughter unrolled her bedroll and climbed in, feeling bewildered, lost, dismayed, and very, very good.

The next morning they got started just an hour after dawn. Once more Beatrice sat down next to Gwendolyn as the four girls in the back of the cart began another orgy. Morlok ghosted off and on the trail, while Bob took the lead and Florentino walked behind the cart, his huge club at his side. The conversation between Gwendolyn and Beatrice was subdued, mostly revolving around Gwendolyn’s various travels. It was just after lunch when Morlok appeared suddenly, made a gesture to Bob, and then disappeared once more.

Bob reigned in and looked back at the cart. Beatrice felt Gwendolyn tense and wondered what was happening, only to see two horses coming around a bend in the trail. Both were beautifully liveried and bearing a set of tall, elegant, white haired elves dressed in a mottled mix of dark blues and slate gray clothing.

Beatrice knew enough to know that these two were actually Dark Elves. In addition to the characteristic blue-tinged skin and snow colored locks, they both had pointed ears and long, elegant limbs, marking them as elven kind. One wore a sword, while the other had a staff in a leather holster attached to his saddle. They rode up toward Bob as if they owned the road, hawkish and arrogant looks on their faces.

“Greetings my lords,” Bob said with a bright, but slightly leery grin. “It is always good to see our hosts patrolling these paths. My team is heading toward the Duchy to sell our wares.”

The Dark elf with the staff lifted one eyebrow, looking down his nose at Bob. His height made him tower over the smaller human. “Of course you are, slaver. We wish to inspect your wares.”

Bob’s widening eyes showed his surprise, but he covered it well. “That’s… unusual, my Lords, but of course we will comply. Might I know your names and titles, so I may address you correctly?” Bob pleaded, again with a simpering, submissive voice. The taller elf glanced at his companion, then sneered at Bob. “I don’t have to identify myself to a human. Now you will show me your slaves.”

Bob’s eyes flickered for just a second. Then he glanced at Gwendolyn, who nodded. “Please come this way,” he said obsequiously. He rode back along the side of the cart. The two Dark Elves followed, one giving Beatrice a mildly interested look. She blushed and looked away. But as soon as they passed, she twisted in her seat and glanced behind to see Florentino standing next to Bob, looking grumpy.

“A rock giant?” The first Dark Elf said contemptuously to Bob.

Bob smiled. “He is an effective deterrent toward thievery.”

The Dark Elf with the sword sneered. “As if a rock giant could deter an elf.”

Bob blinked and one eyebrow went up. “That is not his purpose. Of course he would not deter a Dark Elf. But then, Dark Elves stealing my wares wasn’t something I’ve ever worried about before.” The way he said it made it clear that he was worried about it now.

The two dark elves looked at each other, then the one with the sword pointed at Florentino. “Back away giant, or you will regret it.”

Florentino grumbled, but then with uncharacteristically slow movement, lumbered away. “Me move,” the rock giant repeated dumbly.

The elf sneered. “Idiot giants.” He then turned toward Bob and pointed rudely. “Get them out and line them up. Hands behind their head, legs spread wide.

“As you wish, my lord,” Bob replied obediently, which Beatrice also thought as odd behavior compared to what she knew of the man. Bob dismounted, and climbed up the back of the cart. He opened the cage door and pulled a short leather flogger from his belt. “Alright ladies. Come out. Climb down. Stand in a line, hands behind your necks, legs spread wide.”

Talli came first, eyeing the Dark Elves with an excited grin. She paused, sat down on the back edge, and then jumped lightly, landing on her toes. With a sparkle in her eye, she moved forward to stand in front of the two dark elves, placing her feet so wide apart that one of the Dark Elves actually looked surprised at her eagerness. She locked her fingers together behind her head and stood there expectantly, as if she were expecting to be whipped, thrown down, and fucked vigorously. A moment later the dark haired Kie, sunny Jenni, and even the quiet Peaches were standing next to Talli, all of them seemingly aroused and ready.

“Why are they already pierced?” Demanded one of the Dark Elves. “That is our prerogative.”

Bob blinked. “They were fitted with the piercings at auction. I’m told that the jewelry is all enchanted properly, and the girls certainly seem to be responding to it. Look,” he said, walking over to Talli. He slipped his hand between her legs, ran a single finger through her slit, and brought it up. It glistened with moisture. “She’s soaked.”

The Dark Elves with the sword looked irritated and Bob stuck his finger in Talli’s mouth. She sucked it clean immediately, eyes half closed.

“Arrogant human,” declared the dark elf with the staff. He climbed down from his horse, pulling his staff from the saddle’s leather holster. He walked toward Talli and her eyes widened. She arched her back slightly, thrusting her breasts outward, as if offering herself up to the dark elf. The elf reached a hand out and for a second, Beatrice thought he was going to grab hold of Talli’s breast. Instead he held his hand over her nipple, just an inch away. Then the elf’s eyes narrowed and he sneered.

“Not as good as Dark Elves enchantments, though I suppose it serves its purpose. But  these cannot be removed. They must be recharged.” The dark elf mage looked at Bob. “You were fooled. They are substandard.”

Bob blinked, then a frustrated grimace crossed his face. “Are the other ones okay?”

The Dark Elf mage checked each of Talli’s piercings. “An earring of Masochism, an earring of Sensuality, the jewelry on her nipples and clit will only increase her sensitivity to stimulation. At least they’re fully charged.” He dropped his hand and shook his head. “Human magic is so inadequate.”

Bob gave the dark elf a nod. “I totally agree,” he replied in a fawning tone. Then the Dark Elf that had checked Talli reached out and began groping her, squeezing her breasts. To Beatrice it reminded her of the way her father’s stablemaster checked an animal about to be purchased. Talli grinned as she was fondled and she looked up at the elf with a hint of mischievousness.

“You can do more than that to me,” she said eagerly. “My Lord.”

The elf’s hand moved so quickly no one moved. It slapped her tit hard and Talli gasped, eyes widening as pain flickered across her face. Within seconds a bright pink spot had appeared on her left breast.

“Slaves do not speak unless spoken too,” he hissed. He looked over at Bob. “Are all your slaves as ill-behaved as this one?”

Bob hesitated, then shrugged. “I will be sure to punish her.”

The elf shook his head, smirking. “No, I will do it,” he said. Without another word, he grabbed hold of Talli’s nipple, yanking her forward out of the line. Talli cried out, but didn’t take her hands from the back of her neck. She stumbled forward and then was pushed downward, to her knees. The other elf, the one with the sword, got down off his horse, looking at Bob and Florentino as if he hoped they would object.

“Speak to me again without permission and the pain I will inflict upon you will be unimaginable.”

Talli looked up from where she was kneeling, then she looked down, nodding. Beatrice could feel everyone tensing as the elf mage handed his staff to his companion, took a thin cord from his pouch, and looked back at Talli.

“Your wrists,” he ordered. Talli moved her hands from the back of her neck and held them out to the mage. The mage tied the cord to the rings embedded in the cuffs, first binding her wrists together, then looking upward. A convenient tree branch above the track was the target and he tossed the rope upward, slinging the coiled end over the limb. A second later the other dark elf was pulling on the line, hauling Talli to her feet. Beatrice watched as the naked girl danced, then gasped as she was pulled taut. Talli twisted, her toes barely touching the ground, as her chest heaved with excitement. Then the elven mage drew out a multi-headed whip.

Beatrice stiffened, expecting Bob or Florentino to do something, but neither moved as the elf swung the flogger sharply across Talli’s front. The leather strands bit perfectly into her bosom and Talli cried out, twisting as the burning sting seared its way across her skin. Another blow landed, this one aimed at Talli’s flank as she turned, and Beatrice winced. She’d seen slaves being beaten before, but this was different. Talli hadn’t really done anything. The dangling girl twisted again, letting out a pitiful wail, only to give Talli’s tormentor another great opportunity to target her breasts.

After almost a dozen blows, Beatrice suddenly frowned. Talli’s shrieks hadn’t changed a bit and the twisting movements she made now appeared almost formulaic. It wasn’t until Beatrice caught sight of the wet streaks on Talli’s thighs that she realized that Talli was calculating each blow and turning herself into the strokes. Even more concerning to Beatrice was the way Talli was leaning into the beating, trying to make sure that the tip of the whip, which usually stung the most, landed in what Beatrice would have thought were the worst possible spot. Talli’s nipples were frequent targets, and even a few of the strokes had cut across her soaked slit.

By the time the elf stopped, Talli’s torso was bright pink and she was panting heavily. Her knees buckled and she groaned, hips thrusting desperately. As the mage stepped back, the man with the sword produced another rope and quickly bent down by Talli’s right foot. He slid the line through the metal ring on her ankle cuff, then tossed the end up over the same branch. Beatrice gasped as Talli’s leg was hauled upward and she ended up standing on tiptoe, with just one foot, her exposed and dripping slit in full view. Beatrice glanced at Bob, who stood nearby watching with an almost bored expression on his face.

The elf stepped back toward Talli and began whipping her again, this time aiming just for her sex. Talli yelped, then wailed as the leather straps bit and cut into her slit, droplets of her arousal flying everywhere. The other girls watched in a mixture of shock and jealousy and when Talli screamed, Beatrice thought that Talli might have finally been actually hurt, until an arc of orgasmic fluids squirted from Talli’s pussy, almost splattering her tormentor. The Dark Elf jumped back in surprise as Talli quivered and danced in place, eyes closed as the orgasm rocked through her. Everyone stood and stared, watching as the spasms fluttered across her bound frame. Then, panting, she opened her eyes, a desperate look in them.

“Don’t stop, my lord! Please? More?” She begged hungrily.

The elf mage hesitated, glancing at his companion, who looked intrigued. Then the mage drew himself up and put away the whip. He looked over at Bob. “This slave is too old to be sold at auction,” he declared, gesturing at Talli.

Bob’s demeanor shifted slightly. “With all due respect, my Lord,” Bob said, his tone changing to something with a bit more steel. “She is my prize. I intend on showing her to the Duchess herself.”

The elf mage snorted as the swordsman stepped up to Talli and without a word pushed two fingers into her pussy. Talli stiffened, eyes closing as she was fingered.

“As if the Duchess has time for the likes of you,” the elf mage snorted. “The rest of your girls are of the right age. And you can always strip the girl at the front of the cart. She looks like good slave material.”

Bob frowned. “My lord, I protest! You are taking away my best!”

Suddenly, a blue ball of flame appeared in the mage’s hand. It crackled fiercely and Bob straightened, eyes widening. “Are you arguing with me, slaver?”

Bob twitched, then bowed his head. “No, my lord.”

Balok let the magic die and smiled wickedly. “Load your girls. Except for this dark haired one. She will remain with us.”

Talli suddenly cried out again and a second orgasm rocked her. The elf with the sword grinned, his hand slapping wetly at her cunt. The mage glared at him and he pulled his hands away, wiping the excess girl goo on Talli’s side. He started untying the rope and her leg came down as she slumped from the other line holding her upright.

“Don’t worry, you little slut. We’ll be whipping you again, right after we fuck every single one of your holes,” the elf said with a grin.

Beatrice saw Bob push Kie, Jenni, and Peaches back to the cart, his eyes downward. They climbed the short steps and filed quietly back into the cage.

Florentino glanced at Bob and Beatrice saw the tiny shake of the man’s head. Then Talli collapsed to the ground, the rope loosened from the tree above. As the two Dark Elves stood over her, Bob muttered something incomprehensible and then made a tiny gesture.

Which is when the lightning struck.

The crack of thunder was so loud that Beatrice screamed, clapping her hands to her head. The sharp scent of ozone and burning flesh swirled around her and she fell off the side of the wagon, landing in a heap near the front right wheel. She looked up to see Bob turning, his face a mask of fury, hand extended. The Dark Elf with the sword was laying on the ground next to a very surprised Talli, smoke rising from his freshly electrocuted body, while the elvish mage stood there in utter shock, his white hair sticking straight up from his head.

“Well fuck,” Bob spat angrily. “That lightning was meant to fry you too.” Then Bob curled his hand, created a sphere of magical energy, and flung it at the mage.

The elf mage ducked at the same time he lifted one arm. A shimmering shield of power deflected Bob’s spell and the sphere impacted into the trees above. There was a flash of light, a roar, and then the tree branch Talli had been tied to fell right on top of her. Florentino, without a thought, ran under the falling wood, scooped up Talli, and shielded her as the limbs crashed down around him. The elf wizard danced away, the horses shying and running. Gwendolyn shouted, trying to calm her own steeds connected to the cart and the wagon jerked forward. Bob, snarling, rounded the fallen tree limbs and raised a hand, deflecting the elf mage’s own energy burst. Bob sent it winging off into the woods to his right.

“You’ll have to do better than that, you Dark Elf bastard,” Bob shouted, sending another onslaught of energy at the mage. This time it was a row of sparkling stars that sizzled as they impacted against the elf’s shield.

“You human scum!” The elf shrieked. “How dare you attack me?” He fired off another bolt of power that completely missed Bob. Bob countered with another attack, but this time switching to fire. A roar of flame surrounded the mage and he emerged from the column of fire frantically beating at his robes, the ends of which were aflame.

Bob grinned manically. “Got you now, jackass. Steal my girl? See what happens!” He raised his hands, another blue ball of fire forming between his fingers. It grew, pulsing sickly in Bob’s hand. Then Beatrice saw a dark shadow emerge from the woods, holding a thin sword. The figure stepped behind the distracted mage, and with one cool thrust, shoved the tip of his blade into the elf mage’s back.

“DAMN IT!” Bob shouted with fury. “He was MINE, Morlok!” The ball of energy Bob was holding faded.

The Dark Elf gasped, looked down at the twelve inches of steel that had emerged from his chest, and then crumpled. Morlok let him fall and then stabbed the dark elf again, just to make sure. Bob stomped up, furious.

“What the hell?” Demanded Bob. “Why did you kill him? I was going to do that!”

Morlok blinked. “You are a necessity.. Your life was at risk. I had an opportunity.”

Bob gave the swordsman an incredulous look. “I was WINNING!”

Morlok shrugged. “I want a lollipop.”

Bob’s eyes widened and he glared at the swordsman. “If you think I’m giving you a lollipop, after what you JUST DID…” he whirled, spluttering, stomping away from the freshly killed dark elf. Bob walked past the fallen tree branch as Florentino came back around to the end of the cart, cradling a smiling Talli in his arms. Bob looked at the girl and she grinned.

“Couldn’t you have killed them after they fucked me silly?” She asked ruefully, brushing leaves out of her hair. “They were going to do every hole!”

“Are you okay?” Bob asked with concern, reaching out, running his hands over her head and then shoulders, as if physically checking.

Talli shrugged. “I won’t be if I don’t get cock soon.”

Bob sighed and looked at Florentino. “Thank you,” he said with sincerity. “I appreciate you saving her.”

Florentino shrugged. “It was the least I could do. We are a team.” Florentino lifted Talli and put her on the back of the cart. She wiggled a bit and then opened the cage door, going in where Kie, Jenni, and Peaches immediately hugged her. They moved to the back corner, whispering fervently. Bob looked back at the fallen Dark Elves. Morlok was busily searching the corpses, pocketing a few trinkets. Then the swordsman dragged the two off into the bushes. The horses the two had been riding were long gone. Bob bent down and picked up the dropped staff. With a sigh he walked down the side of the wagon and saw Beatrice on the ground. He bent down and offered her his hand.

“You’re a mage,” Beatrice said, still awed by what she had just witnessed. She let Bob pull her up.

Bob grunted. “I’m a slaver,” he said to the mayor’s daughter. “Who just happens to know a little bit of magic. But I will protect my own.” Then he stomped off, heading down the trail to recover his own horse. Gwendolyn looked over from the driver’s seat of the cart.

“Get up here,” Gwen said. “We need to move as quickly as we can.”

Beatrice gulped and nodded, climbing up into the wagon. A moment later they were rolling down the trail, leaving only a scorched and burned bit of earth behind them. It was only then that Beatrice turned to the druid and asked the first question that popped into her brain.

“What’s with the lollipop?”


Chapter Nine: Vigorously Over-Stimulated

Talli shuddered in ecstasy as waves of acute pleasure rolled through her. She’d lost count of how many orgasms she’d had that day, but from the way the languid tiredness spread after her low throated cry turned soft, she knew that her energy levels were at their lowest. She smiled stupidly, the glow of sexual euphoria counteracting the strain of her spread thighs, or the soreness of her freshly spanked pussy.

Kie looked up, her chin and cheeks a wet, glistening mess, and she brushed her hair back behind one ear.

“Better?” Kie asked.

Talli hummed, nodding her head. “For now,” she sighed.

Kie straightened up, licking her lips, and leaned over toward the side of the cage. A bit of twine held Talli’s ankle to one of the steel bars, and Kie ran her hand up the inside of Talli’s leg, then along the older girl’s arch, giving Talli a tiny tickle before loosening the knot. Talli gasped, then jerked her leg, pulling it out of Kie’s grasp. Kie giggled, then crawled over to the other side of the wagon, repeating the process, except this time, instead of untying Talli, she deliberately tickled her.

“Kie! Please! No!” Talli begged, laughing. Kie smiled and flickered her fingers even more, until Talli kicked, struggling. It helped that Talli’s hands were still bound above her head, another length of line stretched along the cart floor all the way to the solid wooden wall that backed the cage.

Kie grinned, but then switched the motion of her fingers into a soft swirl and Talli calmed down, the slower caress now tolerable. She groaned, relaxing again. Then Kie untied her right foot, leaving her legs free.

“Let me get your hands,” Kie said, crawling over Talli. Kie’s breasts dangled above Talli’s face for a moment and Kie felt the wet touch of Talli’s tongue. Kie began untying Talli’s wrists, even as Talli licked around the offered nub in wet circles.

“Damn girl,” Kie said as Talli’s hands were freed and she reached up, trying to pull Kie down. “I’m exhausted. How can you possibly still be going?” Kie pulled herself free and grabbed one of the pillows, propping it up against the bars. She leaned back and looked at Talli’s beautiful, nude body. Talli rolled onto her side, propped her head up, and grinned.

“Because I’m voracious?” She asked.

Kie rolled her eyes. “Sick might be the better word.” She closed her eyes and tilted her head back. “I never thought it would be like this. When I was taken, I thought I’d spend my life toiling the fields. Not…” her voice trailed off.

“Naked and constantly aroused?” Jenni said, scooting over. She put a pillow next to Kie and looked down at Talli. “And wanting it all the time?”

Talli sat up. “It’s the earrings,” she said simply. “At least for some of it. Bob says that being naturally inclined helps too.”

Jenni shook her head. “I know this sounds crazy, but if it weren’t for the fact that I’m exhausted and about to fall asleep, I’d be all over you.”

Talli grinned. “Want to see if you can have an orgasm while you’re sleeping?” She teased.

A cough sounded from outside the bars and Talli turned and looked. “Hello Lady Beatrice, how are you?”

Beatrice stood there, a cup in hand. “I have another drink from Gwendolyn for you.”

Talli wrinkled her nose and let out a sigh. “Vitamins. Yuck.” She pushed herself up and moved toward the bars. Beatrice blinked and cringed as Talli deliberately pushed her boobs through the metal rods, squeezing them intriguingly. Both breasts were covered in a hash of thin welts left by Lord Balok’s flogger. Worse, those marks matched the ones on her bottom and between her legs.

Beatrice’s eyes widened and Talli took the cup through the bars. She began drinking it quickly, guzzling the disgusting contents. Beatrice began to bring up her hand, suddenly wanting to touch Talli’s breast, but movement distracted her and she jerked her arm back as Bob came up out of the darkness. He had his pack on his shoulder and looked up at Talli, then back to Beatrice.

“Hello Talli,” he said warmly. He nodded at Beatrice as Talli handed the empty vessel back through the bars to Beatrice. Bob climbed up the back of the wagon and opened the door. “Talli, you’re first,” he said, putting his pack down. Beatrice moved to where she could see and Talli stepped into the now open cage doorway. Bob bent down and began rummaging through his pack, only to pull out a metal and leather contraption. When he straightened back up, Talli threw herself on to him, kissing him passionately, rubbing her naked body up and down his.

“Whoa!” Bob said a moment later, trying to catch a breath. “Calm down!”

Talli shook her head, her hands going to Bob’s crotch. “I don’t want to calm down,” she whispered. “Take me? Please? I want a hard cock in me. I want you to tie my legs open and paddle me. I want you to make love to me,” she urged.

To Beatrice, Bob looked conflicted, as if he wanted to give in, but for some reason couldn’t. Bob put a hand on Talli’s chest and pushed her backward, just enough.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Talli didn’t even hesitate. She moved her feet wide apart, looking at Bob breathlessly. He lifted the harness and Beatrice realized that it was a belt and crotch piece. Intriguingly, there was a patch of strange blackness along the trimmed leather meant to go between Talli’s legs. Bob began buckling on the belt, then brought the bottom upward, fitting the lower part of the harness. It covered Talli’s sex completely, though the thong was narrow enough to disappear into the crack of her buttocks. Bob secured the back end behind Talli’s waist to the rear of the belt and then waved his hand over her now obscured sex.

“That’s it?” She asked in disappointment. 

Bob nodded. “Yep.”

She moved her feet and straightened up, only to put her hands on the leather bit covering her sex. “But how am I to touch myself?”

Bob smiled. “You aren’t.”

Talli blinked. “What?” She said dangerously.

“It’s a chastity belt. You need your rest. We’ll be arriving tomorrow around mid-morning. You’ll be tested. I want you ready for that.”

Talli gave him a darker look. “I’m always ready. You know that.”

Bob gave her a sympathetic look. “It’s not just about being aroused, Talli. It’s about being able to cum. I know you’re insatiable, but you will need all your energy to survive what they’re going to do to you. Where do you think King Haggard got his ideas for all those sexual torture devices in his stupid labyrinth?

Her eyebrow went up. “You said it was the dwarves.”

Bob blinked. “Well, yes… but the dark elves are almost as bad. The last time I was here, all of the girls I was selling came out of grading either unconscious or so exhausted that they slept for almost an entire day. I’m expecting you to handle it a bit better than the other girls, but even you need to sleep on occasion.”

Now Talli glared at him. “I have been sleeping.”

Behind her Kie snorted. “Only to wake up in the middle of the night and try to fuck one of us.”

Jenni nodded from over where she and Peaches were sitting. “Yeah,” Jenni agreed, though Peaches smiled warmly. “Not that we minded, of course,” Jenni added.

Talli blushed and Bob gave her an exasperated frown. “Well,” Bob said patiently. “Tonight you’ll all rest. I have chastity belts for each of you.” He pointed at Kie. “You’re next.”

Talli moved back out of the way and Kie moved into place. She held herself still as Bob secured the belt around her waist, then fitted the same kind of crotch strap into place. Beatrice noticed the same unique blackness along the fitted leather.

“What is that stuff?” Beatrice asked Bob, pointing at the crotch strap.

Bob clipped the back of the thong to Kie’s belt and gave the girl a little slap on the bottom. Kie chirped and scurried off as Jenni got up and came forward.

“What stuff?” Bob asked, pulling another chastity belt from his pack.

“There,” Beatrice pointed. “In the middle.”

Bob glanced down. “Oh. That.” He began buckling the belt around Jenni’s waist. “Well, I don’t want them cumming, but I also don’t want them coming down from their arousal.”

Suddenly Kai gasped, eyes widening in alarm. Her hands swung down to her crotch and her fingers scratched along the fitted leather, trying to get under it.

“What? What is that!” She squealed, shaking her hips.

Talli blinked and straightened. “What is what?” She demanded, looking at Kie’s bikini bottom.

Kie twisted and turned, almost in a panic. “There’s something inside me! It’s wriggling! I can feel it!” Then Kie let out a gasp. Her eyes half closed and she let out a desperate moan. “Oh gods!” She ground her hips for a moment, then shuddered. “Oh. Oh! It’s… it’s going into my ass!” She fell back against the bars and slid to the floor.

Talli’s jaw dropped and she whirled to look at Bob as he finished putting Jenni in her belt.

“Bob!”

The mage looked around Jenni and grinned. “Yes, dear?”

“Did you fit abyssal portals into these belts?” Talli demanded, pointing at her pussy.

Bob smiled and nodded. “I did indeed. But it only opens if you aren’t aroused. Once it lubes you up properly, the portal closes until you need it again.”

Jenni gulped. “How soon will it…” she began to ask, but Bob swiped his hand across the front of the belt and Jenni yelped, eyes widening.

“Oh! I feel it!” She proclaimed. Talli looked on in frustration as the tiny blonde girl groaned, shuddered, and then lowered herself to the cage floor.

“Peaches,” Bob said. “Your turn.”

Slowly the silent girl climbed to her feet. She walked to the open door of the cage and spread her legs. Bob fitted her with the belt, but unlike Kie and Jenni, it didn’t activate. Talli’s eyebrow went up as Peaches went back to her spot, lowered herself down, and leaned up against Jenni, who was still shuddering, hips grinding.

Beatrice looked over at Bob. “What is inside them?” She demanded.

Talli glared at Bob again. “It’s a tongue,” she declared. “Or possibly a tentacle. I’m not sure,” she said honestly. “Usually I only ever get to experience it on the bottoms of my feet.”

Beatrice gasped. “Your feet? A tentacle?” Then she paused. “Usually?”

Talli nodded. “I have a pair of these really sexy sandals Bob gave me. But they only work when I’m walking on the ground, which is why I think he took them away. I also have a chainmail bikini fitted with abyssal portals, top and bottoms, but I can’t handle it longer than half a candlemark or so. It’s too intense.” She looked over at Bob. “How did you minimize the sensation?”

Bob chuckled. “I made the portal very, very narrow.”

Kie suddenly let out a groan and looked up. “It’s stopped,” she whispered. “But… I’m desperate again.”

Jenni nodded. “Me too,” she added, the tension in her voice thick and palpable.

Bob smirked. “Well don’t worry. Once you totally relax and are no longer aroused, the portal will open and you’ll get another nice swirl of tentacles through your honeypots.”

Talli let out a frustrated breath and sat down. “Well, this is going to suck,” she muttered.

“How are they going to sleep?” Beatrice asked the mage.

Bob blinked. “What?”

Beatrice rolled her eyes. “Sleep? You said they needed rest. How are they going to rest with something swirling up inside them?”

Bob shrugged. “It shouldn’t be enough to wake them. Probably. And if it does, they’ll just feel pleasure. Then it will subside and they’ll fall back asleep. No matter what, their dreams are going to be unusually nice,” he said with assurance. “Just one more thing.” He stepped into the cage and bent down over Talli. To Beatrice’s surprise, he detached one of the stones from Talli’s collar. Talli lifted a hand to her throat.

“But… Bob… isn’t that…” she began to say.

“Hush,” Bob said, putting a finger on her lips. “It’s temporary. I swear. Just until this is over.”

Talli accepted that immediately. The whole exchange confused Beatrice even more. Talli just didn’t seem like a normal slave girl. And Bob certainly didn’t seem like he was going to be selling her to the Dark Elves. In fact, none of them seemed normal. Was Gwendolyn some sort of wizard too? And Florentino wasn’t some dumb rock troll. And who was the enigmatic Morlok, and why the heck did he want a lollipop?

Talli tilted her head, clearly wanting a kiss, and Bob gave it to her. Then he turned and exited the cage, closing the door behind him. He hopped down, grabbing his pack and putting Talli’s leather collar away. As he passed Beatrice, she snagged his elbow.

“Who are you?” She asked quietly, almost accusingly. “Because you sure as hell aren’t a slaver. At least, not a real one.”

Bob turned and looked at her, then at her fingers holding the sleeve of his robe. His eyes narrowed and Beatrice felt a shiver of cold. “You are about two sentences away from being naked, stuffed with tentacles in both holes, and locked in with the other girls.”

Beatrice let Bob’s sleeve go and she stepped back. “I’m… I’m sorry,” she stammered.

Bob gave the girl a hard look, then seemed to soften. “Just keep your mouth shut and you’ll make it back to Tarrin. Understand?”

Beatrice nodded and watched him walk away.

The next morning, when Beatrice brought the girls their breakfast, she was shocked at their demeanor. All of them were whimpering, begging to be allowed to cum, only to jerk and shudder as the abyssal portals in their chastity belts opened and whatever monstrosity was using the magic doorway to explore their sexual bits thrust itself deep into their quivering bodies. As soon as all four lay in a twitching heap, unable to orgasm and mindless with need, the portals would shut, leaving the girls panting and struggling in desperation. Beatrice bit her lip, watching as Talli, Kie, Jenni, and Peaches huddled together in acute misery.

Morlok showed up for just a few minutes for breakfast, then disappeared again as the cart began rolling and they continued down the track. Bob led the way on his horse and as the morning fog burned off, Beatrice felt the tension in Gwendolyn. The old woman was wearing forest garb now, with a dark green cloak wrapped around her shoulders, her gnarled staff propped up next to her. Bob was wearing a set of robes that looked slightly out of place, clearly marking him as a mage, and he carried the staff he’d won from the renegade elven wizard as a sort of trophy.

Around mid-morning Bob reigned in his horse and turned back toward the wagon. Morlok was standing on the side of the trail and moved forward. The black clad swordsman was holding a large pewter tankard and was drinking from it with steady pulls, then moved past them to go stand next to Florentino. Gwendolyn pulled the cart to a stop and looked over at Bob.

“We’re here,” Bob said to Gwendolyn and Beatrice. “Morlok says there are about a dozen Dark Elves in the forest.” He looked squarely at Beatrice. “I’m pretty sure I don’t need to caution you against mentioning our last encounter, do I?”

Beatrice shook her head, but Gwendolyn put a hand on Beatrice’s knee. “If Beatrice says anything, it will be the last words she ever utters.”

Beatrice blinked. “You’d kill me?”

Gwen’s face looked stern. “No. I’ll take your voice. Then I’ll have Florentino strip you naked and I’ll put you up for auction with Peaches. Two mutes for the price of one.”

Beatrice went white and gulped. She had no doubt that either Bob or Gwen could make good on that promise.

Bob nodded and gave Beatrice a big smile. “Well, that resolves this issue.” He looked back at Gwendolyn. “They’re going to check us for magical items. Don’t speak unless spoken to and don’t volunteer information.” Then he turned away and they started up again. Beatrice watched as Morlok stepped in behind Florentino and they headed forward.

A single turn of the trail was all it took. Beatrice saw a huge rock cliff ahead. A dark crack in the limestone opened up and the trail headed straight for it. The trees had been cut back and a grassy meadow expanded out on either side of the track. More curious were several canvas tents and there were about a dozen soldiers standing around. All of them were armed to the teeth with swords or pikes and Beatrice could feel the tension rising as they caught sight of Bob and his entourage.

One of the Dark Elves, who was dressed in mage's robes, rose from a padded chair, positioned under one of the pavilions at a desk, and stepped out onto the track, holding up his hand. Bob got down from his horse and walked the last few feet, only to stop and bow.

“My lord, I am Robert of the town of Chambers, here with my wares for the slave auction.”

The Dark Elves mage raised an eyebrow. “Robert? Known as Bob the Sex Mage?”

Bob sighed in exasperation and nodded. “The same.”

The Dark Elf sneered. “A ridiculous name and title.”

Bob smiled. “So I’ve been told. I’m thinking of changing it to Robert the Licentious,” he said honestly. “And you are?”

The mage blinked. “I am Lord Dralidoc. I will need to inspect your cart for magical items. Do you have anything you wish to declare?”

Bob shrugged. “There’s a staff. Not very powerful. Disappointing really. But I’ve grown attached to it. Plus all of the girls have enchanted piercings and are wearing chastity belts with abyssal portals in the crotch. That’s it.”

Gwendolyn coughed. “Bob? Morlok’s tankard?”

Bob snapped his fingers. “Damn. Forgot. My swordsman has a tankard that turns any liquid you pour inside into weak, tasteless beer.”

Lord Dralidoc looked repulsed. “Human magic is disgusting.”

Bob nodded in complete acceptance. “I totally agree,” he said firmly. “Though the tankard is technically dwarven made. Red Mountain I suspect”

Dralidoc grimaced. “Dwarven magic, what little there is, is utterly repulsive.” He walked around Bob and Beatrice froze as the dark elf looked at Bob’s pack. To Beatrice’s surprise, Dralidoc didn’t even look in the leather container. He examined the staff and then shrugged. Then he came over to the wagon and she stiffened as he cast a hand over Gwendolyn and Beatrice. Gwen kept quiet and the man moved on.

“Why didn’t he sense you?” Beatrice asked quietly.

“Cause I’m not a mage,” Gwendolyn whispered back. “Now shut up.”

Beatrice nodded. She looked back along the back of the cart and several other Dark Elves had joined Dralidoc as he inspected Florentino and Morlok. There was a moment’s snarl as his hand passed over Morlock’s tankard, but then Dralidoc moved to the cart and ordered the girls to come to the bars, one at a time. As Beatrice expected, Talli was the first up and with no shame, pushed her breasts between the bars. Then she offered to let Dralidoc do more to her than just check her piercings. The Dark Elves mage ignored her, checked the other girls, and hopped down.

“They’re clear,” he announced. He walked back up to Bob, who nodded politely. “Your name is known, mage. Use of your magic here will result in your execution. Do you understand?”

Bob put a hand against his chest. “I’m hurt. Really. That’s the way you’re going to treat a friend of your Duchess? What if I need to start a fire or something?”

Dralidoc didn’t even hesitate. “You may call Duchess Helenae a friend, but whether she calls you the same is yet to be determined. I know how dangerous you can be when given sufficient power.” His eyes flickered over to Beatrice and the girl felt as if the Dark Elf was implying some sort of connection between Bob and herself.

For a second it seemed as if Bob got taller. Almost as if timed, the sun slipped behind a cloud and the entire meadow darkened. Robert the Licentious looked straight at Dralidoc.

“Power isn’t what makes me dangerous,” he said carefully, almost threateningly, and everyone seemed to tense. Beatrice gasped as some of the Dark Elves even half drew their weapons. But then Bob let out a laugh and the sun seemed to come back out.

“But I’m just a human,” he said apologetically, his mouth curling up into a smile. “No match for a Dark Elf. I’m here to make a little coin and frankly, I’ve found a girl that will specifically appeal to the Duchess’ taste. That's why I came.” He jerked a thumb back toward the cart.

Dralidoc nodded and everyone relaxed. Swords slid fully back into their sheaths and Dralidoc stepped aside. “Duchess Helenae does indeed have some unique tastes when it comes to torturing human females. You may enter the Kingdom. Park your wagon and get your animals settled. We expect you to present your slaves for grading within the hour so they can be on display, presuming they are capable of it, for the evening tour. The next auction will be tomorrow.”

“Thank you, my lord.” Bob turned and grinned at Gwendolyn, giving her a thumbs up sign. Gwen sighed in exasperation and flicked the reins.

“The man’s pride is going to get us in trouble one of these days,” she muttered.

Beatrice nodded in total agreement and then stared as they headed for the crack. The horses didn’t seem to have an issue, following Gwendolyn’s guidance and for a moment the rock closed in around them. Then the space opened up and Beatrice gasped in shock as they entered a massive cavern.

A hole in the top let in sunlight, illuminating much of the space. Entire buildings, crafted of huge limestone bricks, lined the sides and back of the cavern and the floor had been leveled and sanded. Tiny black beetles scurried across the yellowish grains, disappearing into fissures in the rock. In the back of the cavern, a huge building dominated the space. To Beatrice’s inexperienced eyes, the building was a castle in and of itself, complete with wood and iron gates, manned by guards walking the parapets. Torches burned here and there where the sunlight filtering down from up above didn’t quite reach. Gwendolyn turned the cart and Beatrice noticed that there was a line of wagons, each sporting similar cages to the one mounted on their own cart, parked along one side of the courtyard. A fenced off enclosure held over a dozen horses, each munching on a bale of hay.

But then Beatrice saw the spiders. She blinked, first in disbelief, then in alarm, pointing upward as she grabbed Gwendolyn’s elbow. The druid looked toward the cavern roof, following Beatrice’s finger, and nodded.

“Giant cave spiders,” Gwendolyn said with admiration. “Nothing to worry about. They mostly catch the vampire bats that fly in and out of the cave. The Dark Elves collect the webbing to make clothing and even rope.”

Beatrice gaped. “You’re kidding, right? Vampire bats?”

Gwendolyn shook her head. “Those are the small spiders,” she added. “There are bigger, undomesticated ones that live further back in their caves, but I’ve never seen any.”

Bob led them into an empty space and Gwendolyn pulled the cart to a stop. Beatrice watched as the mage dismounted and Gwen hopped down. Beatrice joined her in taking care of the horses, freeing them of their harnesses and then taking them over to the grazing area. Finally they rejoined the group at the back of the wagon.

“Are you sure?” Bob asked Florentino hopefully, taking an odd shaped crystal, wrapped in gold wire, out of his pack. He handed it to the rock giant who quickly slipped the item into the pouch at his waist. “Because if you’re wrong, this isn’t going to work.”

“Robert, I understand the importance. I can feel the vein. Just like last time. It’s still there,” Florentino said with assurance.

Bob frowned. “Alright.” He looked over at Beatrice and Gwendolyn. “So we are already getting lucky. The auction isn’t tonight, which means we have a little breathing room. First step will be to get the girls graded, so let's get them down and out of those chastity belts.” He glanced around. “The Dark Elves don’t have hostels, unfortunately. So we’ll set up camp around the wagon.”

“What about lunch and dinner?” Gwendolyn asked.

Bob grinned. “I’ll get out a small grill and some charcoal. It won’t be a problem.” He glanced around. “That said, we should expect some interest. It’s common to display your wares so that Dark Elves shoppers can get a look at what will be up for sale.”

“Presuming the girls are up for it after what’s about to happen to them.” Gwendolyn pointed toward the other cart. “Will we have to interact with the other slavers?”

Bob glanced that way. There was no one around the other three wagons, which he thought a little odd, but then shrugged. “I doubt it. We will eventually see them with some of their slave girls out for sale, but just be neighborly. Smile, nod, and play nice.”

“Why would I have to play nice?” Gwendolyn asked.

Bob chuckled. “I doubt anything serious will happen, but don’t be surprised if you hear a cry or two as someone gets whipped. It’s customary for the Dark Elves to get some free samples before the auction too.”

Gwen fumed. “This place is sick.”

Florentino grinned. “I think it’s quite interesting.”

The druid glared up at him. “Because you’re a sadistic pervert.”

Florentino looked down at Gwendolyn, just a touch hurt. “On the contrary, I am a sensualist.”

“A what?” Gwendolyn asked, just a touch confused.

“A sensualist. I like to experiment with the application of different methods of sensory stimulation to my female partners, working to enhance their sexual climaxes. It’s not my fault that Robert tends to surround himself with women who find certain levels of physical discomfort to be an aphrodisiac, even to the point of hypersexuality. Talli, for instance, is actually capable of orgasm from having her clitoris vigorously over-stimulated via…”

Gwendolyn held up her hand. “I’m well aware of Talli’s masochistic preferences when it comes to sex.” She shook her head with a sigh. “This damn place is like a fucking theme park for her. We’ll have trouble getting her out of here.”

Bob cleared his throat. “Let's get the girls down and prepared. We don’t have much time.”

Beatrice followed along behind Gwendolyn, Florentino and Bob, while Morlok wandered off, keeping an eye on things. Bob climbed up the back of the wagon and opened the gate.

“Alright ladies. Time to go.”

Talli was the very first up and the wild, almost manic look in her eyes made it clear that the chastity belt had served its purpose. She was trembling with need and the wet streaks on her thighs made it clear she was sopping wet. She hopped down and stood next to Florentino and watched as Bob helped Kie, Peaches, and Jenni down. The other girls weren’t in much better shape than Talli, each clearly aroused and somewhat desperate. Florentino moved behind each girl in turn, using a metal clip to secure their wrist cuffs together at the small of their backs. Bob began with Kie, passing a hand over her chastity belt and pulling the leather and metal thing out from between her legs. He moved down the line of girls, exposing swollen, pink, and insanely wet slits, until only Talli remained.

“Ready dearheart?” Bob asked softly. Her eyes found him, smoldering with desperation.

“You have no idea, Master.”

Just then there was a commotion back at the entrance of the cave. An almost fanfare-like chorus of cheers echoed through the cavern and everyone looked back toward the bright light. Beatrice blinked to see silhouettes as a group of dark elves surged into the cave, clearly excited. It only took a moment longer for Beatrice to realize why. A wooden pole was hoisted into the air, carried by a number of the elvish soldiers. On it, Beatrice could see the silhouette of a shapely girl, stripped naked and suspended. Her arms were bent back over a cross brace, ropes binding her wrists to her ankles, which were pulled up behind her. Worse, she was sitting on a rough hewn support, squared off and positioned so that the edge was biting up into her crotch. As the party got closer, the light evened off and the golden locks of the girl appeared, as did two, long, delicately pointed ears. Her body, especially her breasts and loins, were covered in fine red welts, making it clear she’d been whipped. Vicious looking clamps clung to her nipples, weights swinging painfully. Even more telling, the confused look between arousal and pain was etched upon her face.

“Gods!” Beatrice declared. “She’s an elf!” Then Beatrice saw Talli’s expression of alarm, which seemed to turn into panic.

“Bob,” Talli whispered, her hand tightening on the mage’s shoulder. “Bob!”

“Fuck,” snarled Bob. He took a deep breath and then let out a frustrated sigh. “Yeah. I see her,” he muttered. “Now we know who was following me.”

Gwendolyn’s eyes flickered toward Bob and Talli. “You know who she is?”

Bob nodded and stood up. “Her name is Calien Diristani. She’s Eiriond’s daughter.”


Chapter Ten: Naked is so much Better

“Bob,” Talli said demandingly. “You have to do something!”

The mage stood up, an almost defeated look on his face. “Like what?” He replied, just a little discombobulated.

“Save her!” Talli retorted, stomping her bare little foot and pointing toward the parade of Dark Elves.

Florentino stepped closer. “Talli, that might not be the smartest action at this particular moment,” he said quietly, but sincerely. “There are over a hundred Dark Elves in immediate view, and half of them are magic users. Robert at his best might not be able to defeat so many.”

Her eyes widened and she looked up at Florentino in shock. “Florentino,” Talli said. “She’s innocent! Look what they’ve done to her!” She pointed as the Dark Elves marched their prize up to the testing and grading building. Calien drooped, pain and exhaustion seemingly radiating from every part of her body. Then she disappeared through the entrance. Talli looked at Bob, her eyes filled with tears. “Please? Please?”

Morlok hurried up. “Quieter,” he said roughly, then grabbed Kie, Jenni, and Peaches and pulled them around to the other side of the cart. His single glare at Bob was enough admonishment to get the man to lower his voice.

Bob bit his lip and then took a deep breath. “Talli, a frontal assault is suicide. There are just too many Dark Elves here.” He paused. “That said, I think our mission just changed dramatically.”

“You’re going to save her?” Talli said hopefully.

Bob gave Talli a curt nod. “Yes, but it won’t be in the next ten minutes. I need time to think.”

Gwendolyn huffed. “Think fast.”

Florentino frowned. “We know where she’ll be for the next few hours. But there will be consequences, Robert. You know what the testing will do to the girl. It will damage her. She isn’t prepared for it like Talli and the other girls.”

“I know, damnit!” Bob snapped at the rock giant. "But there’s no way we can march in there and take her out of the Piercing and Testing Rooms. It’s too open! It’s too well guarded. It’s suicide.”

Florentino frowned. “Afterward?”

Gwendolyn’s eyebrow went up. “You think our odds will be better when she’s locked up in the castle dungeon?”

Bob cast a hasty glance at the druid. “Actually, yes.” He bit his lip. “Finding her will be the problem though. I’ve been there, but it’s not like I have a map of Helenae’s keep. I have no clue where the dungeon is”

Gwen frowned. “If I go in there when you take the girls, would I be able to see her?”

“What do you mean?” Bob asked.

Gwendolyn rolled her eyes. “Is it one big room, or a bunch of small ones?”

Bob blinked. “Oh. There’s a waiting chamber where the slave girls are chained until they can be tested. After that there is a hall and the piercing room is off to the left. The testing room is on the right.”

“Can you get me a tour?” The druid asked testily.

“A tour?” Bob asked incredulously. “Why?”

“If I can see Calien I can mark her. Then I can track her.”

Florentino smiled at Talli, who was almost frantic with worry. “See, Talli? A solution already.”

Bob looked up at the giant. “You call that a solution? Hi! I’m Bob and this is my friend Gwendolyn and she’d like a tour of your slave girl torture facility while you’re doing unspeakable sexual things to that specific elf girl.” He said it in a ridiculously bright and chipper way, the sarcasm dripping from his tongue. “Do you mind if we mark her?”

“Bob,” Talli said angrily. “That’s mean.”

Bob glowered at Gwendolyn. “It’s unlikely I can arrange a tour, at least not without sufficient notice.”

“How did you get in last time?” Demanded Gwendolyn. Bob turned red and spluttered.

“Robert got the tour with Duchess Helenae on one of their dates,” Florentino said easily.

Everyone sort of stopped and looked at Bob.

“Wait. You dated the Duchess?” Gwendolyn asked in shock.

Bob looked away, still beet red. “Look, it wasn’t personal. I was on a mission. Quest. You know. Work.”

Florentino, still smiling. “I do not believe it was necessary to seduce her, Robert.”

Bob swallowed. “Shut up, Florentino.”

“That said, the duchess is an incredibly attractive woman,” Florentino allowed. “She was quite taken with Robert’s sexual acumen.”

Talli frowned and glared at Bob. “She’s an old girlfriend?”

“Look, can you get me in or not?” Gwendolyn asked.

Bob shook his head. “Maybe into the waiting room, but any farther? No. The only ones who are going in are the girls.”

Talli lifted her chin. “Can I do it?”

“Do what?”

“Cast whatever spell you need to track her? I’m going in there, right?”

Gwendolyn shook her head negatively, but then paused, her face going from frustrated to thoughtful. “Well, we could do it differently…” the druid mused.

“Differently?” Bob asked with skepticism.

The druid looked at the mage. “Are you willing to risk a little death?”

“As opposed to a lot of it?” Bob asked sarcastically.

“I need a far viewing spell.”

Bob’s mouth crinkled. “I suppose I can risk that without much trouble.”

“Four of them,” Gwendolyn added. Bob’s eyes widened a bit and he cringed.

Florentino looked concerned. “Robert, you know they are watching you. If you use enough magical power, they’ll detect it.”

Bob rubbed his chin, considering the practical side of it. “Far viewing is a bowl of water and a bit of power. And technically it’s still just one. We’ll just rotate through the keyways.” He paused. “What are we using as the keyways?”

Gwendolyn smiled. “I’ll need some charcoal, or kohl. We’ll outline the girls’ eyes, like they do in Sarisand. It’s exotic, the Dark Elves will find it interesting, and Bob can use the kohl as his keyway. We’ll be able to look through their eyes.”

“And then what?” Bob asked curiously.

“Then you cast a teleport spell,” Gwendolyn added.

That surprised Bob. “A teleport!” He blurted out. “That’s insane! I can’t make a portal here! They’ll sense it!”

Gwendolyn waited patiently. When Bob went quiet she held up her hand. “About the size of my thumb.”

Bob frowned. “Oh.”

“And what will go through the portal?” Florentino inquired.

Gwendolyn reached down to the floor of the cave and scooped up one of the small black beetles Beatrice had noticed before. “This.”

Bob frowned. “Quick. Small. Tough to detect. They might know something happened, but not where or who.” He nodded. “Okay.”

Gwen nodded “Then we’ll send the beetle through to mark the elf girl.”

“Calien,” Talli said firmly.

“Um… Robert?” Florentino interrupted. “Not to put a damper on this plan, because I am certainly impressed with this burst of creativity, but won’t Calien be taken to the piercing room first before grading? If I recall, that takes as much, if not more time, than the testing process. Our girls are all pierced. They will go straight to testing. Talli, Kie, Jenni, and Peaches might all be completely finished before they move Calien over for testing. They may never see her at all.”

Bob clapped a hand to his forehead in frustration. “Damn! You’re right!” He spluttered. He looked back at Gwendolyn. “I’m sorry. I should have thought of that.” He shook his head.

“Can’t we just delay bringing the girls in?” Beatrice asked.

Florentino shook his head. “No. It is expected for us to take them over immediately.” He looked at where Kie, Jenni, and Peaches were lined up near the wagon, Morlok watching over them. Each of them were gorgeous in their own rights. All three girls looked like visions of sexual delight, bound and ready for a fucking.

“Can you remove Talli’s piercings?” Beatrice asked timidly.

Gwendolyn shook her head. “No. None of the girls’ piercings can be removed. It’s a side effect to the way druidic magic heals them.”

Beatrice bit her lip. “But Dark Elves' piercings can be removed?”

Bob nodded in frustration. “So I’ve been told, but I never saw the worth in that. It meant that the girls might be able to…”

“I’ll do it,” Beatrice said quickly.

Everyone went silent. Then Gwen shook her head angrily.

“No. Hell no. You have no idea what you’re volunteering for,” the druid spluttered.

Beatrice blushed. “I’m… I’m not technically a virgin,” she offered.

Gwendolyn shook her head. “That’s inconsequential. First of all, you're volunteering to be sexually tormented, forced to cum repeatedly, and have your private parts pierced. It will be humiliating, agonizing, and brutal. You will be fucked by multiple Dark Elves. Repeatedly. And even if we take the piercings out immediately when you’re done, there will still be echoes of the magic inside you. It will take weeks before the sexual longings subside.”

Florentino nodded in agreement and gave Beatrice a sad look. “While I admire your sacrifice, I must agree with Gwendolyn. The piercing and testing process is quite intense. The person you are now will be changed, perhaps permanently.” He eyed Bob. “And even if we remove the piercings, you’ll still have the dark elves’ slave mark, the Mŭl Gwen, permanently etched into your skin.” The rock giant looked at Bob. “Isn’t that right, Robert?”

Bob looked at Beatrice appraisingly. Almost hungrily. “For the record, I’m totally fine with this plan,” he said with a snotty tone. “I think getting tied up, having your ears, nipples, and clit pierced, followed by a thorough pussy whipping, a nice long fucking and then getting tramp stamped would do wonders for your personality.”

“Bob!” Talli gasped, her brow narrowing angrily.

But Gwendolyn’s fist impacted against Bob’s chin a second later and the mage flopped down onto his butt with a shocked look. He glanced upward and rubbed his chin, grimacing with pain as Gwendolyn shook her hand angrily. “Oww,” muttered the druid, glancing at her knuckles.

“Oww,” Bob repeated, working his jaw. “I guess I deserved that.”

Beatrice gulped. “I know what I’m getting into. But… if it's the only way to save the elf girl…”

Gwendolyn looked squarely at Beatrice. “No one is asking you to do this, Beatrice.”

“I am,” Talli said quickly and very honestly.

Gwen glared at Talli. “Beatrice. We did not bring you along for this.”

Beatrice gulped. “Just… you can remove the piercings when I’m done, right?”

Gwendolyn nodded, only a little mollified. “I can remove them,” she said wryly. “Are you absolutely sure about this? It is going to hurt.”

“And feel amazing,” Talli added enthusiastically.

Gwendolyn rolled her eyes.

Beatrice nodded.

The druid looked down at Bob and held out a hand. The mage took it and let the old woman pull him to his feet. “I need kohl for their eyes,” she said seriously.

“You’re still going to do them all?” He asked curiously.

“Call it insurance,” Gwendolyn said.

Bob nodded curtly and went to his pack. Beatrice looked at Florentino, Talli, and Gwendolyn, her eyes a little wild. “So… um… I just take off my clothes?”

Talli smiled. “Don’t worry Lady Beatrice, I’ll be right here with you.” She gave Beatrice a encouraging smile. “Once you get used to it, being naked is so much better than being dressed!”

Bob continued to rummage through his pack and then produced a small ceramic jar, holding it out to Gwendolyn. The druid took it, went over to the wagon, and opened one of the storage bins along the front. She set the jar in as Florentino lumbered up behind her, his mass blocking the view. Gwendolyn waved her hand over the jar and a green energy settled down into the black powder inside.

Talli stepped up to Beatrice and with delicate fingers she began pulling Beatrice’s tunic upward. The mayor’s daughter gulped and closed her eyes as the slave girl pulled on the clothing. Inch by inch her shirt was pulled up. Then she felt hands on her bared breasts, followed by a mouth. And gentle suction.

“Ohhhh,” Beatrice gasped, her sex tightening as Talli suckled a nipple. Beatrice felt a tiny shiver of excitement flow through her, straight down, only to realize that Talli’s hand had pushed past the waistband of the trousers and into Beatrice’s pants. Talli first cupped Beatrice bottom, but then brought her fingers around to the front.

Gwendolyn came back up and handed the jar of kohl to Bob. He took it, looked down into the opening, and then spoke a quiet word. Then he handed it back to Gwen. She nodded and walked away, around to the other side of the cart. Beatrice opened her eyes and saw the druid applying the dark eyeliner to Jenni’s face. Then Talli’s fingers pushed downward, slipping beneath the waistband of the trousers and suddenly Beatrice was only wearing her underclothes. These too were tugged downward and she felt the material slide down her legs to puddle around her leather sandals.

“Shoes too,” Florentino reminded Talli, holding a spare set of ankle and wrist cuffs. A matching collar was in his other hand.

“I know,” Talli said. She looked up at Beatrice. “I’m trying to resist the urges, but I’m going practically insane with lust right now.”

Beatrice blinked. “Because of me?”

Talli groaned and her hand came up between Beatrice’s legs. Beatrice gasped as Talli’s finger slid through the soft, warm, wet petals. “I’ve wanted you since I saw you,” Talli whispered.

Florentino smiled as he watched. Talli teased Beatrice a bit longer, then knelt, helping the girl out of her sandals. The second Beatrice’s feet had been bared, Talli’s head pushed forward, her fingers gripping Beatrice’s buttocks, her nose pressed against the small mound above Beatrice’s slit. The mayor’s daughter gasped as she felt Talli’s tongue.

“You should spread your legs and open up for her,” Florentino encouraged.

Beatrice’s face turned beet red, but she widened her step and shuddered as Talli lapped eagerly. This went on for two or three minutes, with Beatrice’s breathing getting heavier and heavier. Then Gwendolyn loomed into view, a small little brush in one hand, the bottle of kohl in the other.

“This might tickle,” the druid warned. She began dabbing the kohl onto Beatrice’s eyelid, circling the edges. It didn’t help that Talli hadn’t stopped. Gwen got frustrated and pushed on Talli with her knee.

“Damn it, get out of the way, Talli. She won’t hold still.”

Talli didn’t move or respond, still licking, so Florentino reached down, grabbed the slave girl, and physically pulled her away. Her face was wet and the look of sexual frustration in her eyes was almost frightening.

“Florentino,” Bob said, waving a hand over at Talli. “Get her hands locked behind her. We can’t have her working herself to orgasm.”

“Talli,” Florentino warned, gesturing her over. She went reluctantly, looking back at Beatrice, only to have her wrists quickly bound behind her back.

“Florentino, the other set of wrist cuffs?” Bob ordered.

The rock giant moved behind Beatrice quickly and secured the leather bands around each of Beatrice’s wrists. Then he clipped the two cuffs together, pulling her arms backward and forcing her bosom to push forward.

Talli looked over as Gwendolyn stepped back, a pleased expression on her face. “Wow! I love her eyes, Gwendolyn!”

The druid smiled and turned. “Now you.”

Talli stepped forward eagerly as Gwen painted the dark kohl around her eyes. Finally all five of the girls were ready. Morlok brought over Kie, Jenni, and Peaches and Bob gave them a final inspection.

“Damn, I could make some decent money with you bunch,” he said ruefully. “Alright, it’s time.”

Beatrice stood there, blushing crimson as she was pushed into the line of slave girls, right behind Talli. A flurry of differing emotions flashed through her. Desire, hunger, embarrassment, and then back to desperation. She pulled against the wrist binders and watched as Morlok knelt down and began buckling leather bondage cuffs around each of her ankles. Finally, all of them were led forward to the same immediate fate as the captured elf girl.

Talli was first in line and there was a tinkling of metal rings as she shuffled forward toward the testing building. Bob walked beside her, speaking so softly to Talli that Beatrice couldn’t hear a word. The buxom brunette nodded and smiled at the mage with what looked like utter adoration and Beatrice couldn’t help feeling even more confused. And maybe even a little jealous. How could Talli so love the man?

A guard standing at the doorway eyed Bob almost as much as he eyed the naked and bound human slave girls and he leered at them as Bob was forced to open the door himself. He smiled obsequiously at the elf, who didn’t even bother to respond, choosing to focus on the girls being paraded past them. Beatrice felt her face flush crimson at being ogled so obviously. She followed Talli into the much darker room, only to run headlong into Talli’s back. Suddenly she began backpedaling with a cry of alarm. Kei, Jenni, and Peaches barely stopped in time.

“Keep going,” Bob growled. ‘Don’t stop in the door…”

“Bob! Lizards!” Squealed Talli, throwing herself in the way of the green scaled lizardman that tried to lunge past her with a knife.

The reptilian shoved Talli and she fell down with a yelp, a thin scarlet line across one bicep from where the blade cut her. The lizard hissed angrily and then hurled himself at Bob with the same blade. Bob scrambled backward to avoid being cut and tripped over his own feet, landing on his ass. He rolled away as his attacker made a second swipe and only barely escaped getting his arm sliced into pieces. Two elven guards surged out of the open doorway and grabbed the lizardman, hauling him backward, hissing.

Bob climbed to his feet and dusted himself off, looking very angry. He stepped over to Talli and helped her to her feet, especially because her hands were still bound together behind her back.

“Are you alright?” He asked tenderly, his eyes flickering to the tiny cut. It had only beaded a few drops of blood, but the sight of it infuriated the mage. “You saved my life. Again.”

Talli smiled. “Of course I did. And it stings a little, but it’s nothing. I’ve had worse. Right? I’ll be okay,” she said softly. “Did he cut you?”

Bob shook his head and turned, pointing at the lizard, his face darkening. “You’re damn lucky I’m not allowed to use magic here, gecko-boy, or I’d be making a set of luggage to match my boots.”

Beatrice wasn’t sure if it was the term “gecko-boy” or the implication that Bob would skin the lizard and make luggage, or the reference to Bob’s lizardman scale boots that infuriated the lizardman, but one of the Dark Elves actually lost hold of the creature as it writhed, hissed, and spat. They recaptured him and then pushed him forward, past Bob and his slave girls, and out of the building.

“I apologize for the disturbance,” said a new voice. An older dark elf, dressed in black robes, emerged from the open doorway leading deeper into the building. “I assure you that Slaver Harsiss will not interfere with your business inside the testing center.”

Bob’s eyebrow went up, anger still flashing on his face. “Inside? So, if I walk out the door to head back to my wagon he won’t be standing right outside the door to knife me?”

The Dark Elf smiled. “I meant your business here in this building.”

Bob let out a frustrated sigh. “Of course you did.”

The Dark Elf eyed the girls. “I am Lord Balok. I notice that four of your slave girls are already pierced. Are these decorative?”

Bob shook his head. “No. They’re active, and in the style of Dark Elf jewelry.”

Balok’s eyebrow went up. “How… interesting. Is this now common amongst humans?”

Bob shook his head. “No. These girls are special, as am I.”

Balok looked at Bob. “I have heard of you. You are Bob the Sex Mage.

“Robert the Licentious,” Talli corrected with a smile.

The elf eyed Talli, his eyes flickering over her exquisitely displayed body. “A slave with a free tongue. How delightful. You will be punished severely for that and I will do it personally.” His eyes flickered over Talli, noting the hungry, desperate look in her eyes, her taut, hard, beckoning nipples, and the coquettish way she stood, to the point where she had lifted one foot delicately, balancing on her toes, Then Balok blinked and he surged forward. His hand darted out, seizing Talli’s right arm, his eyes flickering to the strange tattoo. “What is this?” He demanded. He looked at Bob. “She is a necromancer?”

Beatrice had noticed the tattoo on Talli’s arm, but thought the strange thorny pattern looked like a flower. Bob shook his head, a frown on his face.

“No. She was accidentally exposed to a necromancer’s artifact and was contaminated. The infection was halted and the artifact destroyed. All she can do is see and converse with ghosts, specteres and some elementals. No power.”

Balok grimaced. “Fool, that is power.” He sniffed and let go of Talli’s arm. “Do you see any ghosts now?”

Talli shook her head, just a little frightened. “No, my lord.”

He leaned back. “You talk with them?”

She nodded. “A little. If there are too many of them I can’t handle it. One or two at a time. They send pictures to me. Words. Feelings.” She smiled. “Sex helps me cope with it.” She licked her lips. “It helps if I’m tied up too.”

Balok frowned, staring at her strangely. Then he nodded. He pulled his eyes away from Talli, walking down the line, studying each of the girls. Then he went back to Beatrice. “Why does this one not have piercings when the others do?” He asked.

“She was an addition,” Bob said easily. “Her smart mouth bit off more than she could chew and I got tired of her attitude. I figured spending the next ten years bent over a whipping bench getting fucked from behind between spankings would be a fitting punishment.”

Balok grinned. “Indeed. Though with her hips, she would be better displayed on her back, with her legs spread, her precious petals opened wide as her pussy is whipped.” He reached up and took Beatrice’s arm. “She will be fitted with piercings. And I will start the Judging with your necromantic slave.” He grabbed Talli as well, pulling both girls forward.

Bob nodded. “And what about Slaver Harsiss? What if he’s right outside the door waiting to knife me when I leave?”

Balok pulled Beatrice and Talli forward. “Then one of your associates can pick up the girls and sell them in your stead.” He walked through the open doorway, forcing Beatrice and Talli forward.

Beatrice blinked, trying to see through the dim light. Admittedly, she was scared and her heart was hammering in her chest. A few flickering lights illuminated the passage, revealing two huge doorways standing opposite each other. A stone platform was centered between them and a flickering fire, tinged with blue flame, burned warmly.

“Stop here,” Balok ordered. Beatrice gulped and glanced at Talli, who stood next to her. Talli looked excited. Her hips were already twitching and her thighs were slick, glistening in the light of the flames. 

“Are you okay?” Talli whispered.

Beatrice shook her head, panic starting to rear its head.

“You’ll be fine,” Talli grinned, giving Beatrice a little nudge with her shoulder.

Lord Balok twisted and a black leather paddle appeared in his hand. He flicked it at Talli, striking her left breast sharply. Talli gasped, jerking as the pain shot through her chest. “No talking!” He ordered.

Talli bowed her head. A moment later another dark elf appeared and Beatrice could see he was much younger than Lord Balok. The elf was tall, with similar white locks, except his hair was tied back in a long flowing tail.

“Lord Balok,” the elf said with a bow.

Balok grinned. “I have one for piercing. She is fresh, Piercer Jaycen.”

Jaycen grinned, his eyes flickering over Beatrice. She felt goosebumps raise along her skin and another surge of wet longing between her legs. “She certainly is, Judge. I will bring her to you for torture once she has been appropriately decorated.”

Balok let go of Beatrice’s arm and the Piercer pulled her toward himself. She felt a ripple of apprehension and suddenly questioned her own sanity. They were going to hurt her. Use her. She was going to be tied open and roughly fucked. The fear in her belly grew, but then an entirely different sensation overwhelmed her. Her pussy tightened and she felt the wetness of arousal. She realized she wanted to be tied down and fucked. The mixture of need and fear rushed through her as she looked back, only to see Lord Balok forcing Talli to her knees.

“Crawl, little human girl,” Balok ordered, leading Talli away.

“Talli,” Beatrice whispered, only to be pulled through the doorway behind her.

The illumination in the piercing room was even less than the center hallway and the dimness affected Beatrice’s senses. She couldn’t see much, but Beatrice still looked for Calien. The problem was that the room had been partitioned into individual alcoves. There wasn’t much light. A disturbing chorus of moans, cries, and whimpered begging seemed to fill the darkness. She was clearly not the only female in the room. Most of the sounds seemed to be erotic in nature, the sort of noises Beatrice had become accustomed to, listening to the lovemaking in the back of the wagon. But then came an agonized scream, which was then choked off with an undulating warble of acute sexual satisfaction. Beatrice couldn’t tell if the girl making the noise had been hurt, or just had a powerful orgasm.

Or more concerning, both.

A single yellow crystal hung over a nearby wooden frame and as Beatrice was led to it, she realized that there were three almost naked women kneeling on padded cushions near the wall. All of them glistened with oil and wore complicated leather harnesses that did absolutely nothing to conceal their bodies, and in some ways, even enhanced their beauty, wrapping around their breasts, tummy, and hips. As Beatrice was led toward the frame, all three of them rose. Each was gorgeously beautiful, but more importantly, didn’t look quite human. Beatrice blinked, staring at them, realizing only belatedly that all of them were half-elves. Each had long, gorgeously white hair, as well as curves that seemed unusually large for their frames. As they moved, Beatrice caught sight of a complicated, intricate and beautiful design inked into their skin, just above their bottoms. They surrounded her and one released Beatrice’s wrists, allowing her to swing her arms forward.

“Prepare her for piercing,” the Piercer said firmly.

The half elf girls pulled Beatrice toward the frame and then pushed her downward. There was a sort of platform in the center and Beatrice felt them lifting her arms and legs upward. Sharp clicks from the wrist cuffs alerted Beatrice to the fact that her hands were now secured to the frame above her head. Then they stretched her legs outward, spreading Beatrice open until she groaned. Beatrice realized she was hyperventilating, almost in a panic as leather straps were wound around her thighs, knees, and calves. One of the other women wrapped another belt across Beatrice’s torso, just beneath her full breasts.

Beatrice squirmed, suddenly having second thoughts. “Wait,” she blurted out. “Wait. No. I don’t want to do…” she started to protest, but then the half-elven woman between Beatrice’s outstretched thighs bent down and put her mouth directly over Beatrice’s clitoris.

It was as if Talli’s sweet tongue had never stopped.

Pleasure swirled up through Beatrice’s body, sensations she hadn’t really even had time to process before. The woman’s head bobbed gently, her hands pressed to Beatrice’s bare and taut thighs as the softness of her tongue circled the tender nub. Then the other two women joined in, each bending over, their heads dipping, soft long hair caressing Beatrice’s chest. Their mouths found Beatrice’s nipples and suddenly the suction of all three delicate parts of Beatrice’s body became overwhelming.

“Yes!” Beatrice groaned. “Oh gods! Yes!”

Beatrice felt something slide into her sex, only for it to curl inside her. Waves of acute pleasure shot up her spine as she tightened, her body thrumming with unconstrained need. She gritted her teeth, closing her eyes as she felt the pressure build and build.

“I’m so close!” Beatrice gasped, her body tightening in ways she was acutely unfamiliar. Then energy shot through her and she cried out, even as she felt a pair of sharp pinches against the lobe of her left ear. It barely registered as pain though and her eyes snapped open to see Piercer Jaycen leaning over her, pulling some sort of tool away from her head.

“What did you do to me?” Beatrice gasped, still shuddering from the pleasure.

Jaycen placed a hand on the back of one of the slave girls sucking on Beatrice’s nipples. “Bite her,” he ordered.

Beatrice gasped as the sensation on her left nipple changed. Now the woman was using her teeth, nipping at the tip, then dragging her tongue across the caught point. It was an entirely different sensation and a fresh surge of arousal shot down to Beatrice's sex. The bound woman groaned, shocked at the intensity of the sensation, or what it did to her. Her hips rolled and she thrust upward, gasping in delight. Jaycen tapped the woman licking Beatrice’s clit and repeated the command.

“Bite.”

With the second elf girl now nipping at Beatrice’s body, the quality of the new sensation overwhelmed her and she jerked, unable to cope with the intensity. It didn’t hurt, but it felt… like it should. She moaned, her hips rolling as her body reacted to the biting.

“Bite.” came the third command.

Beatrice gasped, eyes widening as a light pain shot through her body, only to change into unparalleled pleasure as it shot down between her legs. She quivered and looked up at the dark elf.

“I have placed two piercings in your left ear. One of masochism, one of sensuality. It is why you are feeling pleasure now, and why even after being satisfied, you want more.” He held up his tool, looking down at her right ear. “Now you will cum again and receive more piercings.”

Beatrice whimpered, her body thrumming with more need. The three women tormenting her bit down repeatedly, but also licked and sucked, alternating with a spinning selection of stimulation. It didn’t take much before Beatrice cried out, another orgasm slamming through her bound open body. As it did, the Piercer pressed the tool to her other ear and two more sharp pinches left her breathless.

The three women all stopped tormenting her at once, straightening. As Piercer Jaycen stepped away, one of the women turned and then produced a bottle of oil. She poured it out onto Beatrice’s abdomen, then began rubbing it into the creamy white skin.

And that felt… amazing. Beatrice sighed in utter satisfaction, shocked that she felt so good! More oil was put on her and fingers dug into her thighs and calves and all the way down to her bare feet. It didn’t even tickle and the sensation went beyond pleasure. Beatrice relaxed into it, only to feel a fresh shock as one of the women began playing with Beatrice’s breast. The tip hardened, and as the matching nub followed suit, the girl on Beatrice’s other side began the same kind of caress. It was a scratching, plucking, flicking sensation that bordered on madness. And when the girl down between Beatrice’s legs copied the movements, except on Beatrice’s clit, the mayor’s daughter shuddered in response.

Time seemed to slow as the three women nibbled and stroked and licked at Beatrice’s body. Around her, cries of passion and pain became a muted background to her own soft moans. The two orgasms she’d already experienced became nothing more than primers as her body ripened a third time, responding to the incessant stimulation. Beatrice groaned, eyes closed as she thrust herself upward, straining to press her tormented sex against the softly lapping tongue. She found herself looking forward desperately to the occasional bites, the sharpness so much more intense than the softness. The pressure built inside her, a need so intense that her young body had never felt anything so strongly in her life.

“Yes! Yes!” Beatrice blurted out, unable to control herself. She felt the fingers inside her sex, curling, pumping and it was so strong, so overwhelming, that she didn’t realize that the woman to her left had moved, replaced by the elf. Something cold touched her nipple, but even that sensation escalated her arousal and she knew nothing was going to stop her from exploding. She tensed, back arched, only to cry out as she reached the apogee. Something sharp and agonizing pierced her breast.

Even then, the pain didn’t slow her. If anything, it caused her orgasm to become even stronger. Beatrice screamed, but from the ferocity of her explosion, not from the pain. She blinked, struggling to focus as she felt a light throbbing on her nipple and the woman who knelt between her legs went back to the soft, gentle sucking and lapping that sent waves of pleasure through the bound human girl.

Beatrice lay there, panting heavily as her mind tried to cope with what was happening. Her left nipple and both ears throbbed, but not terribly, and there was something about the way it felt that seemed to slide down through her. She lifted her head, looking down at herself, only to see that the pink and tightened tip of her left breast sported a small gold hoop. Her other nipple was still in the mouth of the second woman, licking and teasing the raised tip. Beatrice groaned and let her head fall back, unable to even comprehend what was being done to her. She just knew it felt amazing.

Piercer Jaycen moved into view, this time holding a small leather paddle. As the sexual pressure once more built inside Beatrice, he pushed the girl licking Beatrice’s clit aside. Then, with startling effect, stroked Beatrice’s pussy with the smooth leather. Beatrice tightened, thrusting her hips up and suddenly she knew what Talli had meant.

“Yessss,” Beatrice hissed. “Spank my pussy!”

The Piercer smiled wickedly, still stroking the wet petals of Beatrice’s sex. “You are feeling the desire. The need. Your body knows that you will find satisfaction when I torture you.”

Beatrice nodded emphatically. She didn’t care. All she wanted was for the paddle to rise and fall, instead of stroking softly. She needed the sting, the heat of it. Her eyes flashed to his, the desperation so acute that she was almost crying. “Please? Please? Hit me?”

Jaycen laughed, then lifted the paddle. A single gentle swat made Beatrice jump, but it didn’t hurt. Not even a little. She nodded frantically, rolling her hips.

“Yes! Please! More! Again! Harder!”

“You must call me ‘master’,” Jaycen warned.

“Master! Please! Hit me!” Beatrice begged frantically. Her toes curled and she pulled hard on the bindings holding her down and open.

This time he struck with more force and the sizzling surge of heat sliced through her desperation. It stung, but this time the energy went straight into her pussy, doubling the sexual need. Another blow, without her asking, left her gasping. Jaycen stepped to the side and the slave woman went back down on Beatrice’s clit, sucking on it hard. Beatrice could barely think. Too much sensation, too much stimulation, too much wanton need flowed through her. When Beatrice exploded for the fourth time, the elf pierced her right nipple.

Again, she was allowed to calm down, but only for a few moments. Then the licking, sucking, and rubbing began once more. Piercer Jaycen moved around Beatrice’s body, smacking her judiciously with the paddle, sometimes softly, sometimes with heat. It didn’t matter. All of it felt sexual to her. All of it aroused her. All of it was wanted and needed. She blubbered and begged. She pleaded with him to hit her in the right spots. Her toes curled as she was brought once more to the edge of acute bliss. The slave woman had pushed almost her entire hand up into Beatrice’s sopping wet slit, pumping and curling it, as her two sisters in the chains caressed and rubbed Beatrice’s breasts.

“Please! Please! Master? Please can I cum! Please let me cum!” Beatrice bleated helplessly.

“Of course you can, child.” He said softly, the tool in his hand, something cold and wet touching Beatrice’s clit. The new sensation seemed to paralyze her, leaving her susceptible to overwhelming lust. She began to climax, swirling in the heady euphoria as her body once more lost control. Even as her pussy tightened around the hand inside her, the tool clamped down and a metal barb shot through her clitoris, under the hood, Pain exploded in her, but the earrings of masochism converted the sensation and Beatrice screamed in ecstasy, or agony… she wasn’t sure. The room around went dark, her vision tunneling as every last bit of energy in her body was directed toward the climax.

“And you are now ready to be tortured and tested,” Piecer Jaycen whispered.

Beatrice groaned. She blinked, trying to focus as the three elf-girls around her moved with purpose, freeing Beatrice’s arms and legs. She felt exhausted, but in a good way, and there was only a little sensitivity between her legs and at the tips of her breasts. She sat up, realizing she was no longer bound and the three slave women had once more moved to their cushions, kneeling delicately. Piercer Jaycen helped Beatrice down from the frame and then handed her a cup. She drank it quickly, wrinkling her nose at the acidic taste. As she handed it back, she looked down at herself.

Both of her nipples sported small metal hoops to which a decorative band of beads had been attached, dangling downward. She leaned forward, looking at her sex, only to see that her clitoral hood had a similar piece of hardware. She reached up to her ears, feeling the multiple studs and she swallowed with trepidation. For a second, she tried to assess the differences between her previous self and what the piercing enchantments might be inflicting upon her. All she knew was that she had an overwhelming desire to throw herself onto the elf, find his cock, and mount him.

“Follow me,” Piercer Jaycen said simply. “It is time for you to be judged.” He put his hand on her shoulder and Beatrice gasped, shocked at how just that simple touch seemed to excite her. It was like she had never felt someone’s hand upon her body before. Her sex tightened, pulsing with desire, and she could feel the wetness surging between her legs. She twisted toward him, eyes wide and accepting.

“Yes, yes,” he said with a laugh, his hand swinging downward to cup her sex. Beatrice almost swooned as his finger slid into her body, curling and stroking. Her eyes rolled upward as pleasure surged through her and she grabbed hold of the elf, clinging to him desperately as her knees trembled. “Indeed, you are well suited for this kind of use. But don’t cum just yet, little one. You will need all your strength to be judged.” He tugged his finger out of her and her whine of frustration matched the grimace on her face. But then he stepped backward, away from her, pulling himself free of her grip and she was forced to support herself. She swayed, then managed to stand upright, gulping.

“Come now,” he ordered, gesturing. She watched him turn and followed obediently, hurriedly, realizing only a moment later that she was doing so in the faint hope he would throw her to the ground and take her, ravishing her body. But even as she walked, the cacophony of groans and moans, the soft whimpers of need, even the sound of leather slapping against flesh, only increased her arousal. She slowed, stumbling, eyes flickering through the dim light, now better able to see. There were other girls, bound to frames, their legs spread, being toyed with, teased, tormented, then pierced. She tried to take it all in, to embrace it, mouth wide and marveling. How had she ever thought this couldn’t be right? That it couldn’t be for her? She felt the slickness against her thighs as she looked around desperately, trying to see everything, experience it all. Her fingers slid down between her legs, even as Piercer Jaycen turned, saw her hesitation, and came back.

“Yes,” he whispered. “You are indeed well suited for such a life,” he whispered in her ear. “Do you know what we will do with you?” He asked, his hand stroking downward, along Beatrice's spine. “You will be bound, tormented, forced to cum over and over. Tortured even. Your body will be whipped. Your sex filled. Your mouth used. You will be ordered not to cum, and when you do, you will be punished by having to cum again.”

Beatrice groaned, eyes closing. “Yes,” she whispered. “Oh gods, yes.” She turned toward Piercer Jaycen, pressing her tingling nipples and aching clit against him. Her hips thrust as she rubbed herself against his body.

“And you will be cared for,” Jaycen said softly. “Loved even. And all you must do is suffer and cum for us.” He pushed her then, away from him, forcing her to stand. Their eyes met and he nodded. “Now, follow me. I will take you to judgment.” He turned and started walking back toward the entrance and this time, Beatrice followed without hesitation.

She almost didn’t see the elf girl, and even then it was just a glimpse. Calien was still bound to one of the far frames, thrashing and crying, struggling against what was being done to her. Beatrice blinked, freezing, as another girl’s tongue slid and swirled through Calien’s delicate little slit, forcing Calien to arch her back. A piercer, like Jaycen, stood ready at Calien’s side, clearly about to thrust the sharp metal pin through the girl’s nipple.

“Do you wish to taste the whip so soon?” Piercer Jaycen asked irritably, grabbing Beatrice's arm. He glanced at what seemed to be captivating the human girl and shook his head. “You wish to be her?” He asked with amusement. “You should not. She is an elf. It is harder for her to reach the same levels of desire as you. She will also live many more years than you, constantly suffering in ways that, while you might desire, you could not withstand. “You’ll find out just how difficult service can be to the dark elves when you are judged. Now come.”

Beatrice blinked again, this time rapidly, eyes locked on Calien. Then she lost sight of the girl, almost tripping over her own feet as Piercer Jaycen forced her away, toward the door. But the mayor’s daughter smiled, even as she headed toward the unknown torment of testing.

Behind Beatrice, the light of the portal was so miniscule that no one really saw it. There was a tiny blue flash, dimmer than a candle. Then it went dark again. In its spot a small black beetle began scurrying. It seemed to know exactly where the elf girl was bound and it crawled up the frame and just as Calien let out another scream, it bit her.


Talli’s Judgment

A Note from Florentino

Dear Reader,

During the course of writing this manuscript I found myself wrestling with whether to include the tale of Talli’s Judgement. It took multiple conversations to wrest the full breadth and width of her testing from Talli, mostly because she became insanely aroused and voracious when recounting the various sexual positions and applications, and needed immediate satisfaction.

Still, I was able to piece most of what was done to her together, only to realize with disappointment, that Talli’s Judgement was not truly conducive to the other story I was trying to relate. In addition, what the dark elves did to her was truly sadistic, intense, and even disturbing. Considering that aspect, I have elected not to include it in this narrative, which is about Robert’s attempt to recover the Eye of Assurance and to save Calien.

Please understand I mean no disrespect. Undoubtedly you have come to enjoy and love Talli as much as the rest of us and I recognize that some of you would gladly wish to witness and even experience her sexual torment at the hands of Lord Balok. Some of you might even desire to be holding the whip as her cries of orgasmic ecstasy fill the air. I not only understand this, but in many ways, share your love of this delightful woman and her lusty, incredible, beauty. It is why the Múl Gwen tattooed at the base of her spine is the most complicated and expressive marking ever given by the elves. Talli changed them, just as she changed me, Gwendolyn, Morlok, and Robert. She is the best of us, the most pure of heart, the most loving, the most incredible female, of any race, I have ever met.

The tale of her trials lies not within this manuscript, but elsewhere. So, while not included here, Talli’s Judgement is available, right now, for those of you who wish to know exactly what was done to her, how she embraced her nature, and how she, of all those tested, passed both the Path of Eagerness and the Path of Strength. Follow this magic link to read of her trials.

And for those of you who do not need to know the depths of depravity to which the dark elves go, know that their torments only fed Talli’s lusts, and that she would willingly, gladly even, submit to them again, and again, and again. It is her nature.

But the story continues and she is needed now for Bob’s task, to help save Calien, to bedazzle Helenae with her beauty, her eagerness, her masochism, and to steal the Eye of Assurance.

Onward.

Florentino


Chapter Twelve - A Wolf About to Pounce

Talli woke up with a groan and stretched. Light flickered around her and she blinked, surprised to find herself once again in the cart’s cage. Slowly she sat up and looked around. Across from her, on the other side of the cage, lay Beatrice, her naked back exposed and Talli’s eyes focused on the dark, freshly made tattoo that now stretched from one hip to the other. Centered between the dimples of her bottom, Talli found it beautiful and crawled over, running her fingers over the mark. Like the tattoo on her arm, the skin on Beatrice’s back was smooth and Beatrice let out another soft moan as Talli touched her. But then Talli slid her hand down over the woman’s bare buttock, all the way down her leg until she was holding Beatrice’s ankle. Talli pulled, licking her lips hungrily as Beatrice, still asleep, was spread open. Her sex was pink and wet and Talli crawled over one leg. Her clitoris sported a beautiful gold ring and just as Talli was about to put her face into the sweet, pink slit of Beatrice’s flower, she heard her name.

“Talli,” Gwendolyn’s voice repeated, interrupting. “Leave her alone. Besides, we need you.” The old woman came up to the bars, peering in. Talli twisted, tearing her eyes from Beatrice and looking at the druid. Gwen’s brow furrowed and she gave Talli a hard look. “Are you feeling alright?” Suddenly Talli remembered the testing, every last bit of it, and her eyes widened.

“Oh gods!” She gasped. “Calien!”

A dark look crossed Gwendolyn’s face. “Still a prisoner.” She said crossly. “But we were successful. Bob will be able to track her. But right now my concern is you. Are you injured?”

Talli looked down at herself, then spread her knees and began a quick check. “I should be,” she declared, thinking back to the things done to her during the judging. “I think. But I’m not.” She looked over at Gwen. “Did you heal me?” She asked suspiciously.

The old woman shook her head, scowling. “No. You were brought out and dumped into Bob’s arms at the door. I thought you were unconscious at first, but you had just fallen asleep. You mumbled something unintelligible when we moved you, then began snoring. You’ve been napping for about three hours.”

Talli bit her lip. “Where are Kie and Jenni and Peaches?” She asked in a worried tone. “Did they… did they make it?”

Gwen sighed and shrugged nonchalantly. “Of course they did. They just recovered faster than you, probably because they finished quicker. You were held for an unusually long time for testing. Almost double the others.”

Talli nodded and leaned back against the bars with a sigh. “Lord Balok didn’t believe me about getting turned on by what he was doing to me.”

Gwen’s eyebrow went up. “What were they doing?”

Talli closed her eyes and bit her lip. The memories of the testing hit her solidly and she didn’t even realize she’d thrust two fingers up between her legs until they were fully inside her. She was soaked. She opened her eyes and looked at Gwendolyn. “Everything,” she whispered.

The druid took a deep breath. “Well, I’m glad to see you acting normally. Especially since Bob needs you.”

“He does?” Talli blurted out, her concern showing. She pulled her hand away from her groin and started to get to her feet. “Was he hurt? Was that lizard waiting for him?” She asked, suddenly very worried.

Gwendolyn snorted. “The lizard was most certainly waiting for him, but Florentino went over and disabused Slaver Harsiss of the notion.”

“Disabused him?” Talli asked, somewhat confused.

Gwen nodded. “Permanently.”

Talli blinked. “Oh. Well… good.” She stood up and went to the door of the cage, which was unlocked. “So what does Bob need me for?” She asked, hopping down.

Gwendolyn frowned. “He’s received a summons from Helenae Alvas. The Duchess wishes to see him. And you. According to Florentino, you are now something of a legend.”

“I am?” She blinked. “Why?”

“Something about your tattoo.”

Talli’s hand flew to the small of her back. “Oh! I have one too! I forgot!” She twisted around. “Is it pretty?”

Gwendolyn’s face screwed up. “It’s… well, yes. It is beautiful. But it’s complicated. Very, very complicated. It makes Beatrice’s and the other girls’ look disturbingly plain.”

That made Talli frown. “Are they going to be upset?”

Gwen shrugged. “No idea. But I need you to come along now. You’ve been summoned by the Duchess.”

Talli grinned and straightened up. “Bob’s ex-girlfriend,” she said, climbing down from the wagon. “Gwen, if I have sex with Bob’s ex, what does that make me?”

“Insatiable” Gwen grumbled. She walked away and Talli followed the druid. Talli realized that she could hear all sorts of interesting sounds, some from close by, of panting breaths and moaning. These were occasionally interrupted by a high pitched cry or yelp that flitted through the air. She moved to the front of the cart and realized that each of the slavers had set up displays.

The cart next to theirs had four girls in various poses, staked out and clearly meant for use. Talli paused for a moment when she realized that all of them sported similar tattoos as Beatrice across the rump, though she felt that Beatrice’s looked nicer. Talli felt herself stiffen when she caught sight of one of the lizardmen. It glared over at her and she felt a flutter of fear.

“Gwendolyn? Does ‘permanently disabuse’ mean ‘dead’?” She asked cautiously.

But Gwendolyn didn’t answer. Talli hurried after the druid, around to the front of the cart. Florentino was standing mutely nearby, obviously keeping a close eye on the Lizardmen’s cart, while Kie and Jenni were both bound to posts, standing helpless, legs spread and tied open, wrists held in place above their heads. Once again, Talli spotted new markings on each girl’s lower back, though theirs wasn’t quite as pretty as the one on Beatrice’s tailbone.

A mewling whimper came from in front of the girls and Talli spotted Peaches. Her tattoo was much more complicated than Kie or Jenni’s markings, and even more impressive than Beatrice’s new mark. Peaches was straddling a triangular edged wooden pony, hands bound behind her back, clamps attached to her nipples, standing on tiptoe as she struggled to stay off the sharpened ridge of the mount beneath her. There were a number of dark elves watching as Peaches struggled to keep herself off the uncomfortable edge. Talli stood there, somewhat flabbergasted, not to mention jealous, when Florentino put a hand on her shoulder.

“You go to mage,” he said dumbly.

Talli blinked. “Why are you talking like that?” She asked, then realized that the rock giant was trying to maintain his cover as an uneducated lout. “Oh,” she said apologetically. “Yes. You’re such a good rock giant,” she said slowly, patting his arm. “I understand. Take me to Bob,” she said. “Please.”

Florentino, rather than leading her away, picked her up at the waist. Talli gasped, surprised as the rock giant turned and then deposited her only three feet further along, where Bob was sitting on a stool, just around the edge of the cart.

“Talli,” Bob said. “Good. You’re awake.” He pulled his pack over and started rummaging through it. “We’ve been summoned to see Helenae.”

“Bob, I saw her,” Talli said. “I saw Calien, right near the end. Gwendolyn said it worked. Do you know where she is?”

Bob gave her a curt nod. “I do. She was carried out of the testing center just after you. They took her to the Castle.”

“So we’re going to go get her?” Talli asked.

Bob hesitated. “I am, yes. But not you. You’re going to be a distraction.”

Talli blinked. “Okay. I can be distracting,” she agreed. “Just make sure you get her, okay?”

Bob nodded. “I will do my best. Things are going to be interesting tonight. I hope you’re ready.”

She smiled. “I’m always ready!” Then she bit her lip. “Um… Bob? What does the tattoo on my butt look like?” She twisted around, trying to see her own rump.

Bob let out a chuckle and reached into his leather pack. He pulled out a mirror and Talli caught a glimpse of the marking. “You performed beautifully. And the tattoo is quite impressive. In fact, it’s the most complicated Múl Gwen I’ve ever seen.”

Talli gasped, her eyes having trouble tracing all the whorls and thorns and lines. “Why does it look like that?” She demanded. “It’s so different!” But then she blinked. “Wait. No it isn’t. It sort of looks like what Peaches has. But more.”

Bob shrugged. “The dark elves use it to know the quality of the slave girl. According to Florentino, you passed all the various torments. Now every dark elf knows just how much of a masochist you are. And that's why Helenae wants to see you. No human girl has ever done what you did.”

“What about Beatrice?” Talli asked softly. “Hers was almost the same as Peaches.”

Bob pulled a bundle of gauze out of the bag. “Beatrice?” He replied. “Yes, well, she tested higher than I would have suspected. She definitely has some masochistic streaks in her.” He sighed. “She would make a good slave girl actually. At least, once she’s been trained to keep her stupid mouth shut.”

“You’re going to remove the piercings then?” Talli asked, sounding somewhat disappointed.

Bob snorted. “I didn’t promise any such thing. Gwendolyn did. And she’s keeping an eye on Beatrice. At least for right now though, she needs to keep them in and play the part.” He shook out the gauze and it billowed into a pink, see-through top and a pair of loose pants with fittings at the hips and ankle. Of course, it was missing the crotch portion. Talli cooed and grabbed the pants, slipping into them quickly. Little bells had been strung from each leg and they tinkled as she moved. Bob held out the shirt and Talli held out her arms, sliding into the top.

“I love this outfit,” she declared, glancing down. She grabbed the mirror from him and admired herself for a moment. 

Bob chuckled. “You look scrumptious, which is the point.” He fished out a pair of high heeled sandals, but not the ones Talli was used to. She frowned at him in disappointment, but slid her feet into the new shoes. Then Bob held out the elven vibrating clamps.

“Really?” She asked in surprise.

He nodded. “You need to be as attractive and exciting as possible for Helenae.” He lifted the gauze covering her breasts and attached the clamps, eliciting a quiet, but excited moan from Talli.

Then he looked up and took her face between both hands. For a second his fingers glowed with power and Talli gasped, her eyes going unfocused. “Talli,” Bob whispered, his voice changing. Magic surged through her head. It held her rigid and she stared woodenly at the mage. “Tonight you’ll have an opportunity to take Helenae’s amulet. If you feel it is right, take it, and keep it safe. Then just walk away. Do you understand?” He sent another surge of magic into Talli’s head.

“Yes, Master,” she replied in a monotone. Bob smiled and let go, letting his hands drop and the power fade. Talli’s eyes suddenly refocused. “That was weird,” she said in a completely normal tone, shaking her head.

“What was?” Bob asked, smiling.

She bit her lip. “I’m not sure. I felt…” she shrugged. “I don’t know. Weird.”

Bob smiled. “It’s probably just everything you’ve been through. Alright, I think we’re about ready.”

Talli paused. “Won’t I be tied up?”

Bob hesitated. “Eventually. For some of it. Why?”

Talli scratched her head. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “I feel like… like I’ve forgotten something.”

“Calien?” Bob offered.

She gave him a frustrated look. “You’re rescuing Calien. I’m the distraction.”

Bob nodded. “Exactly,” he said solidly, then kissed her on the lips. Talli kissed him back, passionately. Then there was a cough that interrupted them. Bob broke the kiss and Talli looked to see Gwendolyn standing there, holding a cup.

“Here,” she said to Talli. “Drink this.”

Talli rolled her eyes. “Are you kidding me? Another tonic? Right before I see the Duchess?”

Gwendolyn nodded. “That’s right. Trust me, you’ll need the energy if Bob is right about what she’s going to do to you this evening.”

Talli grimaced and took the cup. “Compared to the Judging, I doubt the Duchess can do anything worse to me.” She paused. “Besides, the Judging wasn’t actually that bad. It hurt, but oh gods… the orgasms!” Then she raised the cup to her mouth and started to swallow.

“Oh!” She exclaimed in surprise after just one sip. “This one doesn’t taste bad!”

Bob glanced at the druid with a nod and he watched carefully as Talli drank the full glass with gusto. She handed it back to Gwendolyn with a satisfied smacking of her lips. “Why can’t all your tonics taste that good?” She demanded.

Gwendolyn shrugged. Then the druid turned to Bob and held out a pair of black leather gloves. His eyebrow went up, but then he took them, shrugging as he put them on. He tugged down on his robes, which were nicer than the traveling clothes he’d been wearing earlier and nodded.

“Okay. We’re ready then?” He asked, eyeing Talli carefully.

“I’ll get Morlok,” Gwendolyn replied. She turned and walked away. Talli licked her lips and smiled.

“I hope the Duchess is very, very horny,” she said wickedly.

A moment later Morlok appeared. He was still dressed in black and wearing his sword. He gave Bob a short nod and then Bob led the way while Morlok took up the rear. They walked around the cart, Talli glancing at the three other slave girls, all of whom were in various states of sexual excitement, not to mention discomfort. Peaches had been removed from her place on the wooden pony and Florentino had moved Kie onto the wooden ridge. The frame Kie had been on now held Peaches, except Florentino had tied her onto it upside down, with her legs spread. Several of the dark elves were already bent over, examining Peaches’ wet little slit and pumping a dildo into her.

“That looks like fun,” Talli grumped.

“Don’t worry,” Bob replied over his shoulder. “You’ll be in similar straits soon enough.”

With Morlok at the rear, they crossed the sands of the cavern straight over to the castle. The portcullis stood open, with two dark elf guards on either side. They looked at Bob, then Morlok, frowning.

“Your companion expects us to let him in armed?” One of them sneered.

Bob rolled his eyes. “He’s my bodyguard.” He jerked a thumb over his shoulder. “You lot said I wasn’t allowed to use magic, then refused to prevent one of those reptiles from trying to take off my head. Morlok is obviously no match for an elf, but he’s good for pest control.”

The elf hesitated, but then shrugged. “True. A human swordsman is no match for an elf.” He stepped aside. “Alright, he may enter.”

Bob bowed. “Thank you, my lord.” They walked in and  Bob glanced at Morlok with a smirk. “I love elvish bigotry.” Morlok didn’t reply.

They found themselves in a courtyard. Crossing that, another door was opened for them and there stood a liveried servant. Bob quietly explained why he was there and the servant scurried off, only to come back a minute later with a distinguished looking dark elf in flowing, extravagant robes. The man’s long white hair was pulled back into a knot and he glowered at Bob.

“Bob the Sex Mage,” the elf said, glowering down at Bob. “You’ve kept the Duchess waiting.”

Bob shrugged. “Lord Balok, in his enthusiasm to prove my slave could fuck her way through this entire duchy, knocked out the entire reason I’m here to see the Duchess in the first place.” He reached out and snagged Talli, then forced her to turn in a circle. “Stick your butt out,” he ordered.

Talli bent over and even spread her legs. She suddenly realized that the position was designed to show off the tattoo on her back, just above her bottom.

The elf’s eyebrows went up and Talli even heard him gasp. “A most impressive designation,” he admitted. “The Duchess will be most eager to confirm such a grading. It is unheard of for a human female to endure both paths of the Mùl Gwen, though the presumption is that all elf girls could do it.” Then he straightened even more. “I am Harden Alvas, her Grace’s herald and her cousin. You will accompany me.” He turned and started walking, clearly expecting Bob to follow. Bob grinned, spun Talli back around with his gloved hand, and beckoned for her to follow. They slid deeper into the keep.

“Why is it so dark in here?” Talli whispered, glancing around. The stone keep was barely illuminated, with only a few guttering candles barely giving them enough light to see by. There was little artwork and what little Talli did see was disturbing. Mostly it was sculpture. Odd forms that seemed vaguely erotic, while at the same time, painful. They descended a stairway, spiraling downward, and then Talli gasped, spotting something in a shadowed niche. It was a human girl, of age but younger than Talli herself, sitting in some sort of restraint chair, with both of her legs brought up around her ears. Clamps were holding the girl’s labia open and there was some sort of magical construct grinding away inside the girl’s sex. From the puddle of cum that had dripped onto the slate floor beneath her, she’d clearly been there for some time, and through a number of orgasms. Sigils around her glowed.

“Oh my…” Talli whispered. Bob paused and looked at the girl.

“Hmm,” he grunted, studying the magical construct. “Clever.” But then they continued down, with Herald Harden leading the way.

Finally they were led to a heavy wooden door and opened it. Inside was a chamber that was marginally better lit, with several padded couches. A dark elf guard stood against one wall and his eyes focused immediately on Morlok. Harden pointed at the swordsman. “Your bodyguard will wait here. Bring the girl.”

Bob nodded at Morlok, who shrugged nonchalantly and went over to one of the couches. Morlok sat, then laid back, closing his eyes. This appeared to outrage the Herald, but Harden didn’t say anything. Instead he walked to the set of inner doors, opened them, and then cleared his throat.

“The Sex Mage, Robert of Chambers,” Harden announced. “And the slavegirl,” he added, glancing at Talli with a look that made it very clear he’d rather be fucking her. Talli grinned, gave the herald a wink and a smile, and even wiggled her hips before she followed Bob into the inner chambers of the Duchess Helenae Alvas.

The room was huge and was part office, part bedroom, and part torture chamber. Talli eyed the cluttered desk, noting the papers and candles and spotting the crop, paddle, and flogger which all sat haplessly in various spots. The bed nearby was massive, covered in pillows, and sported attachment points to tie helpless sex slaves into various intriguing positions. Skeins of rope lay scattered on the floor and there were shards of cooled wax melts littering the rug. Then, the biggest part of the room was dominated by a padded leather platform, around which several metal pipes in various odd configurations, had been mounted. Talli couldn’t make sense of it. Then came the more familiar devices. A spiked chair, complete with double dildos, sat in one corner. There was a metal frame against one wall, perfect for securing someone, and a wooden horse, complete with huge stone weights ready to be hung from some hapless slave’s ankles, the ridge sharp and shiny. Racks of canes, paddles, whips of various lengths and thickness, crops and other tools of sexual torment were aligned and waiting for use.

“Bob!” The name came high pitched and ended with a super enthusiastic squeal. Talli blinked as a young elven woman, who looked about the same age as Talli, rushed forward. Her skin was the same gray tone of the dark elves, but she’d dyed portions of her hair into dark crimson streaks. That, plus the black, tight fitting leather vest that barely contained her breasts, the black leather pants, laced up the sides with enough visible skin to make it clear she wasn’t wearing anything underneath, and a pair of black leather boots with impressive heels, made her look exceptionally sinister. At least until she practically jumped onto Bob, wrapping her arms and legs around him, kissing him desperately. Talli bit her lip, trying not to be jealous. Of either of them. Helenae was freaking gorgeous and Talli’s perverted mind immediately envisioned what the Duchess would look like naked. 

“Mmmphhh!” Bob spluttered from under the weight of the Duchess and Talli gave him a look of curiosity as the Duchess clearly thrust her tongue into Bob’s mouth. He teetered, hands cupping the Duchess’ buttocks, and Talli frowned as he and the dark elf girl spun. Helenae was taller than Bob by a good six inches, which didn’t even take into account the six inch heels on her boots. Talli stood there, feeling just a little left out, as the black, leather clad dominatrix moaned, still enthralled with the kiss. She cleared her throat, and when that didn’t work, she coughed. Loudly.

Finally Bob broke away. “Helenae! I’m about to fall over!” He gasped.

The Duchess laughed, put her feet down, and straightened, keeping Bob from toppling. “Good,” she said with a grin, still holding the mage. “Right into my bed! I knew you’d come back to me!” She declared. She unwrapped herself, but held onto both his hands.

“You did?” Bob asked in surprise, rubbing his jaw. “Um… how?” It took every bit of willpower not to follow the thin, beautifully wrought gold chain down the front of Helenae’s chest, to where it disappeared into her impressive cleavage.

Helenae smiled. “Let’s just say that I’ve been unusually lucky lately.” She reached out and touched him on the shoulder. “It is so good to see you, Bob! Why have you not come back sooner? I’ve been despondent without you!”

Bob licked his lips and grinned. “Well, you know. Things. But I’m here now.” He said with finality.

Helenae smiled. “You’ve gotten old,” she said softly, almost sadly. She let go of one of his hands and reached up to his head. Her fingers slid through his bangs. “You’ve gone gray.”

Bob shrugged. “Happens to all of us. It’s just more noticeable with us humans.”

Helenae looked slightly sad. “True. Human lives are just a flicker to us. Still, I think it makes you look distinguished. And you’re here. That’s what’s important.” She leaned in and kissed him again, though without all the tongue action. “What did you bring me?” She whispered, almost like a little child about to open a present.

“Well, I found her on my travels and I thought, ‘Helenae would just love to sink her teeth into this scrumptious little morsel.”

“Is she a gift?” Helenae asked in astonishment, finally looking over at Talli.

Bob snorted. “Hell no!” He declared. “You’re rich and I’m not. I’m hoping you’ll want to buy her.”

Helenae laughed, shaking her head. “You haven’t changed,” she declared. She took a step back and looked at Talli. Hands clasped behind her back, the Duchess walked around Talli, studying the girl. “She’s a little old, isn’t she? For a human girl?” The Duchess asked curiously. “Impressive testing, I’ll give her that. Both paths. It must have been excruciating. And this thorn here? Do you realize that she orgasmed on each and every station?” She continued her circle and then paused, glancing at Talli’s right bicep. “Bob, are you aware of this mark?” Helenae demanded, pointing at the inked spot.

Bob shrugged. “Yes. She touched a necromantic amulet about eight months ago. I stopped the spread, but there was some contamination.”

Helenae shook her head. “Only you would think it was contamination,” she said, rolling her eyes. She moved in front of Talli, looking the slave girl in the eyes. “You see ghosts?” Helenae demanded. Talli nodded.

“Yes, your Grace,” she said softly.

Helenae’s eyes narrowed. “They obey you?” She asked.

Talli shook her head. “No, Mistress. Even when I tell them to stop.”

“To stop? Stop what?”

Talli bit her lip. “They want to tell me things. About their lives. What they were, who they were, when they were. Most of them at least. I can handle one or two at a time, but when there are more, it overwhelms me.” She bit her lip and sighed “Sex makes it better. I can ignore them.”

Helenae looked at Talli suspiciously. “Are there any spirits or ghosts here in my rooms?”

Talli didn’t even have to look around. “No Mistress.”

“Because this room is shielded against spirits,” Helenae replied. She glanced at Bob. “I’m trying to decide if you understand the seriousness of this ability.”

Bob shrugged. “So she can see and talk to ghosts? How does that affect her ability to spread her legs, take two or three dozen swats to her clit with a paddle, and cum screaming from it?”

Helenae finished walking around Talli, only to look at Bob. “And you’re selling her?” She asked, still sounding somewhat confused.

Bob shrugged. “Circumstances have changed for me.”

Helenae crossed her arms. “Indeed. Castle Haggard. Rumor has it that you killed Bartholomew of Tarantella.” She tapped her foot suspiciously.

Bob sighed and looked apologetic. “Actually, a Lich killed Barty. I took care of the Lich afterward,” he admitted.

Helenae gave him a suspicious look. “How did a Lich get into Bartholomew’s house, in the middle of Tarantella?”

Bob shrugged. “No clue,” he said with a smirk.

Helenae tried not to look impressed. “How do people keep underestimating you?” She asked curiously.

Bob grinned, spreading his hands. “It’s because I don’t look all that smart.” He gestured over at Talli. “But honestly, Helenae. This girl is the most masochistic slut I’ve ever encountered. And she’s like that naturally. Forget the earring. The things you can do to her will outshine any other human female you have, and I’m willing to bet she can match, or even beat the half-breeds you’ve trained up. Talli is incorrigible, insatiable, and completely sex crazy.” He reached out and touched Helenae on the elbow. “I’m not lying. Talli is worth it. You’ll chain her to the freakin’ bed in here.”

Helenae eyed Talli once more, this time a little more intrigued. “That’s high praise, coming from you, Bob. No limits?”

Talli licked her lips nervously but Bob let out a chuckle. “None that you wouldn’t already find distasteful.”

“And if I make her bleed?” Helenae asked, her sweet voice grating against the words.

Bob frowned. “As long as it's sexual based, she’ll tolerate insane amounts of abuse. Though your tastes have changed if you’re going that dark.”

The Duchess shrugged. “I have found that a thin needle inserted into the right spot can be devilishly excruciating. And some slaves require more to get them going.”

“As do bored dominatrixes,” Bob replied evenly.

She snorted and waved a hand. “So you just expect to show her off to me and hope I’ll bid high at the auction tomorrow evening?”

Bob laughed. “Hardly. You asked if I had a gift, and I do.” He held out his hand and gestured at Talli. “A full night. With her. Fuck her. Torture her. Test her. Drive her crazy. Do your absolute harshest torments to her and see if I’m right. I’m telling you, she will cum, look up at you with absolute adoration, and ask for more.”

Helenae paused. “That’s quite the boast.”

“Not a boast,” Bob assured the Duchess.

The Duchess stepped back from Talli, still staring at the bare naked girl standing with her hands bound behind her back. “What confuses me,” Helenae said quietly, “is that you aren’t using her for yourself.”

Bob smiled. He’d expected this. He stepped around the desk, kicked her chair outward and sat down, leaning back. “I’ve resolved my power issues. More or less.”

Helenae turned and looked at the mage sitting in the chair. “Indeed. More or less?” She asked, the inflection quite different.

Bob grinned. “More,” he said with assurance.

Helenae’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t suppose you want to explain?”

Bob shrugged. “I didn’t kick King Haggard’s ass just for boasting privileges.”

Helenae went right up to him and climbed up in his lap, straddling him. She ran her fingers through Bob’s hair, smiling affectionately. “I always knew that you would find a means to eliminate your disability. You have power now. I can sense it.” She leaned forward and kissed him again, practically growling. Talli could see the woman’s hips grinding against Bob’s loins. Bob let out a muffled groan and wrapped his arms around Helenae, kissing her back.

Finally, she pulled away and glanced over at Talli. “What if she isn’t fit for auction tomorrow evening?”

Bob’s eyebrow went up. “Uh… well, I suppose we could stay until the next auction,” he said lamely.

Helenae laughed. “Not that I needed an excuse to put her through her paces,” she exclaimed. “But you just sealed her fate. It will take her weeks to heal from the welts I leave upon her breasts and bottom. Her poor pussy will be fit for nothing but my tongue when I’m done wresting a hundred orgasms from her screaming body.” She climbed out of Bob’s lap and pointed at Talli. “You girl, what’s your name?” Helenae asked, her fingers unbuckling the leather belt at her waist.

“Talli, your Grace,” Talli replied.

“On your knees,” the Duchess said, pointing to a nearby rug. The Duchess pulled the belt off and began undoing the buttons at the front of her black leather trousers. “There. And spread your legs wide. I want to see your cunt. It better be dripping.”

Talli moved right over to the small carpet and knelt. She spread her knees to the edges, stretching her thighs. Talli watched with growing arousal as the Duchess began stripping off her pants. The elf woman had alabaster skin, perfect and without blemish, though her ass wasn’t quite as well rounded as Talli’s own. Talli glanced at Bob, who didn’t seem to be disturbed by the sudden turn of events, even a little bit. Then the Duchess removed her top, revealing a simple amulet, nestled between her breasts.

“Now, Bob,” Helenae said, turning away from Talli and holding out her hand. Her naked body, except for the high heeled boots and the jewelry, seemed to shine. “You will personally service me, before I make your little slave scream in desperation.” She started tugging Bob toward the bed. “Get out of those robes before I tear them off you.”

Bob, laughing, pulled off his gloves. A moment later he was shrugging out of his robes. Beneath he was only wearing a simple set of trousers and those dropped, revealing his already stiffening manhood. Helenae reached down and wrapped her fingers around Bob’s shaft, squeezing and rubbing him. They kissed again, fondling each other as they fell toward the bed, disappearing from Talli’s view in the copious blankets.

Talli whimpered. Her clit throbbed with need and she could hear the Duchess as the dark elf woman gasped, moaning as she was deeply impaled. The sounds of passionate sex filtered through the room as Talli knelt, her untouched sex throbbing with need. She wished that she was curled up with Bob and Helenae, the sexual pressure building in soft, steady waves, until she was trembling with lust, the cries of pleasure from the bed ringing in Talli’s ears.

Talli could feel the arousal dripping from her petals as Helenae emerged from behind the bed curtains, her body glistening. She looked over at Talli and smiled. “Don’t worry, little one. In a moment it will be you screaming with… well… everything.” She grinned wickedly.

“You haven’t changed a bit,” Bob groaned from the bed. “Damn Helenae, do you have any idea what an amazing vessel you would have been?”

Helenae snorted, “you mean forced to travel naked with you, kept on the edge of orgasm, barely able to think beyond the next climax, being dragged through who knows what stupid shit you could find, at risk of being killed by some dwarf or high elf or paladin, constantly lusting for you and instead only getting the slurry of concrete exuded by your fucking rock giant sidekick?” She grimaced. “No, thank you.”

Talli bit her lip, glancing at Bob with a startled expression.

Bob sat up in bed. “Well, when you put it like that,” he muttered ruefully.

Helenae reached down and grabbed Bob, half pulling him out of the sheets, her face furious. “Do not mistake my fondness for you, my lust for you, as something that would save your ass should I, for even a moment, think you see me as less than your equal.” Her fingers tightened around Bob’s arm and he squawked, eyes just a little mild. She shook him hard and his head rocked back. “I would have given up everything, even the Duchy, to be with you, but you didn’t want a partner.” She shoved him back down and Bob grunted painfully. “I’m more than some fuck toy you can use as a magic battery.”

“Okay. I deserved that,” he agreed, rubbing his shoulder.

“Yes you did,” Helenae declared angrily. She whirled back around and glared down at Talli. “I’d make her pay for your insolence, but the truth is I was already going to punish her so badly that she’ll be sobbing, begging me to let her cum. Just for being her.” Helenae’s eyes narrowed and she took a step closer to Talli, but Helenae’s eyes were still on Bob. “Just for getting to be with you.”

Talli gulped.

“Bend over, Talli. Touch your forehead to the floor.”

Talli, still kneeling with her legs spread, struggled to obey. It wasn’t easy, considering that her wrist cuffs will still clipped together behind her back. Bob sat up again, eyes widening as Helenae approached Talli, then bent down. Talli felt a tug and then the metal clips holding her wrists came loose. She brought her hands forward as Helenae moved away and picked up a quirt. The long leather strand dangled from the short pole.

Helenae moved behind Talli, and with a flick of the weapon, caused the thong to snap forward. It struck Talli’s exposed and very wet petals, eliciting a sharp gasp from the girl.

“Stay in position,” Helenae warned.

“Yes Mistress,” Talli replied immediately, wincing as the sting spread through her groin. The quirt moved again and Talli jerked. A dozen more little flicks cut across Talli’s sex, each one leaving a hot sting that slowly faded into heat. Talli endured all of them, even when Helenae accidentally, or perhaps on purpose, caught Talli’s clit. She didn’t move, but she certainly squealed.

“Stand,” the Duchess ordered, pointing the weapon at Talli.

Talli rose, her heart hammering in her chest.

“Remove your clothing.”

Talli peeled off the pink gauze shirt and pants, dropping them to the side nervously. Helenae circled her, like a wolf about to pounce.

“Now those clamps. They’re abominations.” The quirt tapped the elven vibrator clamps and Talli winced as the impact caused her nipples to twist. She quickly reached up and began removing the toys, the attached jewels going still as the metal clamps released her tender tips. She dropped them down on the clothing she’d discarded a moment earlier and then stood there, waiting.

The quirt twitched and Talli yelped as the leather strand flicked and sliced viciously across her bottom.

“Stand up straight. Hands behind your head. Lock your fingers together. Thrust your chest out. Spread your legs! Rise up on your toes! I want to see those arches!” Each command was sharp and forceful and punctuated with another snap of Helenae’s wrist. Talli grimaced as the whip snapped against her breasts, then back to her bottom. She spread her legs wide, rising up on her toes, hoping that the exposed position would satisfy the Duchess.

“Do you have any idea of what I’m about to do to you?” Helenae asked with a hungry tone.

Talli gulped, her calves already straining as she struggled to hold the position demanded by the Duchess.. “Torture me, Mistress?”

Helenae’s eyes narrowed. “Oh yes. I’m going to torture you. Want to know why?”

Talli hesitated, then took a deep breath. “It doesn’t matter, Mistress. I accept it.”

Helenae, infuriated, flung herself at Talli, stopping just short of the girl until they were face to face. “It matters to me!” Helenae screamed. She held up a hand, as if she were going to grab Talli’s nipple, but then held off, as if struggling against some unseen force. Finally she spun, eyes dark and angry.

“I’m going to hurt you the way Bob has hurt me,” Helenae hissed, spittle flying from her mouth. “When he left.” Helenae lifted the quirt and moved to Talli’s side, setting the rod against Talli’s full bosom, the wooden shaft teasing the nipples with short little up and down taps. “Longing and pain. Unsatisfied lusts.”

From the bed, Bob raised a hand. “Helenae,” he said, his tone apologetic, but the Duchess snapped her wrist quickly, the quirt flicking as it sent a searing line across Talli’s chest. Talli cried out, wincing at the heat as a line of fire shot across her bosom. She shuddered, desperately trying to hold the position. Helenae continued to circle her.

“And then I’m going to hurt you the way I like to hurt slave girls, especially human slaves.” Her eyes narrowed. “Human women, with your wide hips and big busts, with your slutty natures and constant arousal. You’re like rabbits, breeding and growing and filling up the land. Do you know how I like to hurt sluts like you?” She slid the end of the quirt between Talli’s legs, sawing it back and forth, rubbing Talli’s clit. “By getting you so wet, so desperate, so overwhelmed that you’d agree to let me do anything to sate your lust. Then I will make you scream. In utter agony while you cum. And I’ll do it over and over, until it drains you.” The quirt jerked and Talli’s knees quivered as the pain shot up through her crotch. Talli grimaced, struggling to stay in position, her clit stinging.

“And then,” Helenae added with a brighter tone as she watched Talli squirm, struggling to hold still, her heels waving in the air as she balanced on tiptoe. “Once you’re exhausted and nothing but a mindless fuckslut, unable to comprehend anything other than the pain and pleasure coming from between your legs, I’m going to hurt you again, because according to Lord Balok, you cum like a fucking fountain when someone does it to you.” And with that Helenae began whipping Talli.


Chapter Thirteen: Ups and Downs

Talli managed to hold her position for almost two dozen more strokes before one blistering snap of the leather line burned across her labia, catching her clit in the process. Talli cried out and fell, knees together, hands protecting her delicate bits.

“How dare you!” Yelled Helenae, standing above her, the whip already cutting at Talli’s scored rump. Thin red lines appeared on the white skin, only to fade almost immediately as the healing charm on the whip took effect. “On your back! Spread your legs!”

Bob quickly got out of the bed, grabbing his robes. “Helenae, you might save a little for…” he started to say, only to jerk back as the end of the quirt came within an inch of his nose. The duchess glared at him.

“Did you have something to say?” She demanded.

Bob gulped. “No, your Grace,” he said a bit more darkly. He glanced down at Talli, noting that she had already rolled onto her back and spread her legs wide, knees bent, hands behind her head. Almost as if…

Helenae flicked the whip and it caught Talli right on the pussy again, the leather strand somehow finding exactly the right spot to dig in and then slide up through Talli’s folds, tearing up over her clitoris. Talli’s back arched as she struggled with the pain, her knees rocking, but to her credit, she didn’t close up.

“Helenae,” Bob said again, this time with resignation.

“Either help me or leave,” the Duchess declared, whirling and going to the wall. She set the quirt into a holder, then plucked a freaking pole mounted dildo from a bracket.

Bob held up his hands as the Duchess went back to Talli. The human girl’s eyes widened as the head of the phallus came down and Helenae pushed. The rubber rod slid in so easily that even Bob’s eyes widened. Helenae let out an exclamation and began jamming the dildo in and out of Talli so fast that the girl could barely hold her position.

“Yeah,” Bob said ruefully, running his hand through his hair. “You know, I think you got this,” he grabbed his pants and started putting them on.

Helenae twisted, let out a startled mewl, and dropped the shaft. The rubber rod bent inside Talli, who groaned. The duchess darted across the room and grabbed hold of Bob.

“Don’t leave? Please?” She begged, wrapping her arms around him.

Bob twisted in the elf woman’s arms. “Helenae,” he said patiently. “Please. I’m… not right for you. I’m not…” he glanced at Talli, who was panting desperately. “I’m not sadistic enough.”

Helenae bit her lip. “I can teach you,” she whispered, clinging to the man. “I can help you. I can even do it with her. You want to. Right?” She grinned. “Tear her up a little? Make her scream for us?”

Bob shook his head. “No. But… I understand your desire. It’s why I brought her. Okay? She’ll do everything you ask, and she’ll accept the things you don’t ask, but take. Or inflict. Or whatever. Alright?” He sighed. “I’ve got four more slaves to sell by the way.”

“I’ll buy them all,” she said. “I’ll make it worth your while,” she promised. “Just… just stay.”

“Are you trying to buy them? Or me?” Bob replied softly.

Helenae rolled her eyes and let go angrily. “Fucking humans!” She glanced down at Talli. “Grab that thing and pump it in and out of your cunt until I tell you to stop!” Then Helenae went back to the wall, even as Talli reached between her legs and began thrusting the dildo, still mounted on the long stick, deep into her pussy.

“Well?” Helenae demanded, even as she pulled a leather crop off a hook. “Go on. Abandon me. Torture me. Again.” She bit her lip and went over to Talli, leaning over the girl and lifting the crop. The leather tip grazed Talli’s right nipple. “You better leave before this gets bad, since you evidently aren’t enough of a sadist.” She flicked the crop hard and the end slapped down, flattening Talli’s breast. Bob winced, but Talli only jerked, crooning in pain, even as her hand continued to pump the dildo.

Bob turned and pulled on his boots, ignoring the next few thumps and cries as Helenae continued to beat Talli’s breasts.

“Pull the dildo out and put it in your mouth,” Helenae ordered. Bob glanced back to see Talli struggling with the four foot long shaft, finally electing to do it with her head turned, unable to see Helenae moving the crop into position. The next stroke undoubtedly left teeth marks on the rubber cock, though it did muffle Talli’s shriek of pain. He pulled on his robes.

“Helenae,” he said, one more time, his tone apologetic. She waved her hand, clearly still furious with him.

“I’ll have her dumped at your wagon in the morning,” she said roughly, swinging the crop again. “Or maybe tomorrow afternoon.” With her free hand she grabbed her amulet and then delivered a flurry of strokes until Talli screamed and was forced to close her legs again. “Oops. That was bad. Have to give you another punishment for that.”

“Helenae,” Bob chided. “You don’t have to punish her for my crimes,” he said.

The Duchess of Alvas looked over the writhing, pain-wracked, utterly aroused human girl. Her eyes burned with fury.

“Yes. Yes I do.” She bent down, yanked the dildo shaft away from Talli, and once more jammed it up into the girl’s slit. Talli responded predictably, moaning and thrusting back against the insertion. “Now leave, Bob. Before I do something painful to you, instead of her.” She suddenly knelt down by Talli’s feet, fucking Talli with the shaft in her left hand, while the right rained down a flurry of blows to Talli’s poor clit.

“To me?” Bob muttered. He shook his head and fled the room.

Morlok sat up as Bob came into the antechamber. “Where’s the Herald?” Bob asked. Morlok shrugged and Bob let out an exasperated grunt. “Well. That’s inconvenient. I wanted to ask him some questions. Come on.” He headed toward the door and Morlok rose from the sofa, repositioning his saber as he did. Bob was about to open the door when the sentry stepped forward.

“No,” the guard said. “You will remain here.” He stepped up next to Morlok, looking at the mage.

Bob let out a frustrated sigh. “The Duchess has ordered me to go. Do you want me to disobey a direct order from her?”

The guard looked confused for a moment. But then he shook his head. “You will remain until the Herald returns to escort you.”

Bob rolled his eyes and looked at Morlok. “That’s the problem with low level peons. No initiative.”

Morlok nodded sagely. Then, without a word, he slammed his hand into the dark elf guard’s skull. The man’s eyes closed immediately and he dropped like a rock, collapsing into a silent heap.

“Now that’s initiative,” Bob said with a snicker. He opened the outer doors to Helenae’s chambers and glanced up and down the hall. It was empty.

“Talli?” Asked Morlok. Bob jumped, just a little startled at the sound of Morlok’s voice. He frowned.

“Currently on her back, getting fucked by a vindictive, petulant, arrogant, and spoiled brat who is also beating Talli’s clit with a crop.” He paused speculatively and then sighed. “Which undoubtedly means that Talli is well on her way to her first orgasm of the evening.”

Morlok nodded. “Duchess?”

Bob shrugged. “Helenae,” he paused with a grumpy shake of his head. “Is currently Distracted. And that’s with a capital D. Which is what I needed. At least for the moment.” He reached into a pocket and pulled out a small box, opening the lid momentarily. There was a scuttling noise inside and he frowned, then tucked the container away again. Morlok looked curious, but then evidently realizing that an explanation would require a query, waited patiently for Bob to make a decision.

“This way,” Bob said, pointing down the hall. He marched out into the center of the corridor as if he owned it and began walking. Twice he got out the little box, opened the lid, peeked in, then shut it quickly.

“Uh… there should be a door here,” Bob said, standing at one wall of solid rock with no door. Morlok’s eyebrow went up.

Bob looked at the swordsman. “Well, she’s in there,” he said in exasperation, pointing at the impermeable barrier in front of him.

Morlok looked at the mage silently.

“Look, you can tone down the criticism,” Bob retorted. He opened the box again and this time Morlok could see the small black beetle. It scurried to one side of the box, facing the wall, and tried to crawl forward, but it had nowhere to go. Bob frowned, closed the box again and tucked it back into his shirt.

“Maybe she’s not on this level,” he said stupidly.

Morlok didn’t reply.

Bob turned and hurried back down the corridor, passing the Duchess’ chamber door. He could hear noises, faint cries that sounded suspiciously like someone on the cusp of orgasm. Or in the middle of a beating. Part of him wanted to go back in and check, but he went past and stopped at the stairs.

“I’m an idiot,” he said to himself.

“Yes,” Morlok replied, in complete agreement.

Bob looked at the sword master. “Now you have a comment? You are an annoying man,” he growled.

Morlok shrugged nonchalantly.

Bob let out a frustrated breath. “Look. Dark elves are nuts, right?”

Morlok may or may not have agreed. Bob ignored the lack of response.

“We descended all the way to what should be the fucking dungeons in a human castle and what did we find?” Bob didn’t wait for an answer he knew wasn’t coming. “The Duchess. Her office. Her personal chambers.” He gestured down the hall. “This isn’t the dungeon. It’s the fucking tower.”

Morlok looked around, then glanced back at Bob, clearly trying to connect the dots. Bob grinned. “We need to go up. All the way. As high as we can. That's the level she’ll be on.”

Morlok frowned.

Bob stuck his head into the stairwell and looked up. “That’s a lot of steps,” he muttered. Slowly, he started up, Morlok following so quietly that Bob had to look back at the swordsman to make sure he was still there.

They climbed for almost a quarter candlemark without encountering a soul and Bob pointed out the floor they’d entered the castle. Morlok nodded and they continued to climb. Two more stories fell to their feet when suddenly Halden Alvas appeared in front of them, a surprised look on his face.

“What are you doing here?” He demanded in outrage. “Why are you not with her Grace?”

Bob shrugged, panting slightly from the climb. “She was done with me and wanted the opportunity to put my slave girl through the wringer. When I left, Talli was screaming her cute little head off while the Duchess beat her pussy.”

Halden’s eyes narrowed. “And she dismissed you?” His suspicion was almost thick enough to cut with a knife.

Bob sighed mournfully. “We human males aren’t quite as robust as you dark elves. After I’d pleased her once I wasn’t really up to the task of bringing her to orgasm a second time. So she said she’d do it herself while torturing the girl.” Bob clapped his hands together. “I figured I’d show myself out.”

Halden looked like he was ready to gag. “You can’t obviously expect me to believe that the Duchess had sexual relations with you.”

Bob blinked and then looked hurt. “Are you calling me a liar?”

Halden eyes narrowed angrily. “Obviously. No dark elf would ever copulate with a human!” He declared.

Bob put his hands on his hips and gave the Herald a look of incredulity. “You literally have a building where you have people bring you human girls, which you then pierce, fuck, and tattoo, all for resale throughout your society. Hell, my guess is there are almost as many humans getting fucked down here as elves!”

Halden spluttered. “I meant a human male!” Then he cast around, looking for a more stately response, and declared, “you’ve missed your exit.”

Bob blinked. “Really? Damn.” He looked down at Morlok, who was clearly not in the lead. “Morlok, you’ve led me astray. You should have said something.”

Morlok didn’t reply.

Halden crossed his arms. “You will either return to the Duchess’ chambers, or you will depart the castle.”

Bob hesitated. “Actually, Helenae asked me for a favor.”

“The Duchess,” corrected Halden.

“The Duchess,” Bob repeated perfunctorily. Halden and Morlock both looked at the mage with suspicion. Bob smiled back at both of them. “Evidently your soldiers captured an errant elf scout and Helenae seemed to think I might be able to recognize her. Give you a name.”

Halden’s eyes narrowed. “I find that hard to believe,” he declared. “I’d already informed the Duchess of the elf girl’s lineage.”

Bob felt a shiver of fear go through him. “Lineage?” He asked, hiding his dread. “What do you mean, lineage?” 

Halden nodded. “She is Ilsa, the daughter of King Eriond Diristani’s cousin.”

Bob blinked. “What?” He asked stupidly. Even Morlok looked a little surprised.

Halden sneered. “As if you humans could understand. The girl is not close enough to the throne to be valuable as a hostage, so she will be kept here, as a plaything for the Duchess.”

Bob recovered quickly. “Well, there you have it. Now I know why Helenae asked me to check.”

“The Duchess,” corrected Halden quickly.

“The Duchess,” Bob replied saucily. “I know that Ilsa, the daughter of Diristani’s wife’s cousin, happens to be dead. So the girl lied to you.”

Halden’s eyes narrowed. “Impossible.” He straightened. “She was tortured and forced to reveal her name.” He shifted, now uncertain. “If the Duchess orders me, I will take you. But otherwise I will escort you back to her Grace. Follow me.” Halden turned and started down the stairs, stepping past Bob and Morlok.

“You would disturb her over something like this?” Bob asked, just a little testy. “I mean, she’s in the middle of torturing my slave girl.”

Halden sneered. “Of course.”

Bob ground his teeth together as they turned back down the stairwell.

Bob let out a frustrated breath and glanced at Morlok. “Okay, look. Halden? I lied. Helenae didn’t ask me to go see the elf girl.”

The herald whirled. “The Duchess!” He practically hissed. “And as I suspected! You are a villain!” He raised his head, clearly about to shout, when Morlok’s sword hissed, leaping from its scabbard to just barely touching the Herald’s throat. The dark elf let out a strangled gurgle and backed up against the wall. Bob shook his head.

“Careful now,” Bob said politely. “I’m going to ask again. Please take us to the dungeon.”

Halden grimaced, his eyes flickering to Morlok’s face. The tip of the sword hovered perfectly still right at the hollow of the dark elf’s throat. “I would rather die than betray the Duchess! Once she finds out what you’ve done here, she’ll have you flayed alive.”

Bob nodded. “I’m sure of it. That said, Now, take us to the dungeon, or Morlok will perform a lobotomy on you. Through your throat.``

Halden blinked. “A… a what?”

Bob rolled his eyes and glanced at Morlok. “What is the point of coming up with great threats when the intended target doesn’t have the intellectual capacity to understand what I’m talking about?” 

Morlok nodded sagely.

Halden snarled. “I get it, human scum! You’re threatening to kill me. Well, that’s exactly what you will have to do! You’ll have to kill me!” He seethed.

Bob threw up his hands in frustration. “Is death really worth…” he began to say, but then Morlok pushed and the sword penetrated Halden’s throat. Angled upward, it poked up into the back of Halden’s skull, skewering all sorts of important bits of gray matter. Halden jerked for a second, then Morlok pulled the sword free. Blood spurted out and Bob had to jump back out of the way to keep it from splashing on him.

“What the hell?” Demanded Bob, whirling on Morlok as Halden collapsed with a gurgle. “Why the fuck did you kill him?”

Morlok pulled out a black handkerchief and wiped the tip of his blade free of blood.

Bob looked down at the fresh corpse. “I was just saying that so he’d tell us where to go!”

Morlok shrugged.

Bob put his hands on his hips. “Do you know where the dungeon is?”

Morlok pointed up and Bob rolled his eyes in exasperation. “You know, Morlok, for a man of few words, you are one sarcastic son of a bitch.”

Morlok nodded. Bob looked down at the now still Halden Alvas and sighed. “We need to hide the body I suppose.”

Without a word, Morlok bent down and picked up the elf. The sheer strength of the swordsman left Bob just a bit uncomfortable and he followed Morlok out of the stairwell and into the nearby hall. There wasn’t much around and Bob opened the first door he found, entering a store room.

“Here,” he said. Morlok came in, glanced around, and then dumped the body behind a few barrels.

The two men returned to the stairwell and started to climb. As Bob trudged upward, he began to wonder about Talli. Was she crying? Had Helenae made her cum? What about his plan? Finally they made it to the highest floor and opened the door. Two dark elves were sitting at a table and they lept to their feet at the sight of the two humans. Morlok was on them in seconds, running the first completely through the elf soldier before the guard had even drawn his sword. It took only a few seconds to counter the flailing swings of the second dark elf before killing the second. The two bodies crumpled to the ground and Bob nodded.

“That’s probably a good sign.” Bob pulled out his little box, glanced at the beetle and then pointed. “Down the hall,” Bob said, putting the box away again. Multiple cell doors lined the corridor and Bob paused, listening. Then with a confident step, he surged forward until he heard the sharp and shrill cries of a girl in distress. He threw open the door and walked into the room where someone was torturing Calien Diristani.

The young elf girl was bound naked, suspended from the ceiling in a complicated rope harness that had tightened around her breasts and butt. Clamps had been attached to her newly pierced nipples, the weight of the hardware causing her tender tips to twist as she rocked back and forth. She was gagged, her small mouth forced open, a ring gagged jammed between her teeth. Saliva, and possibly cum, dripped from her chin. Her long blonde hair was filthy, coated in grime and dried jism and it dangled down almost to the floor. Her shoulders were supported by a single rod, bound to her elbows and wrists, holding her in place, back arched. Her breasts, swollen and bound, were almost purplish in color and covered with welts. The marks were visible all the way down her body, a dark hash across her buttocks where it looked like she’d been viciously caned. Worse, her legs were tied apart, supported at ankle and thigh, leaving her at the mercy of a dark elf man, his long, hard cock buried deep in her sex. In his hand he held a wand of some sort, the tip glowing with a crystal, and as Bob entered the room, the elf touched it to Calien’s pierced clitoris, eliciting an agonized scream from the girl, her arms and legs jerking. The elf groaned, closing his eyes at the pain of the girl twitching on his cock.

“You cocksucker,” Bob snarled, raising one hand, power surging into his fingers.

The dark elf eyes snapped open and his mouth dropped as he spotted the two men. “What did you call me? Who the hell are you?” He demanded, pulling his wet cock out of Calien, who let out a frustrated groan. “I demand you leave at once!” He ordered. He put his hands on his hips.

Morlok advanced with his sword and the dark elf’s eyes widened. With a muttered word there was a flash of power and Morlok was hurled backward, smashing against the wall, his sword tumbling to the stone floor.

“Shit,” Bob exclaimed. He raised his hand and the power held there coalesced into a  blue fireball. He flung it quickly, but the dark elf raised a magical shield and the fire exploded across it, inches from the elf’s naked body.

“Human scum!” The elf roared. He leapt forward, throwing the crystal laden wand at Bob. The mage ducked and stepped to the side, expecting a physical attack, but instead the elf flung himself out the door, shouting for the guards, his hand reaching for the door.

“Damn!” Bob snarled. He rushed toward the entrance, but the door slammed shut and he hit it physically, bouncing off. “Fuck!” He grabbed for the handle, only to find that there wasn’t one.

“Okay,” he spat. “We’ll do it the hard way.” He raised his hand to summon another blue fireball and blow the door to bits, only to see the blue sparkle in his palm sputter and then fade.

“What the fuck?” Bob spluttered, looking down at his fingers.

Morlok groaned. “Oww.” He said.

Bob looked at the swordsman in frustration, then tried to cast another spell. It sputtered and failed. A third try didn’t even get a sputter.

“What the hell?” Bob demanded, clenching his fist. “What is going on?” He whirled and began looking around the cell, ignoring both the swordsman and the naked girl quivering in the center of the room. “Oh shit,” he muttered a moment later. “Morlok. See the runes?” He pointed at the base of the wall. In the dim light it was difficult to see, but there were carved sigils lining each wall.

The swordsman shrugged.

“It’s a magic lock.” Bob swore under his breath. “What’s the best way of trapping a mage?”

Morlok didn’t reply, so Bob did it for him. “Take away his access to magic. He’s got no way of generating more, short of blood or sex magic, which means killing or fucking the prisoner he’s here to rescue.. We’re locked in physically, and I don’t have access to any magic to get us out.”

“Stone?” Morlok asked curiously.

Bob shook his head angrily. “I left the Garnian sapphire with Gwendolyn. I only need to be within a mile or so of it to draw its stored power. I’m not carrying it with me!” He kicked at the door. “Fuck! They’ll be on us in moments! We need to get out of here, fast!” He looked around the dungeon, then started emptying his pockets. Bits of twine, some discarded stone, and then a leather collar, Talli’s collar, her original collar came out of Bob’s pocket. Bob’s eyes widened and he looked over at Calien. The girl was twisting in her bonds, struggling and thrusting her hips desperately, as if trying to somehow bring herself to climax. She twisted and Bob noted the tramp stamp on Calien’s back was almost as complicated as Talli’s. He bit his lip, a sick look on his face.

“Oh fuck,” he muttered. Bob closed his eyes. “Eiriond, my old friend, you were right,” he whispered. “I am going to the special hell.” He walked over to Calien and her eyes, panicked and flickering, found his. She blinked then mewled into the gag, twisting violently. Bob unbuckled the strap holding the rring in her mouth and pulled it loose.

“You!” Calien sobbed. “Please? Please? Help me?” She blinked tears from her eyes. “They did things to me!” She grimaced, twisting in her bonds. “I want… I want… please?” 

Bob gave her an uncomfortable look. “Calien, I want to. I’m going to, but… right now I’m powerless. I have no magic. I’m locked out and we need to break down the door. The sooner the better. But… I can’t do it myself and neither can Morlok. I need your help.”

Calien shuddered and closed her eyes. “I’m tied up. What could I possibly do?”

Bob held up the collar. “I need… I need to put this on you. Then I need to,” he closed his eyes. “To activate it. And then…” he couldn’t believe he was even saying it. “Then I need you to cum.”

Calien stared at him. “You… what?”

Bob shook his head. “I’m sorry. There’s no other way.” He put the strap of leather around her neck.

“What are you doing?” Calien said in a panic. She mewled as he buckled it on, the dark band against her white skin making her look twice as erotic. She shook her head wildly as Morlok looked on. Bob moved around to the position the male dark elf had just vacated and with a look of resignation, lifted his robes and unzipped his trousers. Her wet slit was dark pink, sporting the same kind of marks that marred the girl’s breasts and bottom. Her clit was swollen and engorged, undoubtedly from the crystal wand’s energy being applied to it. She dripped with cum, undoubtedly most of it not hers, a disgusting puddle on the floor and Bob grimaced, his dick limp. “Yuck. Wet seconds. Come on,” he muttered, his fingers rubbing at the already well-used member. “Come on, Bob.”

Morlok turned and went back to the door. He pushed on it but it didn’t budge. He kicked it. Then even tried to pry it open with his sword, breaking the tip.

Bob closed his eyes and Talli appeared in his thoughts. She was locked in a sixty-nine pose with Helenae, the two women eagerly and busily licking at each other’s slits, quivering with need and want and desire. Except Talli’s poor pussy looked like it had been spanked raw. Still, Talli moaned with desperation, thrusting upward into Helenae’s mouth. Grinding and quivering, Talli panted, her moans deepening as she pushed upward into the Duchess’ mouth.

But then the image changed. It was Talli lying on a blanket, eyes glimmering with delight, her fingers rubbing Bob’s shaft as the fire flickered nearby. No pressure. No pain. Just her loving the feel of him. His hardening shaft filled her hand and she bent down, her mouth opening, taking him in, the wetness swirling around in delicate waves. Soon her head was bobbing up and down, her fingernails teasing his scrotum, pleasure searing through him. She could sense his need, his desperation, and she came up, throwing one leg over his hip, impaling herself on his outstretched manhood, sinking down firmly. She brought his hands up to her breasts, eyes wide, panting breathlessly, saying “pinch me. Pinch them. Hard!”

“YES!” Calien cried out, wriggling as the tip of Bob’s cock slid into her wetness. “Oh yes! Please! More! Deeper!”

Bob blinked, shocked to find himself inside Calien’s body and he began pumping hard, working himself toward climax. He closed his eyes, not wanting to see her, trying again to imagine Talli in her place.

But it was impossible. Calien felt different. Her hips were narrow, her pussy inordinately tight, despite the torments inflicted upon her. She smelled sweet instead of tangy and the curves, the softness of Talli that he liked so much had been replaced by firm muscle that tensed under his hands. Calien gripped him, her toes curling as he pumped and then she bit her lip.

“Yes…” Calien hissed. “Fuck me! Harder!” She threw her head back. “I’m such a bad girl! Punish me! Whip me! Spank me! I’m a slut!”

Bob felt the energy pulsing inside him. “Almost there,” he whispered, his balls slapping against her ass.

“Is this what you wanted?” Calien suddenly screeched. “To fuck me? To fuck my dad’s daughter? Is this what he warned me about? What you’d do to me? Take me? Make me yours?” She shook her head violently. “Why? Why do I want that?” She demanded, tears streaming down her cheeks. “I see you and I feel you inside me and I want… I just want…”

Bob shook his head. “Don’t Calien. Not yet! Don’t cum yet!”

She gritted her teeth. “I’m so close! I can’t… Oh yes! Harder! Fuck me harder!” She cried out.

Bob shook his head and glanced over at Morlok. “The wand! Morlok! The crystal wand!”

The swordsman quickly grabbed the wooden stick and hurried over, handing it to the pumping wizard and wriggling fuck slut impaled on his cock, then stepped back at Bob reached out and touched the yellow shard to her left nipple. There was a crackle and Calien screeched, thrashing.

“OWwwww!” She blurted out. “Fuck! Do it again!”

Bob pumped his hips. “Hold on, Calien. Don’t cum! Not until I do!”

Her head snapped up, eyes blazing. “Then you better shock me again!”

Bob felt his cock shudder, throbbing inside her as she tightened around him. But he brought the wand down again, a soft sizzle as energy jumped from the crystal to her clitoris. Calien wailed, and Bob felt himself loosening, the ribbons of energy and fluid unspooling and with a grunt, he began squirting his seed into Calien’s depths.

“Aaahhhhhh!” She yelled, toes curling as he pulled out. “No! No! No! Damn it!”

But Bob didn’t hesitate. He put his hand on her sopping, dripping slit and with frantic fingers began rubbing back and forth. Fluids splattered on her outstretched thighs and Calien shrieked, teeth clenched as the stimulation became too much. Her hips pumped frantically and then her back arched. She screamed in utter release, toes curling as the orgasm rushed through her.

Bob gasped, eyes widening as the collar around Calien’s throat channeled her orgasmic energy straight to him. Power surged along his body and with a single word, he pointed his finger at the baseboard of the wall. Energy coalesced and shot forward with a kinetic burst and Morlok jumped as the impact seemed to echo through every stone of the keep. A burst of rock dust exploded outward, coating Calien’s sweat and cum soaked body and she coughed.

Bob waved some of the dust out of the way and still clutching the wand, knelt down where the magic had struck, and began poking.

Morlok walked over, sword still in hand. “Calien?”

Bob continued to hammer at the stone baseboard. “Get her down.”

Morlok nodded and turned back to the elf girl. He studied the bondage and sheathed his sword. Deft fingers made short work of the rope and he used a dagger to cut through the hemp. She groaned as her feet dropped and he pushed her upright. Then he cut her hips and bust free. The rope fell from her bosom and she whimpered as her breasts began to turn back to their normal color. Finally the wooden bar bound to her arms dropped and Calien stood there for a moment, then fell to the floor. Morlok looked down at her, frowning. Then he shook his head, went back to the door, and drew his sword.

Suddenly there was a loud pop and Bob crowed. “Gotcha!” He surged to his feet, a ball of blue fire already glowing in his hand. He practically ran for the door as Morlok stepped back and the spell shot forward, smashing against the wooden portal. It exploded outward, turning from a solid mass into thousands of little toothpicks. He turned to Morlok, grinning.

“Eh? How bout that?” Bob said with confidence. “Impressive, huh?”

Morlok paused, then pointed downward. Bob glanced down to see his flaccid member hanging out of the front of his trousers.

“For the love of…” He muttered. He put away his junk and glared at Morlok. “Go check the hall. See how many of them I killed out there with that explosion.”

Morlok, sword proceeding him, stepped out of the room.

“Calien,” Bob said, going over to the elf girl. Slowly she looked up.

“You,” she whispered. Her face contorted and she closed her eyes. “You monster. I’ve done…”

“It wasn’t you,” he said urgently, trying to sound compassionate. Then he paused. “Well, it was you. But you were influenced. I don’t have time to take the piercings out yet. We have to get out of here. You have to put it past you. I need you on your feet. I will get you out of here, okay? But I need you mobile.” He held out a hand. “Come on. Please?”

She looked up at him, swallowing hard. “If I come with you, will you fuck me again?”

Bob shook his head emphatically. “I know. It was awful. I’m sorry you had to endure that. I swear it was a one time deal. To escape this prison. We will both put it completely out of our minds and never speak of it again.” He held up his hand as if swearing. “Your father will never find out I touched you.”

And Calien surged upward. She grabbed Bob’s head and without another word, kissed him. Hard.

It took the mage a moment to break free and when he did he spun. “What. The. Fuck!” He exclaimed. Calien stood there, breathless, staring at him. “You saved me,” she whispered, eyes conflicted. “I hate you,” she said, grimacing. “But… I want you too!” She stumbled toward him, arms wide. Her eyes flickered and then she closed them, shaking her head. “Gods… why do… why do I want to throw myself at your feet?” She bit her lip. “I need you to make love to me. Do it again? Please?” She reached for him, fingers grasping. “Please? Bob? Please?”

“Oh shit,” Bob blurted, backpedaling. He ran into Morlok, who came back into the cell from the hallway. Calien was on him before he could do more than gurgle.

“Was there anyone out there?” Bob asked urgently as Calien began rubbing herself against Bob’s front. Her hips churned as she ground her pussy against his hip. He could feel the metal piercing that adorned her clit right through his trousers. Morlok shook his head. Bob, still trying to hold the elf girl off, looked confused. “Fine. Whatever. Morlok, get some of that rope. Get her hands bound.”

Morlok, still looking a touch disgruntled, grabbed some of the rope he’d cut into pieces while freeing her, found a length suitable, and came back. Calien didn’t even seem to care as Morlok quickly made a loop around one wrist, then drew it back behind her back. In seconds her arms were bound, hand to elbow and Bob dusted himself off and tried to straighten his clothing. Calien mewled and Bob snarled something, grabbing hold of her shoulders and turning her around so he could finish the knots.

“Freaking elf sluts,” he muttered, throwing the loose end of the rope around Calien’s top. It settled just above her breasts and he looped it in, then followed it up with another strand. This went just beneath her coquettish curves and she groaned as he tightened it up.

“Please?” She begged again. “Please put something inside me? Your cock?” She eyed Morlok. “What about his cock?”

Morlok backed away, a leery look in his eye, leaving her in Bob’s hands. Bob picked up another strand of rope, tied it to the lines across her bust and pulled tight, looping it once to properly squeeze her bosom. Calien groaned and he let the loose end fall down between her glistening wet thighs. Then he swung her around, grabbed the rope, and pulled it up tight, running through the soaked and tender petals between her legs.

Calien moaned dramatically. “Oh! Oh yes! Pull harder!”

Instead, he tied it off. “Alright,” Bob said. “Let’s go. The gods only know what trouble we’re in.” He glanced at Morlok, who was standing in the doorway. “Are we still good to go?”

The swordsman nodded.

“Fine,” Bob declared. “Let’s do this.” He grabbed Calien’s arm and pulled her forward. They got to the door, following Morlok out, and Bob glanced down at the floor of the hall. “Fuck.”

It was covered in wooden slivers. Bob closed his eyes in frustration and then turned toward Calien, glancing down at her bare feet. “Um… I have to carry you. For a moment.”

Calien looked at him with hungry eyes. “Yes, Master.”.

“Bob,” Bob said with a dead voice. “Bob. Not anything else.”

Calien licked her lips. “They made me call them that.”

“I’m not them. Come here.”

She took a step closer, her bound breasts almost touching his chest. The gold hoops seemed very big in her small bust. She looked up into his eyes. “You can take me,” she whispered. “I won’t resist.” She bit her lip. “I want it. You can spank me.”

Bob rolled his eyes and without another word, swept the elf girl off her feet. She barely weighed a thing. She let out a moan and laid her head against his chest. “This feels so right,” Calien added.

Bob grunted and quickly pushed into the hall and followed Morlok down to the end. Bob’s arms gave way and Bob set the girl on her feet. Morlok bent down and began tugging a cloak off one of the soldiers he had run through on their way to rescue Calien, then turned and wrapped it around Calien’s shoulders. She frowned, as if being covered was a bad thing.

Bob looked around. “I don’t understand. Where the hell is that one guy with the wet dick? He should have roused half of this place and I was expecting to have to blow our way out of her.”

“I can do that. I’ve had dozens of cocks in my mouth,” Calien said in complete honesty.

Bob ignored her. He stepped over to the stairwell and looked down. “I keep waiting for the other shoe to drop.” He shrugged. “You take the lead. I’ll help Calien down.”

Morlok nodded in emphatic agreement and quickly started descending the steps. Bob took hold of the girl’s arm again and gave Calien a pull. “Come on, princess.”

Together, the three descended the steps quietly, expecting to be rushed by soldiers at any moment. Bob counted down the flights, getting more worried by the moment. Then Morlok froze as the sound of running filtered up the stairs. Except it didn’t sound like boots. All of them froze as the sound got closer and closer. Morlok raised the tip of his sword, only to turn it aside at the last second as a familiar face appeared, looking panicked.

“Bob!” Talli exclaimed, waving her arms in relief, one fist tightly clenched. She came to a stop and she even took a step back. Tears streaked her cheeks and her eyes looked red and swollen. Calien gaped at the naked human girl, who was wearing nothing more than the black leather bondage cuffs and high heeled sandals she’d had on when Calien first met her.

Bob froze, then gave Talli an expectant look. “Did you get it?” He asked eagerly. “Do you have it?”

Talli, her face twisting in anguish, lifted her fist and her fingers uncurled. Inside lay the golden charm that had hung around Duchess Helenae Alvas’ neck. Talli’s hand trembled and she looked at Bob again, her eyes blurring as the tears started up again. Bob's eyes flashed with excitement and he reached for the Eye of Assurance. Talli let out a tiny scream and jerked her hand back away from the mage.

“No! Don’t touch me!” She sobbed. “You don’t understand!” She blubbered. “The Duchess! Helenae! She collapsed! And the others! All of them! I think… I think I’m poisonous!”


Chapter Fourteen: Intriguing and Disturbing

Helenae looked down at the trembling human girl. Talli was adorably cute of course, at least by human standards and the Duchess stroked the impressive curvature of Talli’s bosom with the tip of the crop. The girl’s breasts were now a rosy shade of pink, which considering that every stroke Helenae had delivered also healed the girl a certain amount, meant that Talli had suffered quite a bit. Her tender little slit wasn’t in much better shape, the petals flared, the inner labia excoriated and her clit… well, Helenae had paid special attention to that part, giving the tiny nub enough strokes to leave it swollen and red. Still, the Duchess had additional plans for that part of Talli’s body and she watched as the girl lay there, panting and shaking, trying not to move while at the same time, unable to control the spasms that rocked her delicious looking form. The orgasm had been rather intense and the resulting spray of girl goo had been impressive. Helenae licked her lips and reached down, wanting to run her fingers through Talli’s gaping wide sex.

Only to trip and lose her balance.

Talli blinked as the Duchess scrambled, her high heeled boots clattering on the stone. It took a moment, but Helenae recovered and looked back at Talli, who stared at the dark elf with concern.

“You must think me a clutz,” Helenae said with a rueful chuckle. She gestured down at the boots. “It’s the heels. You must sympathize, considering the ones you’re wearing.”

Talli glanced down and nodded. “Yes Mistress. Sometimes wearing heels this high can be challenging,” she said softly. “Are you alright?”

“Of course I am,” Helenae replied, going back to her desk, now walking perfectly. The Duchess opened one of the drawers. A pair of long black leather gloves came out and the fact they matched her boots was practically an afterthought. Wearing nothing else, her lithe and beautiful body completely exposed, Helenae returned to Talli, standing over her, and glared down.

“Get up,” the dark elf woman snarled. “On your feet.” The crop in her hand snapped down, striking Talli’s thigh, eliciting a yelp. Talli rolled onto her tummy, then got on her knees. It was almost a scramble to get to her feet and she turned, facing Helenae with an inscrutable look on her face.

Helenae lifted the crop and pushed a lock of Talli’s hair out of her eyes. “I’m not sure if you want it, or fear it.”

Talli licked her lips. “Or both, Mistress?”

Helenae laughed. She gestured with the crop at the nearby padded platform between all of the strange pipes mounted around it. “There. Kneel on the pad. And spread your legs wide apart.”

Talli gulped and nodded, but hurried to comply. She climbed up onto the platform. The pad itself was perfectly square and for a moment, she was unsure how to position herself. Finally she gave up and just knelt facing the dark elf. Then she spread her legs, pushing her knees out as far as she could. Next to her, two of the pipes jutted out and Helenae approached, crop raised. But she didn’t hit Talli. Instead she tapped Talli’s right ankle.

“Move this foot next to the pipe.”

Talli obeyed, then felt the click of the metal hook that locked into the embedded ring on her ankle cuff.

“Now the other leg,” Helenae said softly. Talli followed the Duchess’ orders and felt the strain on her thighs. She might have been able to get up, but it would have been awkward.

“Now lift your arms up. Grab the posts to either side of you.”

Talli gulped as Helenae’s gloved hands took her wrists and bound them in place, just as she had Talli’s ankles. Talli felt a quiver of lust shoot through her, but also fear.

Then Helenae picked up the crop again. Settling down on the edge of the platform, Helenae lifted the weapon and began teasing Talli’s left nipple, rubbing the leather tip of the weapon across the turgid nub.

“I’d ask if you’re aroused, but you’re dripping,” Helenae said wickedly. “It seems you like being whipped between the legs.”

Talli nodded shortly. “Yes Mistress.”

Helenae dragged the leather end of the crop downward, over Talli’s abdomen and then across her hip. It slid across Talli’s thigh and then bumped into her clit. Talli gasped, thrusting her hips forward.

“Let’s talk Bob,” Helenae then said, pushing the crop through Talli’s slit and back out the other side.

“B-b-bob?” Talli stammered.

Helenae grinned. “You know? The bastard who caught you, stripped you naked, fucked your brains out, had your nipples and clit and ears pierced with enchanted magical toys, forcing you to cum over and over, and is now, at this moment, selling you into a life of forced sexual slavery to a sadistic monster who has every intention of not only buying you, but making you sexually suffer for so long, and so intensely, that you forget about him?

Talli glanced at Helenae and for a second, her eyes changed. “I’ll never forget,” she whispered. Helenae hesitated for a fraction of a second, then laughed.

“Good to know!” The duchess crooned, changing the angle of the crop’s shaft. Now it began pressing up against Talli’s clit again and Helenae could see the pleasure running through the girl’s body. “How long have you been in Bob’s possession?”

“I can’t… I can’t remember,” Talli said after a moment. It felt good. The rubbing. But she kept expecting Helenae to hit her again.

“Were you willing?” Helenae asked curiously, pulling the crop out from between Talli’s legs. It moved up to her breast again, tapping the delicate tip. 

Talli moaned. “Not at first. Eventually,” she managed.

“Are you his vessel?” The crop moved across Talli’s body, teasing and rubbing against the other nipple now. The sensation made Talli groan, thrusting her hips upward.

“I asked you a question,” Helenae said a bit more stridently. Suddenly her hand jerked and the crop snapped against Talli’s breast, impacting with a bit of force. Talli yelped, her back arching as she pulled hard on the bonds holding her open. There was a tiny creak as the metal pipes absorbed the energy. “Are you his vessel?”

“YES!” Talli said, wincing as the crop continued to tap hard at her nipple.

“So what changed?” Helenae demanded, pulling the crop away.

“What?” Talli begged, blinking.

Helenae rolled her eyes. “What changed? Usually Bob’s vessels get killed, or used up. On rare occasions they escape. What changed? Why is he selling you?”

Talli’s bottom lip trembled. “I… I… don’t know,” she stammered.

The duchess seemed to accept that. “Do you know what I’m going to do to you?”

Talli whimpered. “Hurt me?”

Helenae laughed. “Well, obviously. But I meant more long term. After I buy you.”

The human girl shook her head and bit her lip, almost too scared to answer.

“You’ll live here in my castle,” Helenae said simply. “Some days you will be bound, here in my chambers, to be tortured. Played with. Forced to cum. Other days you will service the other members of my house living here. And when no one wants to bother with torturing you, the servants will place you in one of the various torture niches around my fortress, where you will sit suffering sexual stimulation, unable to cum, but wanting it desperately.”

Talli gulped and Helenae leaned forward. She lifted one gloved hand and without a word, pushed a finger into Talli’s pussy. Talli cried out, gasping as her sex tightened.

“But I will spare you, some of it at least, and allow you to cum, if you just tell me one thing.”

Talli twisted, shaking with need. “What?”

“Why is Bob here?” Helenae asked, her tone darkening.

“Wh-what?” Talli quivered, her eyes rolling up into the back of her head as Helenae’s gloved finger twisted and curled inside her.

“Why. Is. Bob. Here?” Helenae repeated. Talli froze for a second. In the back of her head, Calien’s image flashed.

“Ummm… to sell slave girls,” she stammered.

Helenae pulled her finger out of Talli. For a second she looked like she was going to stick it in her mouth. Then to Talli’s surprise, Heleane sneezed. Violently, barely turning in time. The duchess shook her head and stalked back over to the desk. She grabbed a cloth, wiped her nose and then hand. Then, shaking her head, she walked back over to Talli, crop in hand.

“I apologize,” Helenae said simply. “Where were we? Oh yes. You were telling me why Bob is here.”

Talli gulped. “To sell slave girls,” She repeated.

“Sure he is,” Helenae said sarcastically. The crop came up between Talli’s legs and she flinched as the leather end tapped lightly on her sex. “Why is Bob here?”

Talli trembled and looked away from the Duchess. “I… I don’t know anything else,” she whispered.

The crop snapped upward and Talli yelped as the pain shot through her groin. “I don’t know!” She squealed.

“Slave girls always know more than everyone thinks,” Helenae said again, once more rubbing Talli’s clit with the crop. Gentle strokes. Talli mewled as the pleasure muddled up the hurt and she rolled her hips. “Think about it. He’s talked in front of you. Probably with that lummox of a giant. Florentino.”

Talli, panting, shook her head. “No. Nothing,” she insisted.

The crop dipped, then snapped back up, striking Talli’s pussy. She heard the crack of the leather as it found her petals and yelped as it bit into her crease.

“You are a liar,” Helenae said simply. She pulled the crop out from between Talli’s legs and circled the platform. “I know that Florentino isn’t an idiot like most of his kind. Bob confers with him, tells him everything.”

Talli felt the crop glide across her bottom and she clenched.

““Have you fucked him?”

Talli blinked, her chest heaving. “Who? Bob?” She managed to mewl.

Helenae rolled her eyes. “No. Who the hell are we talking about?” She flicked the crop hard against Talli’s bottom, eliciting another sharp cry from the bound girl. “Answer the question!”

“I’m sorry!” Talli blurted out. “I don’t know what you mean!”

Helenae sighed. “Florentino! Has he fucked you?”

Talli nodded frantically, her eyes on Helenae’s hand. The one holding the crop. “Yes! Yes! I’ve fucked him. I mean, he’s fucked me.”

Helenae grimaced. “Disgusting. What’s it like having his cum shoot up inside you?

Talli shuddered, unable to help herself. “It’s… good. It’s… gritty. It sensitizes me. Sex with anyone after that is very intense. He tries very hard to make sure I cum over and over.”

“Really?” Helenae asked, actually surprised. “I can’t even imagine it.”

Talli nodded frantically, especially since Helenae was still aiming the crop at her rump. “Yes. He’s a very responsive lover, Mistress.”

Helenae smiled. The crop twisted and it slid down between Talli’s buttocks. The bound girl arched her back as Helenae moved the end between Talli’s legs and from the backside, began stroking Talli’s sex. Talli whimpered, struggling against her bonds, pleasure once more searing through her.

“What does Bob gain from being here?” Helenae asked, still teasing Talli’s clit.

Talli moaned. “I… I… I don’t know,” she groaned.

Helenae’s gloved hand slammed into Talli’s butt hard and the resulting spank elicited a short, gurgled cry from the human girl. “Why is Bob here?” Demanded the duchess again, her voice hot and angry.

“To… to sell slave girls! Us!”

Helenae laughed and the crop suddenly snapped again. The leather head bit into Talli’s sensitive clit and she let out a piercing shriek.

“Let’s try again,” Helenae said patiently, the head of the crop stroking Talli’s pussy again. “Why is Bob here?”

Talli didn’t even hesitate. “To sell us!” She blurted out immediately.

The duchess frowned, clearly frustrated. She set the crop down and went back to her desk. A moment later she returned with a narrow wand, the end capped with a yellow crystal held on with copper wire. She held it up, clearly as a warning, but Talli just stared at her, unfamiliar with the object.

“How did Bob manage to overcome his disability?”

Talli blinked. “Disability?”

“His magic. He has none. He has to fuck some sweet little thing like yourself into orgasm just to power even the simplest of spells. That was his method for years. Except now. Now he swaggers. He commands power. It is clearly at his fingertips, instead of the end of his cock.” She leaned over Talli, her voice like ice. “How?”

Talli gulped. “I don’t know,” she whispered.

The crystal on the end of the wand touched Talli’s nipple and energy surged into the bound human girl. She wailed, crying out as she felt a series of sensations, each one extreme. First was ice, then heat. Prickling spikes seemed to penetrate deep into each nerve of her areola, then her entire breast seemed to get tighter. A throbbing agony built and Talli found herself unable to even scream. Her toes curled as pain seemed to shoot through her chest, all the way to her spine. Then it shot down to her sex, swirled around inside her, only to then slam upward into her brain. Then the sensation ended and all she felt was lust. Overriding, overwhelming need. Fluids dripped from her pussy onto the leather pad she was kneeling on. Talli looked up, her brow wet with perspiration, a panicked look on her face.

“What is Bob’s plan?” Helenae asked again, holding up the wand.

“I DON’T KNOW!” Talli shrieked.

The wand touched her other breast and time seemed to freeze. Pain and pleasure shot through the girl and her body tensed and tightened, then seemed to shatter. Sucking. Biting. Licking. Blowing. Cold. Hot. Tight. Loose. Her nipple seemed to expand, then was crushed. She felt like she was being torn apart, then stitched back together. Worse, it wasn’t just pain. It was sensitivity. It was arousing. Her nervous system began to overload and she thrashed between the upright pipes that held her in place, struggling to try and get away from the wand and wanting to press herself even harder against it. Talli jerked, lost in a flurry of spasms until Helenae pulled the crystal away from Talli’s breast.

Helenae grinned. “My goodness, you certainly liked that, didn’t you? Your cunt is positively leaking.” She moved the wand down past Talli’s little belly button, lower and lower. “I wonder what this will feel like when I touch your cute little clit?”

Talli, eyes closed and she whimpered.

“I will ask again,” Helenae said softly, the wand lowering even more. “Why is Bob here?”

Talli let out a sob. “To… to… to… sell us,” she blubbered.

The wand touched Talli’s clitoris. Talli’s world collapsed and all she could think of was the sensation. It was worse than anything she’d ever experienced before, and better too. She thrashed, thrusting against the wand, screaming as her body tensed and tightened, spinning straight toward orgasm. 

“Do you love him?” Helenae asked. “You can at least tell me that.”

“YES!” Shrieked Talli. “I love him! I love him! Please! Please can I cum?”

Helenae smiled wickedly and pulled the wand away from Talli’s clit. The girl slumped, shuddering as sexual energy struggled to find an outlet. Spasms rippled through her thighs and biceps.

“Of course you can. I’ll even help you. I just need you to answer the question.”

Talli looked up, heart hammering as her chest heaved.

“Why,” Helenae asked, lifting the crystal up.

“Is,” she enunciated clearly, once more tapping Talli’s nipple, sending shards of everything down into Talli’s bosom.

“Bob,” the duchess teased, touching Talli’s other nipple.

“Here?” The last word came with Helenae jamming the wand up between Talli’s legs. Except instead of pressing the crystal against her clit, Helenae pushed it deep into Talli’s pussy. Talli’s back arched and the resulting cacophony of sensation shot through her like lightning. Sound pummeled Talli’s eardrums and she didn’t even realize she was the one screaming. It was agonized ecstasy and ecstatic agony, all mixed up and she jerked backward. It was like lightning and thunder and the sea and desert and sunlight and darkness. It ate into Talli's mind, the sensations overwhelming her. She wanted to cum and wanted to run and wanted to hide. Talli squeezed.

Then Helenae gasped. “Fuck!” She exclaimed, letting go of the wand and jerking her hand back. Sparks exploded out from around Talli’s pussy and Helenae blinked, shaking her hand. Talli shrieked, her hips jerking wildly. The duchess snarled, grabbed the crop and tried to knock the wand out of Talli’s clenched pussy. When that didn’t work, she grabbed a nearby piece of cloth, reached out, and quickly yanked the thing out of Talli.

“PLEASE!” Talli wailed. “Please! I have to cum! Please! I’m so close! Please stick it back in!”

Helenae looked at Talli in frustration. The human girl shook violently, her eyes wild with desperation. Streaks of perspiration had matted her hair, her breasts and buttocks were slick and shiny, and little shivers seemed to shoot through her trembling body. Helenae threw down the now broken wand, the crystal blackened, and she stepped back in alarm, watching as the girl struggled, then slowly quieted.

“You are in every way, deserving of that mark on your back,” Helenae said with sudden appreciation. Her mouth curled up into a smile. “The things I am going to do to you will pale in comparison to the tortures other human slaves experience here.” Helenae sat down in a nearby chair, crossing her legs, her elvish eyes staring lustily at Talli. The duchess tapped her fingers on the arm rest. Then licked her lips. “You’re making me wet.”

Talli, slumped between the bars, barely looked up. Helenae stood, quickly going to the platform and began releasing Talli. The slave girl pitched forward and Helenae reached down and flipped Talli over onto her back. Helenae’s gloved hands pushed Talli’s legs open, spreading her thighs and the hungry look on the duchess’ mouth made it clear to Talli what was going to happen next. Helenae knelt, her face heading straight for Talli’s soaked slit, her tongue already extended, only to have her knee slip, making Helenae lose her balance. The duchess tipped to the side and banged her head into one of the pipes.

“Oww!” Helenae cursed, releasing Talli’s legs and grabbing her forehead. She reeled away in anger, but when she looked back, she saw Talli looking at her desperately.

Heleane scowled and waved her hand sullenly. “Spread your legs as wide as you can.”

Talli bit her lip, but then lay back. Slowly, even sensuously, she spread her legs. Helenae didn’t move. Talli waited. Minutes crawled by and Talli struggled against the pressure. She needed to cum. She was desperate to cum.

“Mistress?”

Helenae snapped. “What?” She demanded, rising violently. “What do you want?” She practically screamed, stomping as she approached the platform.

Talli lifted her head just a little. “Mistress? What can I do to please you?”

The duchess blinked. “What can you do,” she repeated dumbly. “You mean beside answering my questions?”

Talli nodded quietly.

Helenae closed her eyes and breathed in through her nose. “Suffer. That’s what you can do.” She whirled and yanked a thin leather paddle off the wall. It flexed easily as she flicked it against her bare palm. “Lord Balock says that your favorite position is just like that. Legs spread like a little fuck slut, begging for the paddle. So what I’m going to do is spank your obnoxious, wanton little cunt until you cum.”

Helenae dropped down and Talli tensed. The paddle came up and the soft, gentle pat against her sex made her jump.

“Besides,” Helenae said quietly. “I know why he’s here. It was never about me.” She let out a frustrated sigh. The paddle moved again, up and down, the impact only a tad bit heavier against Talli’s sex. It landed with a wet thud, only to be pulled away as Talli jerked, mewling with desperation.

“Power,” Helenae added. “It’s all he’s ever really cared for. It’s not even money for him. He has plenty. Or at least, he should have.” The paddle smacked into Talli’s sex and for the first time, there was a bit of sting. Talli winced.

“And you don’t even have to admit it,” Helenae added. “I know what he’s after.” She struck again, the sting getting heavier, more astringent. Talli hissed, but inside her, something changed. She felt a flutter. The need. Her buttocks tightened and her hips rolled, tilting her pelvis. The next stroke landed even more squarely and a shard of pain shot through Talli’s body. Her toes curled and she mewled as her mons thrust upward.

“I have something,” Helenae added, hitting Talli again, this time hard enough to make her jerk. “Something that I have no doubt that Bob wants.”

Talli lifted her head, her eyes flashing first to Helenae’s face, then to the amulet that hung from the chain around Helenae’s neck. Something clicked inside Talli’s head and her brow narrowed. The Duchess blinked, seeing the recognition and she gasped.

“You!” Helenae screamed “How do you know?” The sap came down viciously, slapping hard into Talli’s sex. But Talli didn’t close up. Her legs widened and she jammed her heels against the pipes. Her hands came up, grabbing her own breasts as the paddle slammed down, over and over, slapping and beating her sex with wet, muddy spanks as once more thunder hammered through Talli’s veins. The slave girl screamed with pain, with excitement, with need and Helenae, her face red, spittle coming from her mouth, slashed downward.

“Tell me!” The duchess commanded. “Or I will deny you orgasm for the rest of your sorry, miserable life!” The paddle came down, punctuating the ultimatum, but Talli’s cries were not ones of insufferable agony. As Helenae furiously spanked Talli’s flower, the slave girl tightened and then screamed. Helenae wasn’t prepared for the orgasm. How could the girl, or anyone for that matter, be so masochistic that they could cum from that sort of torture? A spray of orgasmic fluids burst from Talli’s pussy. They shot out, catching Helenae’s head perfectly and she stopped, just as she was about to level another blow to Talli’s dripping slit, a shocked expression on her face.

Slowly, Helenae wiped her eyes and nose and mouth with her hand, marveling at the pumping, thrusting, quivering slave girl before her.

“You came!” She said in shock. “And you didn’t even close up,” she said, marveling. Helenae threw down the paddle. “He doesn’t deserve you. Bob. He doesn’t deserve you. You know that?” Slowly the duchess stood. Laughing quietly, she turned away from Talli. “Lord Balok was right though. He said you were one of the most intriguing and disturbing masochists he’d ever encountered. Said we could do practically anything to you and you’d cum from it.” She shook her head. “Still, I wasn’t sure I believed it. I mean, I just..”

Helenae’s voice cut off.

It took Tali, who was still in the depths of orgasmic euphoria, more than a minute to realize something was wrong. Groggily, she lifted her head, then sat up. She blinked, trying to figure out where Helenae was. The duchess had seemingly disappeared. Then Talli spotted the crumpled form lying on the floor.

“Mistress?”

Helenae quivered and her wide open eyes flashed at Talli. Foam started to appear at the dark elf’s mouth and Talli gasped.

“Mistress?” Talli repeated, not sure what to do.

Helenae’s arm flopped, but then she didn’t do anything else. Frightened, Talli scrambled up from the pad, dropped to the floor and hurried over.

“Helenae? Are you okay? What’s wrong? What should I do?” Talli whimpered, wringing her hands.

“Tonight you’ll have an opportunity to take the Eye of Assurance. If you feel it is right, take it. Then just walk right out of the castle.”

Talli blinked. It was like she heard Bob’s voice. Her eyes flickered down to the gold amulet shining between Helenae’s breasts.

“I’m… I’m sorry. I’ll get help. I promise!” She whispered as her fingers plucked the Eye of Assurance away from Helenae’s skin. The second she did, the latch holding the chain around Helenae’s neck parted. Talli pulled back, the charm in her hand. “I’ll get help!”

Talli stood up and hurried to the door. She pushed it open and glanced around the waiting room. She saw the sentry, only to gasp since he was lying on the ground, unconscious.

“Bob?” She called out, glancing around, close to panic. She’d expected Bob to be there, and maybe Morlok. Where were they? Frantic, she exited out into the hall.

“Help! Help me!” She yelled. A moment later, a servant stuck his head out of a nearby door.

“How dare you!” He thundered.

Talli shook her head and pointed back to the Duchess’ chambers. “She collapsed! The Duchess! She needs help!”

The elf’s eyes widened and in seconds he was running. Talli managed somehow to get out of his way without falling, then turned. She spotted the stairs and headed toward them, Bob’s orders to walk out of the castle seeming to flit through her mind. Her fist kept a tight hold on the amulet and she climbed. At one point she tripped over her own high heels, falling through a nearby doorway on one landing, not realizing that the misstep allowed her to avoid being seen by almost half a dozen dark elves hurrying downward toward the Duchess.

She started climbing again, but was unable to do more than press herself against the stone wall as more soldiers appeared from below.

“You there!” One dark elf shouted, pointing at Talli. “What did you do to the duchess!” He looked at the other soldiers. “Seize her!”

Talli shook her head, shocked and frightened. “I didn’t do it! I didn’t do anything!” Hands grabbed hold of her, but then, after a moment, the soldiers on either side suddenly collapsed, white foam at the mouth. Talli gaped and the dark elf commander looked at her in shock. He fled, hurrying back down the stairs away from her.

“No! No!” She stammered.”I didn’t! I didn’t mean to!”

Beside herself, Talli scurried up the stairs, crying as she tried to remember the way out, unable to comprehend what had happened. Had she killed them? What was going on? She needed Bob. She focused on that and that alone. Bob. She had to find Bob. He could fix it. He could save Helenae!

Suddenly, a dark elf hurtled into her. It was accidental. He was coming down the stairs as she was going up. But he was surprisingly naked. Talli gasped as his body touched hers, her bare and beautiful breasts mashed against his chest. She felt his cock, hard and extended and it was like nothing else mattered. Even as he gasped in surprise, struggling against her grip, she lifted a leg and then he was inside her. Her slit squeezed him as his hips thrust against her.

And then… then his eyes widened. Foam burst from his mouth. And he collapsed, his cock slowly pulling out of the discombobulated and freshly fucked slave girl.

Talli burst into tears.


Chapter Fifteen: An Eye and a Princess

“Whoa!” Bob exclaimed, holding out his hand. He was still wearing his gloves. “First of all, are you okay?” He asked in a worried tone. Talli, tear streaked and emotional, nodded. Her bottom lip trembled and she was shaking.

Bob visibly relaxed. “Okay. So…” he paused with a frown. “You actually are. Poisonous. Right now. So don’t touch anyone.”

Morlok’s eyebrows went up.

“What?” Talli asked, dumbfounded, with just a touch of anger.

Bob held up his hand again. “It’s temporary, okay? As soon as you take the antidote you’ll be fine.”

“Fine?” Talli whispered in a high-pitched voice. “Fine?” She demanded.

Bob bit his lip. “Is Helenae alive?” The way he asked made it clear that he actually cared.

Talli’s eyes widened even more. “I-I-I don’t know,” she mewled. Suddenly she was wracked by sobs. “I… I… I… killed her!”

Bob, clearly frustrated, stood there as Talli fell to her knees disconsolate. He looked over at Morlok, who gave him a sidelong look which Bob thought was intensely unhelpful. Bob clenched his teeth as Talli bawled. The worst part was he couldn’t hug her and console her.

“Look, Talli. You probably didn’t kill her. Okay? She was wearing the Eye of Assurance, which meant she would have gotten only a tiny dose. Alright? That means that when she recovers, we need to not be here. Because she is going to be absolutely furious.”

Talli looked up and wiped her runny nose with the back of her fist. “She knew you were there because of the Eye.”

Bob frowned. “Well, Helenae has never been dumb. Emotional, sure. A little immature, especially for an elf, absolutely. But not dumb. She’d almost have to figure out that me showing up now had to have something to do with the Eye.” He let out a grunt. “Well, that just means that when she recovers, she’ll come after us personally. Me, she’ll kill. You on the other hand…”

Talli hiccupped. “She’ll tie me to the wall of her bedroom and not let me cum ever,” Talli sniffed.

“There? You see? Talk about horrible ends. For both of us. So let’s get the hell out of here.” He let out a frustrated breath. “Come on, Talli.” He pulled one of his gloves out of a pocket and put it on. Then he held out his hand. “Let’s go.”

Talli eyed him dubiously. “Will the glove protect you?” She asked worriedly.

Bob grinned. “Skin to skin contact. Or fluids. So, don’t cry on me.“ Bob paused. “And be extra careful around Calien. She’s way more susceptible to the poison than me, or even Morlock. So, don’t touch her.”

Talli nodded, hiccuped again, and then held out the Eye of Assurance. The little golden amulet glittered in the palm of her hand. “Is this what you came for?”

Bob put his hand under Talli’s making sure not to touch her. She dropped it into his open palm and he smiled. “It is. You did well.” He paused and then giving her another worried look, added, “did she hurt you that much?”

Talli gave him a strange stare. “I exploded,” she said dispiritedly. “A lot.”

Bob blinked. “Well,” he added as he closed his fist around the Eye. “That’s um…”

“Disturbing,” Morlok said quietly.

Talli gave Morlok an angry glare. “I thought it was wonderful,” she declared.

“Can I get some please, too?” Whimpered Calien, pressing herself up against Bob again, her hips thrusting.

Bob quickly moved to make sure the two girls didn’t come in physical contact. “Okay, everyone follow me. I’ve got Calien. Morlok you keep Talli right behind you. Everyone be cautious, just in case I have to stop suddenly. Act normal.” He started down the steps.

“We’re in a dark elf fortress and we aren’t dark elves.” Calien said abruptly, giving Bob a strange look. “How is that normal?”

Bob frowned. “Tell me about it.” He headed down the steps, his hand on Calien’s arm, maneuvering the horny little elf girl around each curve. It didn’t help that she’d discovered that the crotch rope, when pulled back and forth, rubbed at her clitoris and the resulting moans and mewling noises were loud enough to rouse a city. Still, they didn’t encounter anyone until they emerged onto the ground level of the cave, heading out through the castle’s portcullis.

“Talli,” Bob said. “You go first.”

She blinked. “But… what if they try to stop me?” She asked worriedly. “Should I try to distract them?”

Bob gave her a look. “If they try to stop you, then they’re going to get sick. But just give them a quick, light touch. Don’t try to fuck either of them. Having sex with them will prolong their exposure.”

Talli’s eyes narrowed and she glared at Bob. “I wasn’t thinking of having sex with the gate guards,” she retorted, but the expression on her face made it clear that was exactly what she’d been contemplating. At least until Bob reminded her of the poison. Slowly, she walked out through the gate, drawing the attention of the two dark elves standing there. Both moved immediately, giving her commands to stop, and Talli obeyed, her mouth curled up in a wooden smile. One grabbed hold of her with his bare hand and a second later collapsed. The other gaped and glanced at Talli, but she just reached out and ran a finger along the elf’s chin. He too dropped like a rock. Bob, Calien, and Morlok hurried out and they headed straight for the wagons. Gwendolyn popped up, eyes wide in surprise.

“You did it!” She said, her jaw dropping.

Bob gave her a hurt look. “You don’t have to sound so shocked,” he grumbled. “Of course I did it.”

Gwen’s mouth shut and her normal disapproving glower came back. “We have a problem.”

Bob pushed Calien toward her. “A problem?” He snorted. “We have multiple problems,” he declared. “Right now the elf girl we just rescued would literally fuck a cactus. Talli is still poisonous to the touch and freaking out about it. Morlok skewered the brainpan of Halden Alvas, the Duchess’ herald and cousin, and between him and Talli, we left a slew of bodies through the castle. Add in the fact that Helenae has been poisoned and that the cave is about to collapse, I’m not sure I can handle any more problems.”

Gwendolyn’s eyes widened again and she glanced upward in alarm. “The cave is about to collapse?”

Bob nodded. “So what’s your issue?”

Gwendolyn cleared her throat. “When put like that, this new problem does seem somewhat minor.”

“Florentino!” Bob shouted. The rock giant leaned around the cart. Bob gave him a pointed look and then stuck his finger up in the air. Florentino nodded and lumbered off. Bob looked back at Gwendolyn, grinning. “You know what? I’m feeling lucky. What’s your problem? I’ll add it to my list and who knows, maybe I’ll solve that one too.”

“Beatrice,” Gwendolyn said. “She won’t let me remove the piercings.”

Bob considered that. “How is that a problem? Sounds like an improvement.”

“Bob!” Gwendolyn said disapprovingly. “She volunteered. Without her, you wouldn’t have found Calien.”

Bob frowned. “Actually, it wasn’t that hard.” He scratched his chin. “I hate to say it, but Beatrice getting pierced and tested might have been for noth…” His voice trailed off as he saw the look on Gwendolyn’s face. “Really, really, helpful,” he stammered. He reached into his pocket, pulled out the small box containing the beetle. “Very, very helpful. Told me exactly where she was," he declared. “Give or take. Thank you.”

Gwen snatched the box away, glaring.

Bob cleared his throat uncomfortably. “Okay. Just… get everyone in the wagon. And give  Talli the antidote before she kills one of us. Then have her get Calien covered up. We’ll sort out piercing problems after we are out of this place.”

Gwen glanced up. “You’re really doing this?” Her eyes tracked the movement of the spiders high overhead, who had begun to scurry deeper into the cavern and Bob nodded, a grin spreading across his face.

“Hell yeah, I’m doing this!” He said. He turned and saw Talli hanging back. Her arms were wrapped around herself and she was trying to watch everyone at once. “Talli. Get my pack. Get out some blankets. And some clothing. I need you dressed.”

“Dressed?” Talli asked, her distaste at the very thought of it making her look squeamish.

Bon let out a frustrated breath. “Yes. Dressed! Hurry.”

Gwendolyn pushed Calien toward the back of the cart, but looked at Talli. “I’ve got the antidote ready. Just give me a second to get Calien in the wagon.”

That seemed to brighten Talli and she nodded, then hurried off to get Bob’s pack. The mage strode forward, toward the front of the wagon and spotted Kie, Peaches, Jenni, and Beatrice all still positioned in various poses, bound to posts in front of the wagon. Morlok had already untied two of them, much to the disappointment of some of the dark elves walking by.

“In the wagon,” he said softly. Morlok nodded and Kie and Peaches were marched off. Bob went over to where Jeni was still bound against a pole and he pulled his dagger, cutting the rope holding her hands above her head. She sighed as she was released, then turned around and tried kissing Bob.

“Hell! The knife!” He blurted out, twisting it away from her as her mouth found his. “Wagon! Wagon!” He managed to blurt out. “Talli is there. Go fuck her or something!”

Jenni grinned. “Yes Master.” She hurried around the cart, disappearing.

And that left Beatrice. The mayor’s daughter was on her back, lying spread-eagled on the ground, feet wide apart, groaning as one potential buyer used a dildo on a stick to tantalize her.

“Excuse me,” Bob said politely. “But I’m afraid I need to put her back in the wagon.”

The dark elf looked up. “I am interested in buying this one, slaver. If you wish for her to fetch a decent price, you’ll not keep me from my amusement.” Then he went back to pumping the dildo. Beatrice moaned, eyes closed, clearly enjoying herself. Suddenly, there was a loud cracking noise that echoed through the entire cavern. All of them looked up and Bob saw the last of the spiders scurrying away toward the deeper parts of the grotto.

“Uh oh,” Bob muttered. He looked up at the dark elf. “Look, I don’t have time for this. She’s not for sale.” He kicked at one of the stakes holding Beatrice down and it popped loose, freeing her arm.

“How dare you?” The dark elf said in astonishment. “Do you know who I am?” He demanded.

“Not a fucking clue,” Bob muttered, kicking at another stake. It took a few tries, but then came loose. Beatrice, now with her hands free, brought them straight down to her breasts and began pinching her pierced nipples.

“Please? Please keep fucking me?” She begged.

“I am Lord Valen de Polak, of House Alvas!” His fingers tightened on the grip of the stick and just for good measure, he gave it another thrust, making Beatrice groan. Her toes curled and Bob kicked the third stake out, then just stepped right over Beatrice.

“Good for you,” Bob retorted. The last stake was in more firmly and even a few kicks didn’t get it loose. Another terrible crack sounded from up above and suddenly even Lord Valen de Polak of House Alvas looked up, concerned. Slowly he pulled the dildo out of Beatrice, who merely jammed a hand down between her legs, frantically rubbing.

Bob looked up. “I’m not sure about you,” he said. “But I don’t like that sound. I think the structure of the cave might be compromised.”

Valen de Polak face when white. “Surely not,” he whimpered. Another crack, this one even louder, echoed through the entire place. Even the lizard slavers had noticed and were standing, staring around instead of hawking their wares.

Bob got frustrated with the stake, pointed downward, and a shard of power leapt from his finger to the wooden pin. It exploded, releasing Beatrice’s leg. Valen de Polak gaped, then hurried away, taking the dildo stick with him. Bob bent down, grabbed Beatrice, and pulled her upright.

“Come on,” he grunted. “Let’s go. Wagon.”

Beatrice whimpered. “I don’t… I don’t want to go,” she groaned, still masturbating herself.

Florentino appeared again and Bob thrust Beatrice at him. “Get her situated. How long do we have?”

Florentino looked up. “I don’t know,” he said calmly. “Five or six minutes?”

Bob rolled his eyes. “Fuck.” He hurried away and almost ran into Talli. She held out his bag, but was now wearing a brown leather half skirt, slit up the front and showing her bare glistening slit, along with a bolero jacket that didn’t close at the front. Both breasts were showing, along with her midriff. She’d also added a silver chain that connected her nipples together with some light clamps. But at least she was wearing boots.

Bob blinked. “Well, you look nice. Are you still poisonous?” He asked carefully. Talli stomped her foot angrily.

“Gwendolyn gave me a nasty green sludge to drink!” She declared. “She’s the one that poisoned me!”

Bob nodded and took the pack. “Well, technically she made you a poison. She didn’t poison you.”

“Oh yes she did!” Talli declared angrily. “She told me. She had to poison me. In fact, I’ve been drinking the antidote every day since we met up! She said this was the plan from the start!” She glared at him. “Your plan! You poisoned me, Bob!”

Bob let out a sigh. “Talli, if you’d known, the Eye of Assurance might have been able to detect it. It would have kept Helenae from ever touching you.”

“She didn’t,” Talli snarled. “She never once touched me!”

Bob blinked. “What? She didn’t? Then how…”

Talli bit her lip and looked down. “She wore gloves, and kept tripping every time it looked like she was going to use her tongue on me. Then at the end, when she was asking me the questions about you. What your plan was, she was spanking my pussy with the sap and she didn’t realize how close I was, or that… or that I liked it.” Talli’s anger faded and she looked like she might cry again. “And then she was like right there! Right between my legs, her face was all red and she was so angry! At you! At me! She kept screaming at me to tell her about your plan and the paddle kept hitting my clit and smashing me down and I couldn’t help it. I exploded! My cum just squirted out. Right in her face.”

Bob stood there, just a tad bit flabbergasted. “Wow.” He pictured that in his mind and then shook his head. “Wow,” he repeated.

Another crack came from up above. He looked up, realizing he was running out of time.  “Is Florentino getting the horses ready?”

Talli sniffed and wiped her nose with the back of her hand. “Yes. Yours is saddled.”

Bob nodded. “Go sit with Gwen then. We gotta get out of here. Now.” He gave Talli a pat on her rump and hurried forward. Talli followed, looking into the cage. Beatrice, Peaches, Jeni, Kai, and Calien were huddled together, with Calien somewhat hidden under a blue blanket. It looked like the orgy had already started and Talli felt a flutter of jealousy as the girls started kissing, sucking, and licking various exposed body parts. Kie was already pumping one of the spare dildos in and out of Calien’s pussy, and the look of ecstasy on the elf girl’s face made Talli smile. She kept going and then climbed up next to Gwendolyn, who grabbed the reins as Florentino finished harnessing the horses. The wagon moved forward and Talli glanced up as another booming crack thundered through the cavern.

“Let’s go!” Bob shouted, already astride his horse. He led the way and Talli cried out as a massive boulder the size of the cart suddenly dropped from the cave ceiling. It was on the far side though, near the castle, and it crashed into a portion of the stone carved wall, crumpling it like paper. Dust billowed up from the impact. Shouts and then screams followed.

“Yaah!” Gwendolyn cried, urging the horses forward, flicking the reins hard. The cart lurched toward the cavern opening and Talli gripped the seat, her body tingling as fear rushed through her. She leaned over and looked behind them to see Morlok clinging to the side of the cart, his face a calm mask. Florentino was actually running easily behind them, eyes flickering upward.

Bob glanced back too, pulling aside so that he could visually watch the cart. Talli looked back and saw that the lizard slavers were struggling to pack up. More stones began to fall, smaller ones, and the dark elves were scurrying around madly. No one paid them any mind as more of the cavern started to collapse.

“Robert! We need to hurry!” Florentino called out. He got close to the cart and put a hand on the back, pushing. The horses didn’t quite like that, but they were too close to panicking. Gwendolyn swore under her breath, snapping the reins.

“Go! Go! Go!” Bob shouted. He reined in his horse, moving in behind Florentino and the rock giant shook his head. More boulders began to drop, some of them frighteningly close. Talli looked up and screamed as a massive rock three times the size of the cart detached from the ceiling of the cave and plummeted straight down at them. Florentino spotted it and shoved the cart forward, but all of them knew it was too late. Bob snarled and threw up one hand.

Then the rock exploded.

Talli coughed as she was enveloped by a dust cloud and she flinched, eyes shut. She felt grit on her face and a sprinkle of gravel hit the cart. Then the darkness turned to starlight and the wagon surged out into the meadow in front of the cave. More dark elves ran around as the billowing blast of dust swirled around. Gwen made it to the track on the other side and then pulled on the reins. Morlok hopped off the wagon and Talli jumped up, standing in the seat. She looked back at the cave, eyes straining. The light from the moon illuminated the dust cloud at the cavern opening and the dark elf soldiers who had been in the meadow stood around, gaping and lost. She saw Florentino, but the rock giant was staring back the way they came. Morlok went and stood next to him.

“Where’s Bob?” Talli meeped. “Bob?” A surge of fear rushed through her. “Florentino? Where’s Bob?”

The rock giant was quiet and stared back at the cavern entrance. It was difficult to see because of the dust. More booms came from the cavern and another wave of dirt and debris billowed out into the meadow.

“Bob?” The desolation in Talli’s voice was palpable and she stood on the cart, a shocked and terrified look on her face. “BOB!” She screamed. Florentino started forward, clearly intent on going back in, when a shadow appeared. Dust swirled and a clear path of air seemed to flow out of the wrecked cavern. From out of the darkness, still astride his horse, came the mage.

“BOB!” Talli shouted, exhilaration rushing through her! She raised her hands up high and began jumping up and down, screaming with excitement. Bob approached, his face firm and solid, though he was coated in dust. He rode past Florentino and Morlok, both of whom just stared at him in wonder.

“Nicely done,” Bob said to Florentino. He rode up past the cart, ignoring the somewhat dusty orgy still going on in the back, and then reigned in even with Gwen and Talli. The young woman couldn’t help herself. She jumped right onto Bob’s saddle, in front of him, face to face, and began kissing him helplessly.

“Bob! Bob!” Talli whimpered. “I thought you were dead for sure!” Then she went back to kissing him.

Bob allowed it for a moment, then gasped, coming up for air. “Ye’ of little faith,” he said with a grin. “Now, the horn of my saddle cannot possibly be comfortable to sit on. So get back in the wagon.”

Talli, still trying to kiss him, pulled back, giving him a speculative look. “In the wagon? Or on the wagon?”

Bob looked over at Gwen who shrugged. “The antidote will have neutralized the poison by now. It doesn’t matter,” the druids said.

Talli squealed and then Florentino stood there, hands up, helping her down. She ran to the back of the wagon and Bob heard the sound of the metal door opening. There was a cooing murmur and then giggling. And a gasp.

“Right,” Bob said, sounding a bit more serious. “It will take them some time to figure out all that. The entire thing didn’t come down. Only about a quarter. That means we only have limited time before we are pursued. We need to make it to Rook’s Nest as fast as possible.”

Gwen nodded. “That’s two days by cart. You think they’ll come after us?”

Bob shrugged. “Depends on whether Helenae is alive. If she is, I guarantee you she’s going to be very, very pissed. So, let’s put some distance between us and this cesspool.”

Gwendolyn let out a grunt. “The poison I used isn’t exactly unknown amongst the elves. If they had a half competent healer, she’s probably fine.” Then she flicked the reins and the slave wagon began moving once more. The old woman turned the cart down the track and went as fast as the moonlight would allow.

Bob stayed tense and fell in behind the cart with Florentino, while Morlok did his own thing as usual, disappearing into the forest. The giant was quiet, introspective even, his eyes flickering to the back of the wagon. The girls had quieted down much sooner than Bob had anticipated, the mixture of exhaustion, dust, and animal satisfaction leaving the entire gaggle sleeping. The mage sighed, weariness in his voice.

“Are you alright, Robert?” Florentino asked politely.

Bob nodded. “Just tired. There was a lot going on today.”

The rock giant smiled. “It has been a long day. If it makes you feel better, I don’t think there is anyone pursuing us.”

“Not yet,” Bob muttered. “But it's coming. I can feel it.” He looked down at his dust covered clothes. “We will need water. Didn’t we cross a stream on our way in?”

Florentino stared off into the forest. “It is off to the right, but it will curve around and cut across the track in three or four miles. Doesn’t make much sense to fight our way through the woods to it right now.”

Bob nodded. “Might as well continue on then. How are you feeling? Are you going to need a nap soon?”

Florentino laughed. “Hardly.”

“How are the girls holding up?” Bob asked.

Florentino frowned. “There are complications,” the rock giant said.

“Complications?”

Florentino nodded. “Kie and Jenni are both disappointed that they were not sold to the dark elves. I believe Peaches is as well, though she has not verbalized her opinion on the matter. Lady Beatrice refused to allow Gwendolyn to remove the piercings and has been acting most unlady-like, though I admit that I do appreciate both her physical beauty and the ravenous nature of her sexual perversions.”

Bob’s eyebrow went up. “The ravenous nature of her sexual perversions?”

Florentino grinned. “Indeed,” said the rock giant. “Lady Beatrice is quite voracious. We have already copulated twice. But I am most worried about the princess.”

“Calien?” Grunted Bob. “Why?”

Florentino looked at the wagon and lowered his voice. “Robert, have you given any thought to her condition? She’s been through something that is essentially traumatic. She’s been exposed to a radical new kind of behavior, of thought, and through magical means. She was captured, tormented, ravished, and had sexual channels of desire opened, and then increased. Worse, she has been marked. Permanently.”

Bob frowned. “The Mùl Gwen,” he muttered.

Florentino nodded. “Exactly. I asked Gwendolyn, but evidently it cannot be removed. It won’t affect Tali. Very few people she interacts with will care. Most humans will not recognize its significance, and even if they do, she acts like a slave girl anyway. She wears little to no clothing, clearly is a sex object, and quite obviously belongs to you. The same for the other girls. But for Calien? Every elf in El Ahna will know exactly what that mark means.”

Bob frowned. “Tunics. Long tail shirts?”

Florentino smiled. “You know that will only delay the inevitable, Robert.” He sighed. “Maybe we should have tried that frontal assault, if only for her sake.”

“We’d all be dead,” Bob muttered. “And without the Eye.”

They pressed on through the darkness and eventually Florentino moved to the front of the caravan and guided Gwendolyn’s cart off to the side. The wagon came to a halt and Morlok appeared. He glanced at Bob and shook his head.

“I will get the water,” Florentino announced, retrieving a couple of buckets from the supply bin of the wagon. He disappeared off the side of the track as Bob and Gwendolyn took care of the horses.

“Wake the girls up to get clean?” Bob asked.

Gwen shook her head. “No. We’ll do it at first light. That’s just a few hours from now. You and I need to get some sleep. You look like you’re about to fall over and I’m not doing much better. I’ve got a headache. Morlok and Florentino will keep watch.”

Bob sighed. “Sounds fantastic.” He finished tying up his horse, shucked out of his filthy robes, and then barely unrolled his sleeping pad before collapsing onto it. He closed his eyes, dreaming of Talli.

***

Gwendolyn opened the back door of the wagon cage and stepped in. It took the old woman more than a minute to figure out which bare little foot belonged to which girl, but eventually she figured it out. Calien and Beatrice both blinked sleepiness out their eyes as the druid curled a finger, beckoning them to follow. Both girls glanced at each other and climbed out of the tangle of girls, smiling down at Kie, Jenni, and Peaces, all of whom were still sleeping peacefully. Neither Beatrice or Calien grabbed a blanket, their nudity clearly a non-issue as they followed Gwendolyn. The druid led them off to the side of the trail, to wear the clear running brook wove through the trees and she pointed to a clear, sandy spot.

“Sit down,” she ordered.

Calien glanced at Beatrice, a confused look on her face, but she obeyed. Beatrice, looking a bit more cautious, knelt down.

“It’s time to remove the piercings,” Gwendolyn said quietly.

Calien’s eyes widened, but it was Beatrice who shook her head.

“No,” the mayor’s daughter said firmly, covering her breasts and sex, though not due to any sense of modesty. “I don’t want to.”

Gwendolyn gave the girl a steady look. “You are being manipulated. The piercings do that. They enhance your ability to feel certain kinds of sensations. They increase your natural proclivities for sexual ddesire. But most of all, they’re addictive. You are not capable of making a rational decision while under their influence.”

Beatrice frowned. “Is Talli? And what about Kie and Peaches and Jeni? Why do they get to keep their piercings? Why are only me and Calien getting punished?”

Gwendolyn sighed. “It’s not a punishment, Beatrice. And Talli’s circumstances are different. As are Peaches, Kie, and Jeni. Their piercings are not removable. The best we will be able to do for them is allow the magic powering their charms to fade. It will take a couple of years. Until then, they’ll be protected, cared for. Then… then they will be set free.”

Beatrice leaned forward. “But what if they don’t want to be set free?” She crossed her arms. “Talli certainly doesn’t.”

Gwendolyn looked away. “Talli is here by choice. She and Bob have a relationship. But this line of argument is pointless. As long as you have the piercings in you, your desires will overwhelm your ability to think rationally. I said I would remove them and I shall.”

Beatrice got up. “No. I’m not going to let you. They’re staying,” she declared. Turning. Calien blinked, looking up in shock. Then Gwendolyn surged to her feet.

“Beatrice!” The old druid exclaimed.

Beatrice whirled. “No! This is my life! I finally found something that makes me feel right. Like I’m wanted! And I’m not letting you take that away from…”

Gwendolyn reached out and tapped Beatrice on the forehead.

“Me…” Beatrice whispered. Then she dropped like a rock into the sand, sprawling in a very undignified position.

Calien let out a whimper. “What did you do to her?” She exclaimed, looking at Gwendolyn fearfully.

Gwen sighed and bent down, straightening Beatrice’s body. “I turned her mind off for a moment, though considering her last few statements, it’s pretty damn clear she wasn’t using it.”

Calien bit her lip. “What are you going to do?”

“Remove the piercings,” Gwendolyn said simply. She reached down to Beatrice’s left breast and there was a tiny flash of green light. Then the silver hoop parted and Gwendolyn pulled it away. She set it down on a nearby rock and went after the next one.

“What are you going to do with the jewelry?”

Gwendolyn frowned. “Destroy them. They’re barbaric. I’ve already resolved never to be involved in any slave trading again and I certainly won’t be putting Bob’s rings on anyone else ever.” Calien reached out, as if to pick it up and Gwendolyn batted her hand away. “Don’t. It technically needs to be worn to be effective, but you’re already susceptible to their influence. I’ll remove yours in a moment.”

Calien nodded and drew her knees up to her chin. She wrapped her arms around her shins and rocked back and forth. “It’s hard,” she said as Gwendolyn removed the clitoral piercing from Beatrice’s body.

“What is?”

“Not touching myself,” Calien whispered. “Or her. Like right now, I want to crawl over there and see what she tastes like. It's maddening. Part of me is repelled. Like, how could I want that with a human girl? But the other part of me, the part I didn’t know about, is screaming so loudly.”

Gwen tossed the freshly removed piercing on the pile and started in on Beatrice’s ear. “I understand Calien, but trust me. You’ll start to think much more clearly in a moment.”

Calien shook her head. “The worst part is remembering.” She closed her eyes.

Gwen looked over at her sadly. “I’m sorry, I don’t know any way to help you with those. They will soften in time.”

Calien frowned. “No. You don’t understand. I remember and it excites me.”

Calien’s hand slipped under her legs and she moaned softly, her fingertips swirling through her own soft, pink petals. Gwendolyn sighed and shook her head. “You need to try not to think about it.”

The elf girl plunged a finger deeper into her own slit. “They tied me open. I could feel the way my legs were stretched. They teased me. They did things to me. Horrible things that hurt, but felt good, all at the same time. And the most horrible thing was that I wanted it. I wanted them to clamp me. To hit me. To fuck me. To make me cum.” Calien panted, clearly working herself up to a tizzy.

“Your turn,” the druid declared grumpily, reaching over and tapping Calien on the head. The elf girl gasped, eyes widening, only to slump over, fingers still buried in her own pussy.

“Good gods,” Gwendolyn muttered. She bent over and quickly began removing the piercings in the elf girl’s body, tossing them into the same pile as the others. It didn’t take long. Soon she had two dozen of the silver bits and she scooped them up, dropping them into a small felt bag. She tucked it away and then called out.

“Florentino!”

The rock giant appeared almost at once and his eyes flickered across the two unconscious girls.

“Is everything okay?” He asked carefully.

Gwendolyn nodded. “It is now,” she replied. “I’ve removed the piercings but both girls were difficult.”

“How so?” Florentino inquired.

Gwendolyn frowned. “Neither were cooperative.”

“I see,” Florentino said. “Will that create later difficulties?”

Gwendolyn sighed. “I’m not sure. Sex by itself can be addictive. The magic in these damn things enhances arousal, makes the wearer crave it. And the more intense and orgasmic it is, the more they want. It’s a vicious cycle. It may have permanent effects.”

Florentino put his hand on Gwendolyn’s shoulder comfortingly. “You’ve kept your promise. That’s what you needed to do.”

The druid nodded. “Can you please take them back to the cart? They’ll wake up naturally on their own in a few hours.”

Florentino smiled and scooped up Calien in one hand, pulling her limp, naked body against his chest. He lumbered off back to the wagon and slipped her back into the cage, wrapping her in one of the spare blankets. Then he came back for Beatrice.




Chapter Sixteen: Heading for a Climax

“Hey,” came a sweet voice. Slowly Bob opened up his eyes to see Talli laying on the pad next to him. Her head was propped up on her arm and she grinned down at him. “I was wondering if you’d like a shower buddy.”

Bob let out a chuckle. “You mean, you’ll wash my back if I wash yours?”

Talli slipped her hand down along Bob’s front. “Well, I was thinking something more interesting, if you still have that really nice lavender soap in your bag.”

Bob smiled. “I’d love to, but I’m not really sure we have much time available.”

Talli groaned, and not in the way that Bob liked to hear. “Bob! You’re such a curmudgeon!” She sat up, her bare breasts swinging in front of his face. “I still need to get clean,” she said. She got up and reached down, holding out her hand. Bob took it and allowed her to pull him up out of the bedroll. It only took him a minute with his pack to get a fresh set of clothes, some toiletries, and two towels. Then he and Talli stepped off the trail and over to the creek. Talli pulled Bob into the cool water and together they managed to strip off most of the dust. Then things devolved as Talli tried to turn their bath into a sexual event, kneeling down to take Bob into her mouth. Despite his developing arousal, he pulled free and shook his finger.

“We have company coming. You know that.”

Talli let out a huff and frowned. After a few more minutes they dried off and Bob got dressed again, pulling a fresh set of clothes from his pack and dumping the dirty things inside. Finally they padded back to the cart. Kie, Peaches, Jeni and Beatrice were still inside, cuddled together, but the elf girl was missing.

“Where is Calien?” Bob asked immediately.

“She is with Gwendolyn,” Florentino responded.

“Morlok?”

Florentino smiled, following Bob’s quick change of queries. “He has not returned, which I believe means that there is still no organized pursuit.”

“That’s going to change, if it already hasn’t.” Bob bit his lip thoughtfully. “We’ve been very lucky so far.”

Florentino gave Bob a curious look. “You don’t think the Duchess will have more on her hands dealing with the cave collapse?”

Bob snorted. “You’re assuming Helenae is the mover and shaker behind things in the Duchy. Trust me, she’s not. She’s not exactly a figurehead, but there are older, smarter, and much wiser elves who will step in to take care of the disaster.Unfortunately, that will leave Helenae the opportunity to react emotionally.”

“And come after you,” Florentino finished. Bob nodded ruefully.

“She’s going to want to eviscerate me.”

Florentino smiled. “She’ll have to get in line. There are quite a few individuals who want to eviscerate you, Robert.”

“Yeah, but she is closest right now.” He reached into his pack, rummaging around. He pulled out a few folded items and a pair of small boots and was still digging around through the depths when Gwendolyn and Calien came around the corner of the cart. Calien was wrapped up in a blanket and Bob could see the collar he’d put around her neck. He didn’t think she was wearing anything else.

“Bob,” Gwendolyn said softly. “Calien is going to need…”

Bob held out the clothing.

“Oh,” the druid replied. She took the offered outfit and turned, giving it to Calien. The elf girl blinked woodenly and looked down at the soft green clothes.

“They’re human cut,” Bob said apologetically. “Sorry about that. I don’t have access to a lot of elf make, at least… not clothing appropriate for a ranger.” He continued to dig in the pack. “The boots should fit, but if you need another pair let me know.” He suddenly found what he was looking for and pulled an unstrung elven-made longbow from the bag. “Here. Test the draw weight on this,” he said, handing it over to Calien.

The elf girl quietly took the bow, staring at it. She didn’t move, or even really react. She just stared and Bob gave Gwendolyn a worried glance. The druid sighed.

“Calien?”

Calien blinked and looked up at the cart. “I feel like I should be in there… with them,” she said softly.

Gwen took a deep breath. “Calien, I told you about this. You’re feeling the effects of the magic. Those sensations will fade.”

Calien nodded. “But the memories won’t. And you said my urges wouldn’t disappear.”

Gwen frowned. “Well, no. Not totally. Parts of you have been awakened. Changed. You’re always going to be more of a sexual person now. But, you have a choice. You can fix this. Ignore the temptation. Because if you go back into that cage, all you are doing is reinforcing the behaviors imposed upon you by the magic. And this time, it will be your own mind doing it.”

Calien gulped. Her eyes blurred and she shook her head in confusion. “Why is it different for me?” She asked.

Bob looked confused. “Different? What do you mean?”

Calien pointed at Kie and Jeni, who were still snuggled down in a pile of pillows and blankets. “Why do I have a choice and they don’t?”

Gwendolyn looked over at Bob accusatorilly. Bob cringed.

“Well, um… everyone’s circumstances are different,” Bob said, trying to sound rational. “You have a choice because your piercings were removable.”

“Beatrice wanted to keep her piercings in,” Calien said woodenly, almost wistfully, her voice filled with longing.

Bob gave Gwendolyn a smirk and the druid glared at the mage. Bob scratched at his beard. “Ah. Well, that’s sort of to be expected. I mean, they’re magical constructs. They tend to mess with the mind. Did she say why?”

Calien replied in a desperate, strained voice. “She said that this is the first time in her life that she knew what was expected of her, that she liked it, and she didn’t have to be the mayor’s daughter. She wants to go back.” Calien gulped and her eyes sort of focused. “I understand that.”

Bob gave Gwendolyn a bit of a panicked look. “Okay. Um… Calien? Look. I know that’s how you’re feeling right now, but honestly… this whole experience was traumatic for you. The dark elves did horrible things and it's messing with your mind. If you’ll only…”

Calien shook her head, giving Bob a frustrated look. “You say that, but that’s not what I remember! I remember wanting. Needing. Satisfaction.” She closed her eyes. “Sensations I didn’t even know existed.”

Florentino crossed his big, beefy arms. “The ethical dilemmas here are quite interesting.”

Bob suddenly got cross. “No they aren’t,” he declared. “You know why?” He said, his voice stern. “Because she’s a fucking elven princess whose daddy will fucking kill me if I don’t return her when I have a chance,” he declared, pointing at Florentino. “And as far as Beatrice goes, I don’t give a rat’s ass whether she spends the rest of her life being an imperious bitch, ruining the lives of her father’s electorate, or strapped down in a dark elf’s living room, constantly orgasming between sexual torture sessions.”

Gwen’s mouth dropped.

“And as for the other girls, well… I didn’t make them slaves. The piercings they have aren’t removable. The best we can do is sell them to someone who will make their lives easy and comfortable.” He paused, wrinkling his nose. “Or at least as comfortable as they can be when you’ve got deep, dark, masochistic urges involving whips and chains.”

No one said anything, including Calien. They all just stared.

“And frankly,” Bob declared. “This is all moot. We need to get moving.”

“Robert,” Florentino said in disappointment.

“What?” The mage declared angrily. “I’m not a ‘good’ guy! I thought we’d settled this ages ago!” He jerked a thumb at his chest. “I kidnap young women, put a collar around their throat, sexually frustrate them until I need magical power, and then fuck them until they cum so that I can suck the energy out of them! They’re vessels!”

Calien blinked. Her hand went up to her throat and she touched the collar still wrapped around her neck.

“Am… I… one of your vessels?” She asked quietly.

Bob reached for Calien, half expecting her to flinch, but instead she let the blanket slip, exposing way more skin than was appropriate. Florentino’s eyes flickered down at the exposed tips of Calien’s breasts and nodded with appreciation.

Bob’s fingers found the collar around Calien’s throat and after half a second, it came loose in his hand.

“No,” he said firmly to the elf girl. “You are not.”

She bit her lip. “But I was.” Her eyes flickered up to Bob’s and the blanket dropped. All the way. “And I can be again.”

Bob closed his eyes and then turned, marching away, his fingers still gripping the collar.

It took Gwendolyn a moment to calm down. “Calien. Get dressed.”

Florentino smiled down at the elf girl. “Things are quite complicated now, Princess. But I can assure you, that with the passing of a little time, and once we are out of danger, everything will sort itself out.” He leaned forward. “By the way, you are a great beauty.” Then he turned and walked away.

Calien had just finished dressing when Morlok came out of the woods. He glanced warily at the elf girl, then walked around the cart to find Bob.

The mage looked up from where he was getting his horse saddled. “Are we out of time?”

Morlok nodded.

“Make a stand here?” Bob asked, “Or do we have time to get farther along?”

Morlok shrugged. “Candlemark.”

Bob frowned. “Did you see Helenae?” Morlok nodded, his face grim. Bob flinched. “Does she look pissed?” He asked in a worried tone.

Morlok actually looked a bit disturbed, which was answer enough.

Bob swore under his breath. “How many?”

“Twenty-six,” Morlok replied.

“Including Helenae?” Bob asked. Morlok nodded. Bob frowned thoughtfully. “Okay, that’s doable. Not great odds, but doable.” He pointed at Morlok. “Come on. Let’s go talk to Florentino.”

The two men went back to the rear of the cart and found Florentino talking with Beatrice.

“You have to talk to her!” Beatrice demanded. “I want them back!”

Florentino looked somewhat uncomfortable. “Lady Beatrice, while I sympathize with your desires, I’m not sure that I’m the right person to convince Gwendolyn that you are not still under the influence of the piercings. Perhaps if a little more time passes she might be inclined to a more reasonable plea. If she knows it is truly your choice…”

“Sorry to interrupt, but I need you.”

Beatrice, still naked, looked at the rock giant in frustration. “I’ll make it worth your while, Florentino. Don’t you want to fuck me?” 

Florentino frowned. “I have done nothing to help your circumstances, and even were I inclined, I would not require any such compensation.”

Beatrice looked aggrieved, then retreated away from the bars, clearly upset.

“Whatever,” Bob said, brushing off the issue. He turned to Florentino. “We have a bigger problem.”

Florentino glanced at Morlok. “I presume that Helenae has taken exception to the fact that you poisoned her, stole her jewelry, abducted her prisoner, and then wrecked her slave trading market and testing center.”

“Don’t be so quick about giving me all the credit,” Bob said with a snarky tone. “You’re the one who brought down the cavern ceiling. And Gwendolyn handled the poisoning.”

Florentino smiled. “At your request,” he said simply. “Helenae is smart enough to know that our roles were merely subsidiary. It is mostly you she wants to kill.”

Bob rolled his eyes. “Fine. I’ll just take the blame for everything,” he grumped. “But to put it simply, yes. Helenae is coming to reclaim what is hers.”

Florentino grinned. “And kill you.”

Bob looked a little bleak. “Or worse.”

Florentino looked around the little clearing. “This is defendable. To an extent. The dark elves will be able to move through the woods easier than I would like, but Gwendolyn can make that costly.”

“They’re on horses,” Bob added.

Florentino turned around and looked back down the trail. “Until they aren’t, Robert. Only one route in, and they won’t know exactly when they will encounter us. They’ll be stacked, probably in twos.” He looked at Bob. “You do realize that they’ll have magic wielders.”

Bob nodded. “Yeah, like half of them. And Helenae herself isn’t bad at it. She’s not in my league, but if she brought that Dralidoc guy, the one who inspected us before we went in, then I’ll have quite a bit on my hands.”

Gwendolyn came up. “War council?” She asked quietly. Florentino nodded.

“Helenae and twenty-five dark elves,” Bob said.

Gwen nodded. “I presume we make a stand here?”

“If we do it here, we have some prep time,” Bob replied. “About a candlemark.”

Morlok grunted and Bob frowned. “Okay, three quarters of a candlemark.”

Gwendolyn nodded. “Alright, so what’s the plan?”

Bob smiled. “Gather round folks. Here is what we’re going to do…”

***

Talli shook her head. “No. Stack them all at the back.” She pointed and threw another one of the sleeping pads to Kie, who positioned the leather mat on top of a mound of others. Jenni handed Talli another pillow, her face confused.

“I don’t understand,” she said. “Why would the dark elves want to hurt us? Aren’t we valuable to them?”

Talli sighed. “You mean deliberately. I’ve seen enough fights to know that sometimes people miss. Arrows. Magic missiles. Area of effect spells. No one will shoot at us directly, but in the heat of battle, things happen. So, we’re putting up a barricade to make sure that errant… stuff… doesn’t just come into the cage.”

“Why don’t we run?” Kie asked with a worried look.

Beatrice sat in the corner, eyes closed, one hand gently rubbing herself. She sighed lustily. “I hope they do capture us,” she said longingly.

Talli let out a sigh. She understood Beatrice’s attitude, but it was a bit trying. “Because they’ll also kill our friends?”

Jeni looked out through the bars of the cage. “Where is Calien?” She asked worriedly. “Shouldn’t she be in here, with us? Where it’s safe?”

A quick flash of frustration slid across Beatrice’s face. “Because she’s accepted the fact that Gwendolyn took our piercings out. She’s not really one of us anymore.” Her eyes blurred with tears. “I’m not even really one of you anymore.”

Talli frowned. “Beatrice, you weren’t one of us before you volunteered to help rescue Calien.” She sighed. “I’m not the right person to say this, because if it were me, I’d be screaming bloody murder, forcing Gwen to put the piercings back in. But at least I understand Gwendolyn’s perspective. She’s trying to help. As for Calien, it’s because she is an elf princess. If the dark elves capture her again, it will mean bad things. For some of us.” She looked out of the cage and down the trail. Practically everyone had disappeared after their meeting with Bob. Morlok had once more gone to keep track of the elves. Gwendolyn had grabbed her druid’s staff and stepped into the woods. Calien had found some arrows and taken some time to get used to her new bow, and Florentino had walked off down the trail and then disappeared from view. In fact, the only person still puttering around the camp was Bob.

Talli spotted the mage again and she couldn’t help feeling a mixture of emotions. Obviously she loved him, and that warm feeling surged through her as he looked up, giving her a wink as he whistled walking past. Another part of her wanted to open the cage door and hurl herself down on him, tearing off his clothes so she could impale herself on him, sating the incessant arousal she constantly felt. And yet, a third emotion, something she wasn’t terribly used to, despite the crazy adventures they’d been on together, swirled around through her.

Fear. And she wasn’t the only one.

“Bob,” she called out. He stopped and looked at her.

“The ghosts here don’t like what’s about to happen,” she said. “They’re upset.”

Bob looked around, even though he couldn’t see what she could. “Are there a lot of them?”

Talli glanced around. “About ten or so. All human. Three or four of them are girls like us. The rest are fighters with swords.”

“Well, if they pass along any useful information, let me know, okay?” He said amiably, then walked off. He moved past the back of the cart, his new staff in hand, and looked down the trail. Talli felt a moment of admiration for the mage, the way he stood firm and confident in the face of danger. She wanted to go to him, to stand by his side, and even to protect him, though she knew she was woefully ill equipped for such endeavors. Talli shook her head. No, the best thing she could do to help Bob was stay out of danger. It was usually when she was at risk that he did the craziest and most dangerous things.

A bird call sounded through the woods and Talli stiffened. She was familiar enough with Morlok’s signals to recognize the perfectly common trill. She glanced at Bob and his posture didn’t change one whit. If anything, he looked calm and relaxed. Talli heard the sound of the horses first, then spotted them, coming around the curve of the path.

Helenea was at the front and the expression on her face said it all, especially as she spotted Bob. Fury flashed through her eyes and she let out a yell, spurring her horse forward. Two other dark elves rode just behind her with looks of concern. Both jerked protectively as their duchess galloped forward. Talli recognized them. Lord Dralidoc and Lord Balok.

“Bob! You motherfucking human bastard!” Helenae screamed. With her free hand, she formed a glowing ball of power and flung it forward, even before her horse had managed to cross even half the distance.

Bob didn’t even flinch. He swept one hand up and Helenae’s magic went straight up, disappearing into the clouds.

“Your Grace!” Lord Balok yelled. “Stop!”

Helenae didn’t though. She merely formed another ball of blue fire and hurled that one too. Bob sent it flying with one hand, then raised the other, just as she looked like she was going to run him down with her horse. There was a loud crack, as if lightning had just struck, and the horse came to full and complete stop. It was so sudden that Helenae cried out as she was flung forward, over the horse’s head, only to fall unceremoniously into the dirt at Bob’s feet with the wind knocked out of her.

She blinked, stunned and gasping as she tried to suck in air. Bob looked down at the dark elf duchess. She’d replaced the black leather sex suit with something more appropriate for a battle and the armor rattled as she struggled to sit upright.

“Your Grace!” Dralidoc shouted. He reined in his horse just behind hers and jumped to the ground, his eyes on Bob. Power glowed in his hand, but it was defensive, as if he expected Bob to level a killing blow on the elf woman. Helenae groaned and shook her head, looking up at Bob.

“Ow,” she said weakly.

Bob frowned. “Hello Helenae. How are you feeling?”

The duchess managed to catch her breath and then scrambled to her feet. “How do you think I’m feeling, you poisonous traitor?” She demanded, spreading her boots in what was clearly a combat position. She raised her hands, the palms almost immediately glowing.

“Your Grace,” Dralidoc said as he reigned in his horse. “Please?” Next to Lord Dralidoc, Balok dismounted. One of the dark elf soldiers hurried forward and took their horses, leading them back to the group.

Helenae ignored the entreaty and glared at Bob again. “First of all, you will return my amulet,” she commanded.

Bob at least was polite enough to look interested.

“You will then give the elf girl you stole back to me.”

Bob’s expression turned bored.

“And lastly, you will hand over Talli. She will spend the rest of her life screaming as I tear orgasm after orgasm from her sensitive body!”

Talli gulped from the cage and was shocked at how quickly her pussy tightened, or how wet she had suddenly gotten.

Bob stiffened, his eyes narrowing with anger with that last demand. “The hell I will,” he declared instantly.

Helenae’s eyes widened and she stamped her foot angrily. “It is the only way you’ll walk away alive!”

Bob stood his ground. “Are you a spoiled brat throwing a temper tantrum? Or the Duchess of House Alvas?” He looked past Helenae at the two dark elf lords. “Which of you two idiots put Helenae in charge?” He demanded.

The Duchess screamed again and another ball of magic formed in her hand. She flung it immediately, only to jump back in shock as Bob not only caught it, but threw it at the ground an inch from her feet. It exploded, dirt flying up at her, the sound of detonation echoing through the forest.

“Careful, your Grace,” Bob snarled. “I’ve been forgiving so far. The next one might do some real damage.”

Helenae’s eyes bulged. “You dare…” she whispered. Then, almost suddenly, she took a step back. “Kill him,” she ordered.

Lord Dralidoc glanced at Balok. “Your Grace, might I counsel…”

“KILL HIM! KILL HIM!” Helenae shouted furiously. The direct order was too much for the dark elves and Lord Dralidoc raised his staff and said a single word. Lightning crackled and Talli screamed as an electrical charge jumped from the cage bars to her hand. A flash of light filled the forest and then thunder, so loud that it hurt Talli’s head, made the wagon shake.

“BOB!”

Smoke filled the small clearing amidst the path and it looked like the fire had died. As the soft breeze pushed the acrid scent of ozone away into the woods, a form appeared. Bob looked up. His hair seemed to be standing on end, and his beard was a little frizzy, but otherwise he appeared unharmed.

And that surprised Lord Dralidoc.

“My turn,” Bob said darkly, eyes narrowing.

Then everyone moved at once.

Lord Dralidoc grabbed hold of Helenae and dragged her back even as Lord Balok brought up an arm and flung something intangible at Bob. Bob side stepped, swinging the staff and the bluish light from Lord Balok went zipping off into the darkness. Yet with the same gesture, a flurry of red balls of light formed and went shooting off toward the dark elves like rocks from a sling, hissing and burning as they struck. Dralidoc turned his back, sheltering Helenae and the warded cloak across his shoulders caused the magic to go bouncing off into the woods. Tiny, but powerful explosions rattled the entire group. Lord Balok’s cloak also blocked the small magic missiles, but one hit his exposed arm, burning a small hole through it so fast that the wizard cried out in shock, falling backward. Behind them, three horses fell and even two of the soldiers dropped, pierced straight through. The rest began to panic, jumping down from their horses.

Which is when Florentino ripped the ground out from under the elves.

Dralidoc, still holding Helenae, jumped to the side, pulling the Duchess to safety as Balok rolled, barely grabbing hold of a tree before falling into the now fifteen foot deep gully that ran almost up to Bob’s feet. Talli gasped, watching as half the dark elf soldiers fell, their horses crashing down into the crevasse and the shouts of pure mayhem filled her ears. But despite the sudden change of circumstances, most of the elves were able to crawl out of the gaping hole, swords drawn and faces angry. A few pushed into the trees, only to scream in agony as thorns the length of swords suddenly grew from twisting vines, forcing them back into the killing field.

Gwendolyn had entered the battle.

Another group of Helenae’s soldiers seemed magic capable and Talli saw them preparing to cast spells. She shouted a warning, but Bob was still too busy with Balok. She gripped the bars of the cage desperately, but then, just as the line of dark elves raised their hands, fingers glowing with power, a giant, bumpy, pink tongue surged out of the trees behind them. It wrapped around four of them, yanking them together hard and then hauling them backward. Talli gasped as she saw another huge lizard, just like the one that had swallowed Beatrice on their way to the elven kingdom, catch several more screaming dark elves. Talli caught sight of the druid, ghosting between the trees, a wicked smile on her face.

Bob darted off to the side, his hand already flinging another bolt of magic at Balok. The older dark elf’s eyes narrowed, his long white hair swinging and even one handed and balanced precariously on the edge of the gully, he managed to deflect Bob’s spell. It burned a dinner plate sized hole through a nearby tree. Bob closed the distance even more, practically jumping, his staff held out like a weapon, and he aimed for Balok’s head. The dark elf barely had time to bring up his arm and he went flying, falling down into the ditch with a cry.

“BOB!” Shouted Talli in warning.

The mage swung around, sweeping an arm as not one, but two magical attacks found him. A small tongue of flame along with a bolt of black, scorching liquid exploded from Lord Dralidoc hand, squirting toward Bob from across the freshly made ditch. Talli could see droplets fall and sizzle on the dirt as the stuff splashed toward Bob. Beside it, another one of Helenae’s fireballs seared its way alongside Lord Dralidoc’ spell. Bob, brow clenched in concentration, muttered a word and a flurry of snow and ice seemed to explode out of his hand, just before the acid struck him.

Black ice fell to the ground and started smoking. Helenae’s blob of fire just went out. Completely.

Suddenly, one of the dark elf soldiers rushed forward, sword raised and Bob’s eyes flickered at the distraction. He started to turn to deal with the new threat, when an arrow zipped past him, only to sink deeply into the soldier’s eye. He fell screaming, clawing at the shaft. Talli twisted, looking back into the woods, realizing that Calien had fired the shot.

But the distraction gave Lord Dralidoc another opportunity. He raised both hands and then brought them together hard. A shockwave exploded outward and Talli gasped as she was thrown back from the bars. Even behind Dralidoc, Helenae fell onto her ass. But the main brunt of the blow was aimed at Bob. But the human mage seemed totally prepared. He merely lifted his hand, turned it sideways like a knife, and whispered a word. The entirety of the kinetic blow was cut in half and directed to either side. The trees behind Bob shattered, exploding backward as their roots were torn, leaving him standing unscathed in the center of the demolition.

Another arrow zipped through the battlezone, clearly aimed at Lord Dralidoc, but it bounced off an unseen barrier, shattering. Behind Dralidoc, Helenae scrambled to her feet and this time formed a bolt of acid flavored magic, flinging it desperately at Bob. Bob simply ducked and the look of frustration on Helenae’s face got even deeper.

“Give it up, Helenae!” Bob shouted. “I’m the lucky one now!”

Judge Balock suddenly reared up from the crevasse, thrusting upward with his staff, only to get kicked in the head by Bob, who saw the attack coming. Balock crashed back down into the gully.

“It’s not yours! Give it back, you thief!” Helenae shouted.

Lord Dralidoc hesitated. He threw another bolt of lightning at Bob, more to distract the human mage than hurt him, but glanced at Helenae. “What’s he talking about?” He demanded over the crackling thunder.

Helenae shook her head, dodging the question even as she flung another magic missile.

Bob danced around that one too, hopping further along the edge of the gully. Bob spotted the other dark elf soldiers forming up along one side of the newly formed gully and twisted, flinging a swirling ball of frozen snow at them, some eighty feet away. It struck one unfortunate dark elf in the chest and he turned blue instantly, freezing solid, while the rest of the sphere exploded outward, enveloping the entire group in snow. Trees laden with ice started to crackle and the sound got worse with every second as the bitter temperature drop spread outward.

But the attack gave Lord Dralidoc time. He grabbed hold of Helenae’s wrist. “What is he talking about? Why is he lucky?”

Bob laughed. “Because I have the Eye of Assurance!” He crowed. “And thus ends Helenae Alvas’ plans to depose her Majesty, the Queen of the Dark Elves!”

Dralidoc blinked and looked at Helenae in shock. “Your Grace,” he demanded. “Does he speak the truth?”

Helenae suddenly shrank back. “What? Of course not!” She spluttered. “He lies!” She flung another bolt of energy which Bob merely flicked away. Off to the side, most of the dark elf soldiers were on their hands and knees, trying to crawl their way out of the expanding circle of bitter cold.

But Dralidoc’ eyes flickered back to Bob, realizing for the first time that circumstances had changed. “Helenae,” he hissed. “If he truly has the Eye of Assurance, then we are at a disadvantage!”

“I don’t care!” She yelled furiously.

“Well I do!” Lord Dralidoc yelled back. “He will be near invincible with such an artifact in his possession! We must withdraw!”

“No!” Helenae screamed again. She raised her fist and began hitting Lord Dralidoc. “Kill him! You must get it back!”

Bob shook his head, looking at the two on the other side of the gully. “Retreat Dralidoc! You know I’ve won this round!”

Dralidoc shoved Helenae back and ran along the crevasse, fleeing. Bob watched him go as Heleane regained her balance and turned, flinging more magic. None of the spells landed and Bob laughed as he deflected each bolt.

“Give it up, Helenae, before I’m forced to do something drastic!”

Then a black, sickly looking crack appeared a foot away from Bob. He blinked, jerking back just as it slewed past him, striking a fallen, cold blistered tree. The trunk disintegrated, only to get sucked into the crack with a whoosh. Bob scrambled backward as it turned toward him again and even Helenae gaped in astonishment. But only for a moment. She shouted in delight and started jumping forward to get around the gully.

“Bob!” Florentino's voice called out loudly over the other cries. “It’s a dark scythe!”

“No shit!” Bob exclaimed. He threw up a glittering shield of colored light, which wavered against the three foot long crack, then exploded into disappearing shards. Bob only barely kept his footing as he cast a wall of force. The crack didn’t even slow down. Talli spotted Judge Balock, slowly climbing out of the gulley, covered in mud and ice, his face a mask of dreadful concentration.

“Florentino!” Talli shouted, pointing. “The wizard! Balock! Balock!”

Another arrow zipped past the cage even as Bob ducked the crack as it tried once more to kill him. The pointed shaft of the arrow hit Lord Balok, but once again exploded as if striking concrete. He didn’t even seem hurt. The dark elf grimaced and finished climbing out of the pit as Bob retreated, struggling.

“Aggghhh!” Bob exclaimed as the dark scythe swung again, this time catching Bob’s staff. The rod shattered in Bob’s hands, half of it getting sucked into the crack. Bob rolled, throwing the rest downward, throwing up wards. Each of them shattered and Bob tripped, falling with a roll that actually saved his life from the next swing of the dark scythe. He scrambled to his feet, only to be forced to retreat again.

Tali squealed as Bob hopped backward and she barely got out of the way as the dark crack cut its way through the back end of the wagon. The little porch at the back disappeared, turning to black dust even as some of the bars fell apart. Kie grabbed hold of Talli as she scrambled away from the black magic.

“You shall pay for what you have done!” Lord Balok yelled. “No human mage is the match of a dark elf! You shall die and this day shall be remembered!”

Talli glanced at Bob and her heart leapt to her throat. She realized the awful truth. Bob didn’t know a counter. He didn’t know how to stop it. He flailed with spell after spell, none of which worked. She threw herself forward, falling out of the back of the cart as soon as the scythe passed, chasing Bob into the treeline. She fell again, almost knocking the wind out of herself, crawling toward Balock. She had no idea what she was going to do. But then… then she saw the ghost.

Ghosts.

Human fighters. Slave girls. They stood in the tree line, watching. Talli rose up and with love and fury and desperation, did something she didn’t know she could do.

“Stop him!” She screamed, and pointed at Lord Balok. For a moment, the specters didn’t move. Talli clenched her fists and she felt something snap inside her. A cold sensation exploded inside her skull and it shot down through her body, energizing it. Power flooded through her, as if she were in the midst of an orgasm, and she channeled it, sculpting it, shaping it.

“Stop him,” she whispered, looking straight at Balok. Her words were solid, grating, and powerful. “Stop him.”

And the ghosts attacked.

The first one didn’t run Lord Balok through with his sword. He just went through him. Completely. Tali watched as a sort of yellowish energy swirled away from Balok, disappearing into the ghost, making the specter even more solid. Balok jerked, but he couldn’t take his attention away from attacking Bob. Another ghost hit the dark elf wizard, slicing through him. Balok groaned, his arm dipping. A third, then a fourth ghost all hit him, going back and through his body and suddenly Kie gasped from behind Tali.

“Ghosts!” Kie screamed, pointing.

Off to the side, the dark scythe fluttered above the exhausted Bob, and then disintegrated. Bob groaned and slumped down, falling onto his butt.

“Again!” Talli called, pointing over and over. Ghost after ghost hit Lord Balok and he threw himself backward into the gully. Tali hurried forward, looking down, but Balok was running, throwing hasty protection spells over his back as her fighters and slave girls, in non corporeal form, chased him. She whirled back around to check on Bob, only to freeze in terror.

Helenae stood over Bob, a look of triumph on her face. She reached down and yanked open Bob’s robes, eyes locking on the golden amulet that hung from the chain around his neck.

“You bastard,” Helenae hissed. “I would have made you my consort. I would have given you the world. We could have been together. I could have made you powerful.”

Bob looked up, his body muddy, a small cut on his lip bleeding. “I am powerful,” he croaked. “I have friends. And I have Talli.”

Helenae snorted and power glowed in her hands. “Soon, you will have nothing. I will have the Eye, the Kingdom, and most of all… I will have Talli!”

And Talli smashed into her back, knocking the Duchess Heleane Alvas off her feet and into the shadows.


Chapter Seventeen: Aftercare

Helenae groaned as she woke up. It was dark out and the gentle rocking of the cart as it slowly made its way down the trail confused her. Stars flickered through the trees and she could hear the murmurs of conversation coming from the other side of the wagon wall at her back. Gingerly, she tried moving, expecting to be bound. She was wrapped in blankets and laid out on a leather pad. Off to the side lay several slave girls, wrapped in each other’s arms comfortably, each of them naked and beautiful. Pillows and blankets were stacked along one wall and a plate of bread and a wineskin sat beckoning. Helenae licked her lips at the sight of the food and a strange sensation seemed to trickle through her. Hunger? She wasn’t sure. She flicked off the blanket wrapped around her, grabbing for the bread and stuffing it in her mouth. It took a minute for her to notice the bondage cuffs.

Black leather braces inlaid with gold had been secured around her ankles and wrists. Helenae’s eyebrows shot up, tracing the outlines. She looked for buckles, or ties, but she couldn’t figure out how the manacles were attached, at least not in the darkness. Another strange sensation shot through her and it took her a moment to realize that it wasn’t in her belly, but lower. In fact, it wasn’t until her fingers slid into the wet, slick gash of her sex that she realized she was naked.

With her other hand she stifled the passionate moan and tried to push aside the acute pleasure coming from her own sex. She was not unfamiliar with the process, though she had rarely been in a position where she had been forced to provide for her own sexual needs. That's what slaves were for. But now… the hot and slippery feel of her fingers, thrusting deeper and faster into her slit left her breathless and confused. It was only once she had an orgasm, panting desperately while she tried to remain quiet, that she was able to take stock and really think.

The wagon was a mess. The entire back end looked like it had been torn apart and Helenae suddenly remembered the dark scythe spell that Lord Balok had used. Metal bars had been torn, the wooden porch disintegrated, and the cage door that prevented escape, gone.

And just like that, Helenae grinned. She yanked her hand out of her pussy and crawled forward cautiously. Who knew where the druid was, or that lumbering oaf of a giant? Helenae gulped. Or Bob for that matter. She turned her head left and right and seeing nothing, jumped.

She never hit the ground.

All four of Helenae’s limbs were yanked backward and she yelped as she hung suspended from the back of the wagon, just a foot above the still moving ground. She twisted in midair, unseen lines of force holding her, preventing her escape. She mewled, whimpering, unable to change her circumstances and then a familiar voice sounded in her ear.

“Helenae?” Talli asked sleepily from the back of the wagon. “What are you doing out there?” She asked curiously.

Helenae twisted, a mask of fury on her face, and she spotted Talli. “You!” She hissed. “You did this!”

Tali let out a laugh, her hand covering her mouth. “Hardly. Those are abyssal fetters. Bob can set the attachment point pretty much anywhere he wants. And you were the one who tried jumping out of a moving wagon.” She leaned against some of the still solid bars. “You want some help?” She asked. “I can pull you back in.” Then she smiled. “But it will cost you,” she teased, her tongue coming out and licking her lips.

Helenae twisted, unable to maneuver herself in any meaningful direction and when Tali reached out a hand, she actually tried to bite her.

“Well, that’s not very nice,” Tali said with disappointment. “Bob! Bob!” She called out.

“Wait! Wait! Don’t!” Helenae exclaimed, only to whimper as Bob appeared. He walked into view calmly, munching on a fresh apple, his eyes bright and cheerful. He looked at Helenae suspended off the end of the wagon and took another bite, chewing thoughtfully.

“I don’t know,” he said after a moment. “I kind of like it. Florentino?”

The rock giant lumbered around from the other direction and looked over at the dark elf who hung naked from the back of the cart. “I hadn’t realized she was quite this attractive, unclothed,” he admitted. He gave Bob a grin. “I look forward to sampling her.”

Helenae’s eyes widened. “How dare you?” She spluttered. “As if I would ever allow a rock giant to…” But then she felt another strange urge, an overwhelming rush of desire. In her head, she suddenly imagined being astride Florentino, his massive cock up inside her. She blushed crimson, turning her head away.

“How do you feel?” Bob asked conversationally, walking along behind the still moving cart. Florentino fell into place behind him, taking smaller steps. “No ill effects?”

Helenae’s eyes narrowed. “From your poison? Are you happy I’ve recovered? You wanted me dead?”

Bob snorted and tossed the apple core away. “Dead? Are you kidding me?” He patted his chest. “Helenae, you and I go way back. At least, in my time frame. I guess for you it was like yesterday.” He gave her a sincere look. “I do not want you dead. In fact, I think you’re pretty amazing. Though I still am curious. How do you feel? Any side effects?”

Helenae blinked. “Side effects?” She repeated in confusion.

Bob nodded. “Yeah. From the piercings.” He nodded downward.

Helenae froze, a sliver of fear shooting through her. Slowly she looked down. Both of her breasts sported rings through the nipples. A bit further down, her belly button glittered. And finally, a silver ring had been pushed through her extended, somewhat swollen clit.

“What… what have you done to me?” Helenae gasped. Then she remembered the collar. “You… you didn’t. Bob. Please tell me. You didn’t.” Her eyes found him and got really big.

Bob smiled patiently. “What? Made you a slave girl? Damn right I did.” He reached out and his fingers found her left nipple. He teased her gently, caressing the tip. “Piercings of sensitivity for your breasts and clit, plus in dark elf fashion, two earrings of masochism and two more of sensuality. Frankly, I’m surprised you haven’t already tried to fuck Tali or Florentino.”

“You intend to keep me prisoner?” Helenae asked, her voice cracking.

Bob sighed. “Well, I really don’t have a choice. After getting you out of Gwendolyn’s pet lizard creature, I went back to have a little chat with Dralidoc.” Bob frowned. “I’m afraid Balok didn’t make it by the way. His life force got drained to the point there was nothing left.” His eyes flickered back up to the cage where Tali sat. “Still, Dralidoc was more than a little put out with you for hiding your possession of the Eye of Assurance, and when I mentioned your intentions to challenge the throne, he put two and two together. If I let you go, it means a death sentence for you. At least here, fettered and bound to me, you get to live.”

“As your sex puppet,” Heleane whimpered.

Bob stepped closer and slid his hand up along Helenae’s thigh. Then his fingers found her wetness and he gave her another caress, this one much more promising. Instantly arousal surged through her, in ways she’d never experienced. His fingers slipped in deep, then with his other hand, he pinched her nipple. Helenae’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head and she groaned, her hips already thrusting. A minute later she cried out in ecstasy, exploding on Bob’s hand.

Talli gave Bob a jealous look. “I hope you plan on letting me have a turn,” she muttered.

“You know,” Bob said softly in Helenae’s ear. “Nothing has changed. I still have no magic except what I can pull from my girls. Especially Talli. You said you wanted to know where I got my power.”

Helenae lifted her head, panting. Her toes curled and she wriggled, dangling in the air. She wanted him to touch her again. To put his mouth on her body. She wanted to feel him inside of her. “But… but….” she whimpered.

Bob smiled. “Now hush. This whole thing isn’t over yet. According to Morlok, we’re about to have one more visitor and the last thing you want is for him to know you’re lying helpless in the back of my wagon.” He raised his hand and made a complicated gesture with his fingers. Slowly, Helenae was reeled back into the cage, falling into Tali’s arms. The human girl wrapped herself around Helenae, bending down and kissing her passionately.

“Remember how you wanted to know what I tasted like?” Talli teased the dark elf. “Back there, in your chambers? Well, I couldn’t help wondering the same thing about you.” And with that, Talli pushed Helenae down onto one of the pads, swinging her leg over and pushing her face down between Helenae’s thighs. A second later Helenae spread her legs wide and the soft sound of pleasure came from her lips.

Bob walked back to the front of the wagon and spotted the well lit palisade of the fort at Rook’s Nest. The gate was closed, but a group of soldiers waited outside the walls, their armor gleaming. One held a naked blade. Bob brushed off his robes and when the cart came to a halt, stepped to the very front.

“King Eiriond Diristani,” Bob said graciously. “It’s good to see a familiar face out in this neck of the woods.”

“Where the fuck is my daughter?” Eiriond demanded.

Bob frowned and his face darkened. “Can we please talk privately?” He asked.

Eiriond responded by pulling out his sword. “You will produce her immediately.”

Bob’s hands came up. “Whoa! Whoa! Is that any way to treat the man who rescued her?”

Eiriond’s eyes narrowed even more. His face darkened and he climbed down from his steed, blade still in hand. It was threatening enough that Morlok stepped out of the nearby shadows, one hand on the hilt of his sword.

“Father!” Calien called out, her tone angry. “I’m here,” she said, hopping down from a nearby tree. “I’m here. Put your sword away.” She stood there in the slightly outsized clothes Bob had given her, the bow slung across her back. A belt quiver held a dozen or so arrows and her narrow ankles disappeared into the soft leather boots.

“Calien?” Eiriond said in disbelief. He put his sword back in the scabbard and held out his arms. Calien gulped, then let out a sob, rushing into her father’s arms.

Bob stood there uncomfortably for a long moment. Eiriond’s eyes closed. “My apologies Bob. I misjudged you.” Bob’s expression became disturbed, but Eiriond missed it, his arms holding Calien tightly. “I came as soon as I realized she was missing. I figured she followed you,” the king said.

Bob’s face darkened. “She did,” he said, somewhat angrily. Eiriond’s eyes snapped open.

“But… but why?” He looked down at Calien. “Why, child?”

She bit her lip. “I… I… I thought I was helping you,” she whispered. “I thought he was up to something bad, so I followed him. I didn’t know!” Her bottom lip trembled. “And then it was too late! Papa… the dark elves… they… they did things to me,” she said, eyes brimming with tears. “I’m… not me anymore.”

For a moment he looked at Bob in absolute horror, then his hand slid down Calien’s back. His fingers tightened around the hem of the tunic, only to pull it up sharply. She wasn’t wearing pants and Bob looked away as her buttocks were revealed. But the movement exposed the small of her back as well and Eiriond gasped as he found the tattoo permanently etched into Calien’s flesh, just above her tailbone.

Eiriond’s eyes closed as he let go of Calien’s shirt. The material fell, covering the intricate markings, and her bottom, back up. Then his face fell, utter despair flashing across his eyes.

“Eiriond,” Bob said quickly. “She made a mistake. That’s all. She needs you.”

Diristani looked up at the mage, his face rocked with grief. “Do you… do you… know?” He stammered, his voice filled with emotion. “Do you understand, even a little?” Eiriond demanded. “What they did?”

Bob swallowed. “Yes. I know. They did it to Tali too. And the other girls I took with me. Each one of them.”

“SHE’S MY DAUGHTER!” Eiriond suddenly roared. It startled everyone, especially Calien, who flinched and looked up, tears streaking her face.

Bob straightened and his eyes flashed. “YES. SHE IS! SO TAKE CARE OF HER!” He matched Eiriond’s fury.

Eiriond let Calien go and whirled, agony and anger making him shake. “How?” He demanded, practically howling at the sky. “She is fouled! She is broken! She has been taken!”

Bob stood there, the breeze blowing through his hair as Calien let out a sob and dropped to the ground. She wrapped her arms around her own body, trembling.

“Eiriond,If you don’t pick up that little girl,” Bob said quietly, anger seething through his voice, “and take her back to El Ahlana, back to Mirabelle, back to safety and home and love, then we have nothing more to say to each other. Ever.”

Eiriond turned back toward Bob. “Bob. Robert. You know I can’t do that! There are rules!”

Bob crossed his arms. “Don’t give me that shit. You are the king. Change the rules.”

Eiriond shook his head violently. “I can’t! Not this. I’ll be deposed!”

Bob’s eyes narrowed. “Fine. Go into exile. Get Mirabelle and the other kids. Set up a household in Tarantella, or some other place. But for the gods’ sake, Eiriond. You cannot just leave her here, sitting on the fucking ground!”

Eiriond Diristani looked up at the sky. He wiped tears from his eyes and he stood there silently. Finally, he took a deep breath and nodded. “You’re right, as always, old friend. I cannot leave her here on the ground.” He turned and looked at Bob. “Pick her up.”

Bob blinked. “What?”

Eiriond pointed. “You caused this. You did this. You will take responsibility.”

“What?” Bob demanded. “The hell I will! I didn’t make her follow me. That was your own genetic pigheadedness! Don’t you dare try to saddle me with this!”

Eiriond turned and started to walk away. “You were right. You said it. We have nothing more to say to each other.”

Bob spluttered. “What about the Eye?” He demanded. “If you want it, you’ll take Calien with you!”

Eriond shook his head. “Keep it. Payment for protecting her. And I will remove the bounty on your head.”

Bob, starting to panic, shook his head. “Eiriond. Wait. Wait! You can’t do this!” Bob hurried forward, even as the elven king mounted his horse. “I can’t protect her like this! I can’t force her to stay with me! I can’t guarantee her safety! I don’t have control. Not like this!”

Eiriond looked down at the mage. “Then do what you must. How could it be any worse than what the dark elves have already inflicted upon her? Just… promise me that you’ll do everything in your power to protect her.”

Bob shook his head, tears now running down his cheeks. “Eiriond, don’t do this. Please? I implore you. Please don’t do this. Not to me. Not to her.” His voice cracked. “Not to her!”

Eiriond Diristani, king of the elves, didn’t respond. He didn’t look back. He pulled on the reins of his horse. The stallion turned and with agonizing slowness, he led his troop back toward Rook’s Nest proper.

“Eriond Diristani!” Shouted Bob. “You coward! You fucking piece of shit! You low life! Fuck the elves! Fuck your rotten, racist, pigheaded absolutism! She deserves better than this! She deserves better than me!”

Gwendolyn appeared next to Bob, her eyes angry. She held her staff in one hand and looked back at the departing king.

“Do you want me to bring him back?” She asked, her eyes flickering over to the sobbing elf girl lying on the ground.

“And do what?” Bob spat. “Change his stupid mind?” He kicked at rock. “Stupid asshole.”

Gwendolyn frowned. “And what about the girl?”

Bob let out a dispirited sigh, looking at Calien, who lay there crying. “I don’t know. I just don’t know.” He paused. “Right now, I’m going to pay a thousand gold and get us inside the fort. We’ll figure out what to do in the morning.”

***

Tali woke up and hummed with pleasure as she pressed herself against the warm body next to her. There was a roughness about it that pleased her, a masculine firmness that seemed to expertly compliment the softness of her breasts and the roundness of her hips. She slid one arm across his chest, then downward until she found his manhood with her fingers. Grinning mischievously, she wrapped her hand around him, holding the full length of him, giving tiny squeezes. The snores made it clear however, that she needed to be a bit more demanding and letting go, she slid downward, pulling her head under their shared covers, until her mouth was in just the right place.

And that woke him up.

Bob groaned as Talli’s tongue swirled around in circles and the sucking sensation she added next stiffened him in seconds. She swung herself over his leg, until she was laying between his knees, pushing him open as her head bobbed up and down, delivering long wet strokes of pleasure while her other hand teased his scrotum. He thrust upward as he hardened, the exquisite need rushing through him, and she seemed to sense it, her mouth leaving little kisses up his torso until she found his face. He reached for her, grabbing hold, hugging her tightly to his frame and she slid against him, wriggling until her sex brushed against his, her slippery wetness enveloping his cock as she shimmied downward. Bob gasped as they merged, her heat and clenching tightness more than enough to drive him toward the edge. She ground her hips, thrusting against him and she sat up, pulling out of his grasp, riding him frantically. She grabbed Bob’s hands, the collar and cuffs on her neck, wrists, and ankles dark against her cream colored skin, and she brought his fingers up to her pierced breasts. He knew what she wanted and grabbed the tiny pink nubs, the metal piercings hard beneath the skin, and he pinched lightly, then more firmly, giving both nipples little twists back and forth to either side.

Talli’s breath caught in her throat and she felt her entire body ripple. “Yes!” She crooned. “Harder! Please!” Bob, lost in his own pleasure, fought for control as she wriggled against him. “More? Twist them!” She begged. “Hurt me? More? Oh yes!” Bob gritted his teeth as he pinched her, twisting and hurting her. Except, the pain was what drove her over the edge. She gasped, crying out in ecstasy as the orgasm ripped through her and Bob felt the surge of wetness. She slumped, panting hard and Bob couldn’t help himself. He let go over her breasts and grabbed her, rolling on the sleeping bad until she was under him. Then with hard, long strokes, he filled her depths completely as she lay beneath him, lost in the sexual euphoria of climax. It took only a dozen or so thrusts and then he felt his own tension separate, the ribbons of satisfaction spooling out of him into Talli’s depths. With one final groan, he buried himself to the hilt in her scabbard and collapsed on top of her.

“That,” she said softly a minute later, “was fucking fantastic!”

Bob let out a soft chuckle.

“Let’s do it again!” She declared.

Bob lifted his head. “You, my dear, are going to kill me.”

Talli stuck her tongue out at him. “Hardly. You just need to relax and let me get you hard again. It will only take a few minutes.” She wiggled her hips beneath his and he realized that she was being completely honest. He blinked, realizing that she had every intention of flipping him back over, only to rub and suck him right back into form.

He looked her straight in the eye. “I am beginning to realize,” he said slowly, “that if I were your slave, I’d never be allowed to stand up again.”

Talli laughed. “Nonsense. I can make love to you standing up too.”

Bob sighed. “Am I getting too heavy for you?”

Talli shook her head. “No. But admittedly, if you aren’t on top of me, I’m going to try to get you hard again.”

“We have things to do,” he said, trying to sound apologetic. “I mean, I’d like to spend all day in bed with you, but…”

Talli rolled her eyes. “You do not,” she accused. “You say you can’t satisfy all my needs.”

Bob frowned. “I can’t! Talli, you’re voracious! And almost twenty years younger than me! I just can’t keep up!”

“You mean can’t keep it up,” she giggled.

Bob ignored her. “Besides, we still have problems we have to address.” He maneuvered off her deliciously soft body and down next to her. As expected, her hand found his flaccid manhood and immediately started to caress him.

“This is problem number one,” she said teasingly.

Bob sighed. It wasn’t that he was unappreciative, or unresponsive. He was just… satisfied. It would take him at least half an hour before he was even capable of considering another round of mindblowing sex.

“Problem two is Calien,” he added.

Talli’s hand stopped for a moment. “That’s sad,” she whispered, her voice dropping. “She was crying all night.”

Bob nodded. “I know. I heard.” Together they lay there for a moment.

“Is she coming with us?” Talli asked, sounding just a bit hopeful.

Bob frowned. “It’s not my first choice, but under the circumstances, I don’t see a way around it. She’s not old enough, as an elf, to really be out in our world by herself. Ilea made that same mistake and look where it got her.”

Talli gave Bob a frown. “You were different then,” she declared.

“Was I?” Bob said sadly. “I mean, look at our circumstances. I’ve got a wagon full of slave girls that I can’t free because of the sexual perversions I’m responsible for, an unhinged, hyper-violent, and slightly deranged dark elf that I’ve made my sexual prisoner, who wants to kill me, a mayor’s daughter who is steadfastly committed to returning to sexual slavery, and a devastated elf princess with sexual urges and complex daddy issues.”

“You forgot ‘being loved by a human nympho humiliation pain slut with insatiable appetites’,” Talli added, her fingers still gently stroking him.

Bob smiled. “Yeah. And that.”

Talli sat up, the blanket falling away from her breasts. Bob’s eyes went to them and to his surprise, his manhood pulsed. Talli, whose hand was still wrapped around his cock, grinned. “Really? Again? So soon?” She cooed and shook her chest a little, the pink tips swinging deliciously. Bob groaned.

“No woman! Not again! Later.” He pushed her off him and she laughed. Bob climbed out of the sleeping blankets and quickly donned his trousers. His mage robes went on next and Talli looked up at him with an adoring look.

“You know, it's so much easier to get dressed when you just wear bondage cuffs,” she said, lifting one leg out of the blankets and pointing her toe. “Though I miss the abyssal fetters. I liked how you could stretch me out in any position, even while making love.” Bob looked down at the leather anklet.

“Sorry. I needed them for Helenae. But you can still wear the shoes if you’d like. Helenae’s feet are ridiculously ticklish.” He looked around. “Come on. Let’s go find out where everyone’s mental state is.” He reached down and pulled Talli up.

Together, they walked around to the other side of the wagon. Gwendolyn and Florentino were both sitting by the fire, a pan sizzling in the coals. Florentino sat there, stirring what looked to be a mix of onion, bell pepper, and mushrooms. Steam, or possibly smoke, rose from the pan.

“Are you… cooking?” Bob asked the rock giant suspiciously.

Florentino nodded. “Good morning, Robert. Vegetables first, then meat. Just like you said.” He gestured to a nearby plate that was filled with sausage.

“Where did you get the food?” Bob asked, glancing around.

Florentino shrugged. “The boy. He was selling.”

“Yeah, but at what price point?” Bob asked ruefully. “I could have gotten all of this for nothing.”

Florentino looked up. “Well, I paid for it. But Beatrice also offered, uh… something. To get a discount.”

Bob frowned. “That’s just… wrong.”

Gwendolyn snorted. “As if you know the difference,” she muttered.

“She did not seem to think so,” Florentino added, giving Gwendolyn a patient look.

Bob looked aggrieved. “I don’t recall you having much of a conscience, Miss Ethics. In fact, I’m pretty sure that of all of us, you’re the one who matches me tit for tat. And you say that I have unwholesome hobbies?”

Gwendolyn ignored the comment. “What are you going to do about Calien? Or Beatrice? Or the other girls for that matter?”

Bob looked out around the inside of the palisade. They weren’t the only wagon there. It looked like another caravan was in the process of building up, except there weren’t enough slavers there yet. Bob bit his lip.

“Finish cooking breakfast, get everyone fed, and then we can discuss options,” he said finally.

Gwendolyn’s eyes narrowed. “You’re giving them options?” She asked. Bob ignored her. He headed toward the back of the cart, Talli still tucked under one arm and he looked in between the bars. Kie, Jeni, and Peaches were all in a sleeping tangle. Buried beneath them was Helenae.

“She looks so peaceful, sleeping there,” Talli said softly. “She tastes like strawberries.”

Bob looked at her. “What? No she doesn’t.” He declared.

Talli blinked. “Yes she does,” she insisted.

“No. No she doesn’t. And I know,” he added. “I was literally licking her to climax yesterday.”

Talli’s eyebrow went up. “And I did it last night. She tastes like strawberries. With chocolate.”

Bob rolled his eyes and pushed his arm through the bars. He poked Helenae in the arm and after a moment, her eyes opened.

“You,” she hissed. She started to extract herself from the sleeping slave girls and she rose imperiously, her blatant nudity alluring to both Talli and Bob. He felt his cock stir again and suddenly wished he’d allowed Talli to push him into that second round of sex.

Helenae spread her arms. “Is it your turn? Are you here to spread me open and satisfy yourself with my body? Or am I to be tortured? Bound open so that you can whip me until I’m screaming with lust, shaking with need, and ready to be defiled?”

“The second one,” Talli breathed in excitement. “Definitely the second one.” She looked at Bob. “Can you do us both at the same time? Maybe use that curved double dildo? You can clamp our nipples together so that when the whip hits us it pulls and…”

Bob reached up and put a hand over Talli’s mouth. Helenae stared down at Talli and then shook her head.

“I’m not sure what’s more disturbing,” Helenae said weakly. “The fact that she so eagerly wants to share the torment with me, or the fact that I think it’s a fantastic idea.”

Bob smiled ruefully. “I told you. Talli is special. And just a little warped. Still, it looks like you’ll be staying with us for a while, until I can figure out what to do with you.” He took his hand off Talli’s mouth.

“I vote for tying us both up, clamping our nipples together, and then using a double ended dildo to make us fuck each other!” Talli suggested.

Bob gestured. “Get down from the cart.”

“Why?” Demanded Helenae. “Am I to be ravished in front of everyone now?”

Bob rolled his eyes. “Breakfast?”

Slowly, Helenae moved to the back of the cart and hopped down. The second she was within arms reach of Bob, her hand moved in a clenched fist. Talli cried out in alarm and actually lifted her hand in an attempt to prevent the blow from reaching Bob, but Helenae gasped as her fist stopped within inches of Bob’s face. The mage didn’t even flinch.

“Striking me isn’t permitted,” he explained patiently. “Do it again and I will have to punish you.”

Helenae dropped her hand, glowering. “I can take anything you do to me.”

“Great. I’ll start by having Florentino turn you upside down and see how far into your pussy he can stick his tongue,” Bob added.

Helenae gasped and turned pink, but Talli protested. “How is that a punishment?” She demanded.

Bob gestured at the dark elf. “Because it’s Helenae.”

Talli crossed her arms angrily. “You don’t punish me that way.”

“Because you’d enjoy it.”

Talli nodded. “Damn right I would.”

“So go ask him to do it!” Bob said in frustration.

“I would! If he wasn’t cooking breakfast!” Talli retorted.

Helenae stared at the two of them in disgust. “It’s like you are married to each other.”

Bob jerked but Talli froze. For a second, Tallulah looked hard at Helenae, then shook her head and Talli’s regular smile came back. “I’m his slave,” she said simply, then corrected herself. “His vessel.” She reached out and touched Helenae’s face. “Just like you!” Her eyes glittered. “Hey, we can do a threesome in a little bit. Imagine riding Bob with your face between my legs!”

“Talli, will you please get the girls up while I take the Duchess to the front for some breakfast?”

Talli nodded and swirled past Helenae, only to climb up into the damaged wagon.

“Don’t call me that,” Helenae said a moment later, sounding dejected.

“What?” Bob asked. “Oh. Duchess?”

Helenae nodded. “I’m nothing now. I’m a prisoner. A slave. I’m not even a dark elf anymore. Even if you were to release me, I’d never be accepted again.”

Bob nodded. “True, but not because of me. You did that by plotting against the Queen.”

Helenae didn’t reply and Bob took her forward. “Do I need to bind you?” He asked as they approached Florentino and Gwendolyn.

“Seeing as that I am unable to assault you,” Helenae replied, “I see no purpose in hurting your associates.” She paused. “And I’m hungry.”

Florentino looked up. “Hello Helenae. I know elves prefer a vegetarian diet, so I kept the meat separate.” He spooned out a healthy helping of sauteed veggies into a piece of flatbread and then added cheese.”

Helenae took it, wrinkling her nose, but then began eating steadily. A minute or two later the girls began trickling in, first with Kie and Jeni, then Peaches and Talli. Beatrice showed up right after from a different direction, her bare breasts covered with a string of wet white pearls. Bob wordlessly reached into a pack and pulled out a wet, warm towel for her to clean up with.

“Where’s Calien?” Bob asked as Florentino handed out the food.

Neither Gwendolyn nor Florentino knew. Bob frowned.

“Well, eventually we will need her here,” he muttered.

“Should we wait for Morlok?” Talli asked, munching on her breakfast. Bob shook his head.

“I doubt he’ll care and besides, the decisions won’t affect him.” He looked at Beatrice. “You first.”

The mayor’s daughter looked at Bob squarely. “What about me?” She demanded.

“Well, it has been two days since the piercings were removed. I think that’s enough time for you to have a somewhat clear head about things.” He paused. “We can take you home to Tarrin or…”

Gwendolyn looked up at Bob angrily. “No. That isn’t an option. I didn’t remove the piercings just so she could stick them back in.”

Bob snorted as Beatrice looked at him with a hopeful glance. “Sure it is. Hell, even Florentino could lock them in place.”

Gwendolyn stood up, her eyes flashing. “You are not being helpful, Bob!”

Beatrice hurried around the fire and took Gwendolyn’s hands. “Gwendolyn, please. I know you mean well, but… but I was a bitch before this.”

Bob nodded. “Yes. Yes you were,” he agreed. Talli gave him a sour look.

“Bob,” she chided.

“You were improving,” Gwen protested, looking at Beatrice.

Beatrice gulped and then looked down. “Gwendolyn, I don’t have anything else.”

“What? You are the daughter of the mayor of Tarrin! You were kidnapped,” the druid declared. “I’ll personally escort you back to your father’s estate. You’ll be able to recover there.”

Beatrice looked straight at her. “Gwen, who do you think arranged for me to be kidnapped?” The words came out as a whisper and everyone sort of sat there, shocked. “I didn’t want to believe it at first, but… there’s nothing else that makes sense.”

Florentino was the first to respond. “Familial relations do not seem to be of quality as of late.”

Bob looked at Beatrice. “What do you want to do then?”

Beatrice looked at Bob directly. “I’m a slave girl now. Put the piercings back on me. Sell me. Sell me to a trader heading back to the dark elves. I’m already tested. There were dozens of those dark elf men who wanted me.”

Gwendolyn pulled her hand out of Beatrice’s grasp and pounded her fist on her leg. “Wanted to buy you! Do you know what they’ll do once you are in their grasp?” She demanded.

Beatrice gave the old woman a crazy look. “Absolutely!” She declared. “I’ll be forced to cum over and over. Every minute will be mindblowing sex. They’ll hurt me and use me and I will finally be worth something.”

“You’re already worth something!” Gwen retorted.

“Something I want to be?” Beatrice asked bleakly. “Or just another spoiled brat throwing her weight around?”

Helenae threw down her plate with a clatter. “You are all pathetic.” She glared at Beatrice. “Throw this cum slut to the dogs. She’ll make a great pet for one of my people and she’ll spend her days screaming for mercy as her body quivers in desperation. There is no greater torment than constant satisfaction!”

Beatrice gave Gwendolyn a desperate look. “Even without the piercings, I’ll go and give myself to the slavers to sell.” She said it firmly. “I’m doing this.”

Bob nodded. “Okay. Fine with me. Beatrice gets sold to one of the slavers for eventual sale to the dark elves.”

Gwendolyn spun, furious. “I will not be party to this!” She declared, marching away.

Talli gave Bob a sympathetic look. “What about Kie, Jenni, and Peaches?” She asked.

The other slave girls looked surprised that they were even being considered. Bob frowned and then sighed. “The artifacts, the piercings you have,” he said, gesturing at Kie’s beautiful breasts. “They cannot be removed. They will make it impossible for you to function on your own for some time. Eventually, the magic will fade, unless someone with talent recharges the piercings. You’ll slowly find that the urges you are feeling will lessen, though you will always be more sexually active and needy than other women.” He took a deep breath. “There are several options. I keep a house where, uhh, there are a couple of girls who are,” he paused meaningfully. “Recovering.”

“What does that mean?” Kie asked.

Florentino looked up from his food. “It means that you will be clothed, housed, and cared for with two other girls, giving you space and safety to express yourself while allowing the magic in the piercings to fade. You will always have the piercings, due to the nature of their application, but eventually the enchantments will fade, they will be merely decorative, and you will be able to leave, to live your own life.”

Kie gulped. “And what if we didn’t want to do that?”

Talli grinned. “Exactly!” She declared.

Bob looked confused. “You mean, stay a slave? Have someone recharge the piercings?”

Kie nodded. So did Peaches. Jeni just looked conflicted.

Talli tugged on Bob’s sleeve. “They’re like Lynne. And Maddie. Remember? She wanted the same thing. And that helps you out.”

Bob rolled his eyes. “Okay fine. You can stay at my place. Sapphic orgies on demand. The only requirement is that I fit you with a collar and make you a vessel. I’ll swing by every once in a while to recharge the piercings.” He put his hands on his hips. “Or you can stay at my place, let the magic drain, then go about your lives.”

“Or you can come with me to the dark elves,” Beatrice added.

Bob hesitated. “How is that a good option?” He asked.

“I think it’s an excellent option,” Helenae snorted. “You all deserve to be bound on a whipping block and flogged until you are screaming. Your bodies will be subjected to the worst cruelties imaginable as you are impaled and forced to orgasm.”

Kie flinched, but then looked at Talli. “If…if I get a choice…”

“You do,” Talli said firmly.

Kie nodded. “Then I’d like to stay at Bob’s house and… and… be a vessel. Like Talli.”

Peaches glanced at Kie apologetically. Slowly, she moved around the fire to stand next to Beatrice. “I would like to go back to the dark elves,” she said quietly.

Talli blinked in shock. “Peaches! You spoke!”

Peaches grabbed hold of Beatrice’s arm and practically hid behind the mayor’s daughter.

“Two lusting for unspeakable torture,” Helenae sneered. “And one for a lifetime of servitude to Bob the Sex Mage, every orgasm going to feed his lust, not for sex, but for power. What about the last one?” She glanced at Jeni. “What about you, slut?”

Jeni bit her lip. “I… I don’t know.”

Talli reached out and took Jeni’s hand. “Then go with Kie, but not as a vessel. Just… let the magic fade. If you change your mind, Bob can bind you.” She grinned. “It’s amazing, but I don’t want to try to convince you.”

Helenae glared at Talli. “Do you have any idea how badly mindfucked you are?”

Talli blinked. “What?”

Bob cleared his throat. “Well, I think that solves most of our issues.”

Talli reached out and put a hand on Bob’s arm. “Bob, what about Calien?”

Bob frowned. “Right. We need to find her. She has some decisions to make.”

Suddenly, Calien walked out from around the damaged wagon and stood there quietly. Everyone turned and looked, only for Bob’s eyeballs to bulge. Florentino hummed with appreciation.

“Why the fuck are you naked?” He demanded.

Helenae laughed raucously. “Corrupted! Look at the little elf girl! Do you want the whip curling through your wanton, slutty little legs again? Teasing your clit? Or are you going to buy into this man’s lies and let him use you, make you a sex object, good for nothing but powering his magic?”

Bob whirled. “I’m about to gag you,” he declared angrily. Helenae smirked, but shut her mouth.

“Calien?” Talli asked gently. “What do you want?”

Calien looked around nervously. “I’m lost,” she said quietly. “I don’t know what to do, or where to go. But like Beatrice, I know one thing. There’s something I want. Something I need. Even with the piercings removed, I remember how it all felt. How it hurt. How good it was.”

Helenae laughed.

Calien closed her eyes. “I want that again.”

“Wait,” Bob declared, holding up his hand. “Calien, you have another option.”

“She does?” Talli asked in confusion.

Bob nodded. He looked at the elf girl. “Her piercings are out already. She is on the road to recovery. Calien, your father told me to guard you. To care for you. Either way, you have to stay with me. But it doesn’t have to be like Helenae, or even Talli.” He gestured at the dark elf woman.

Calien swallowed. “You mean, stay with you, but not… not as a slave girl?”

Bob nodded. “Exactly like that. I could use a ranger as part of my team.”

Florentino looked up in excitement. “Yes! Yes, that would be excellent.”

Calien bit her lip. “But I’d still need to wear a collar?”

Bob shook his head. “No collar.”

Calien looked at Talli, her face clearly conflicted. “But… what about… sex?”

Bob hesitated. “Sex?” He repeated dumbly. Helenae let out a laugh.

Calien struggled and then finally gestured frantically. “I want it! I’m burning up! I want to throw myself at everyone! Anyone! I look at Talli and I want to just taste her everywhere and touch her but I can’t!”

Talli blinked. “Well,” she said dumbly. “I’m totally fine with all that! Take me, Calien!”

Calien ground her teeth together. “But it's not just you!” Her eyes teared up again. “I look at Bob and I want him! And her!” She pointed at Beatrice. Then she looked at Florentino. “And him!” The rock giant grinned and nodded confidently. “And her!” Calien declared, pointing at Helenae. “I want her to tie me up and…” her voice faltered.

“Torture you?” Helenae said sensuously. “Oh little elf girl, just wait until I get my hands on you. Your screams will be loud enough for them to hear in El Alna”

Calien looked at Bob, her face flushed. “Don’t you see? I’m not sure I can control myself if you don’t collar me. I’m going to do something. Something. Something I can’t stop.” She bit her lip. “I think… I think I want the piercings back in. I need the piercings.”

Helenae laughed delightedly. “Corruption is so beautiful! But you’re lying to yourself little girl! You think it’s just the magic burning through you. That just gives you an excuse, but in reality, it’s just taking what is already there and making it more solid. You disgusting little pervert. Yes! Demand the piercings back! Beg for my whip and I’ll have you screaming in agonized delight!”

Florentino sighed. “Robert,” he warned.

Bob nodded. “Yep.” He turned, gestured peremptorily and Helenae shrieked as she was suddenly hauled up into the air about sixty feet above the camp, then turned upside down. Her arms and legs were spread wide and she hung there, spluttering, her sex open to the sky. There were a few shouts from all the other slavers as they spotted the dark elf woman, naked, floating inverted above Bob’s wagon, white hair swinging in the breeze, spluttering.

“Please?” Calien begged. “Please sir?” She looked at Bob like a little lost puppy.

“Calien,” Bob said quietly. “The collar doesn’t inhibit anything. It won’t stop you from feeling these urges. All it does is shunt power and allow me some minor control.”

Her eyes glimmered. “I still want the piercings back in.”

Talli reached out and grabbed Calien, pulling her into a tight embrace, even as she looked back at Bob. Then Calien gasped, eyes widening, which was followed by a desperate groan. Talli grinned, wiggling her finger around inside the little elf girl.

The mage sighed, looking lost as Talli dragged Calien to the ground. A second later, Kie, Jenni, Beatrice, and Peaches all joined in. The mass of writhing, naked female bodies, the soft moans and little cries, made Robert shake his head. Then Florentino stood up.

“Robert, if you don’t mind, I’m going to offer my services to any interested party,” he said politely. “Hopefully Calien is interested in testing my unique skill set.” He moved over to the group and Bob backed away as the rock giant was dragged down into the middle of it, only to push himself into Peaches’ slit, while picking up Calien, turning her upside down, and running his tongue up between her legs.

Bob fled. He rounded the front of the wagon and ran headlong into Gwendolyn.

“Get off me,” she snapped, pushing at the mage.

Bob stepped back with a rueful sigh. “I am going to the special hell,” he said sullenly.

“You certainly are,” Gwen retorted. Then her face softened. “But you probably aren’t going alone.” Bob gave her a questioning look and she jerked a thumb over her shoulder. “Florentino will undoubtedly be there with you,” she said in disgust. There was a loud and very enthusiastic squeal from the other side of the cart. It sounded quite young and very elven. She paused. “Bob, just to let you know, I won’t be doing any more slave work for you. No buying or selling. No transports. And furthermore, that includes piercings. Even for vessels. I just can’t live with myself any more.”

Bob nodded and he leaned against the wagon, suddenly exhausted. “I know. My attitude has changed somewhat.” He shrugged. “I can make do with rings. They aren’t as powerful, but I can get a dozen on a girl. That should be sufficient to make her horny enough to fuck constantly and I can drain her energy.”

“And you still have Talli, with topped up piercings,” Gwen replied.

Bob nodded and smiled. “Indeed. Heck, she could probably do it all by herself. And I’ve got Lynne, Maddie, and soon Kie and maybe even Jenni.”

“Don’t forget Helenae,” she replied, pointing up. “You’ll have a harem,” Gwen grumped.

Bob glanced up. Helenae was still spread-eagled, some sixty feet up, squirming uncomfortably. Then Bob suddenly stiffened. “You know, it just occurred to me, we have another problem.”

Gwendolyn’s eyebrow went up. “Besides your soul going to the special hell?” She asked “And what’s the problem?”

Bob bit his lip. “The removable piercings. We only have one set. We used Calien’s on Helenae. If both Calien and Beatrice want it, and you won’t do any of the permanent piercings, who are we giving the hardware to?”

Gwendolyn let out a cackling laugh. She turned and gently patted Bob on the cheek. “That, my friend, is your problem. Have fun.” Then she walked away.

Bob sighed. “Well… fuck.”

The End

Bob the Mage, Talli, Florention, Morlok, Gwendolyn, Calien, and Helenae will be back in the fourth “Bob the Mage” Book - The Malfunction Magical Cannon and the Red Mountain Dwarves. Until then...
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