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Chapter One: Someone’s Cumming

Tallula stooped over the simmering pot swinging from the metal hook at the hearth and swirled her wooden spoon in steady circles. Behind her, the two children played quietly together, one wielding a small wooden pony, hand carved by their father, while the other built a corral out of a few rough blocks. The boys were close enough in age that when they weren’t fighting, they were the best of friends, and Tallula couldn’t help smiling at her progeny as she tapped the spoon against the pot and turned back to the kitchen table. Her small hands found the loaf of bread she’d baked that morning, set out the freshly churned butter from that afternoon, and began setting out the plates.

Jak came through the door just as the sun dipped below the far horizon, slid the bolt home, and without a word he went to the sink. His fist grabbed the pump lever, jerking it up and down, and fresh water began spilling out, splashing over his fingers. He ran his hands back and forth beneath the flow, cleaning the grit and grime of the day's hard work from his knuckles. Tallula smiled at him, admiring his tall, narrow frame and short beard. Her husband rarely smiled, but when he did, it seemed to light up the whole room. He moved to the table as the two boys found their seats. Tallula grabbed a towel and reached into the fireplace, pulling the pot from the metal hook, to set it on the table.

“Thanks Talli,” Jak said, his eyes flickering from his wife down to the stew. It smelled good and for the farmer, that was the only thing of import. He was too hungry to do more than nod at the boys, or even spare a passing thought for his lush and comely wife’s frame, half-hidden beneath a shapeless, dull gray dress. He picked up a spoon as she laddeled out a steaming serving, the thick broth full of vegetables, and even a little meat.

“Last of the pork?” Jak asked wearily.

Tallula nodded. “Sorry,” she said with a shrug. “I know it’s not much. But it’s filling.”

Jak tried to hide the grim look on his face. “Damn that blight,” he muttered. Tallula sat down next to him and put a comforting hand on her husband’s arm.

“We aren’t hungry,” she said sternly. “We may not be eating exactly what we want,” she admitted. “But we aren’t starving.” She pointed. “Dip the bread in the sauce. The taste of pork is there, even if there isn’t that much in the stew itself.”

Jak nodded and reached for a chunk of bread, only to freeze as a sharp knocking crackled through the one room farmhouse. Tallula’s eyes widened in shock and even the boys’ faces echoed their parent’s concern.

“Everyone stay here,” Jak ordered darkly, rising from his seat. He retrieved an old pitchfork he kept near the bed he and Tallula shared, and he walked over to the door. He jammed his foot down, so that the door couldn’t be shoved open past him, then drew the bolt back. The door swung, just enough so that Tallula could see out into the darkening night, the candlelight illuminating the interior of the cabin leaking out into the shadows.

A man stood there.

He was in his late forties, with thinning brown hair that was already going gray. A short, well trimmed beard covered his chin. Tallula couldn’t tell if he was a merchant, bard, or rogue, at least not from his clothing. He wore a sort of robe, open down the front, revealing a mishmash of leathers, some strong enough to be considered armor, while in other spots they were clearly meant as nothing more than a more rugged and sturdy material than cotton. He wore no sword, only a short dagger and his left hand gripped a leather pack, seemingly stuffed to the brim.

“Hi,” the man said brightly, smiling up at Jak’s suspicious face. “I’m Bob. I’m sorry to bother you, but I was wondering if you might be able to spare a bite to eat, and maybe allow me to sleep in your stable?” He pulled his right hand out of a pocket and opened it up, showing a gold coin. “I can pay for it.”

Tallula’s eyes widened. That single gold coin, if that was what the stranger was truly offering, could buy a month’s worth of supplies from the town. And all for a bowl of pork flavored vegetable stew and a hay pile? She tried to catch Jak’s eye, to let him know they had enough, even for another mouth, and she’d be willing to eat a half portion, just for the chance to get that single coin.

Jak’s gaze darted down to the coin. “That’s your offer?” He asked suspiciously.

Bob’s mouth curled up into a grin. “Yes. I can smell the stew from here and it's heavenly.” He sighed. “I’m sorry, I don’t usually just march up to random strangers’ houses and ask to buy dinner. I was set upon by orc bandits and some of their little goblin familiars up in the Westerning Hills and I’m afraid the outcome has put me in a bind. I took care of the bandits, but my companion didn’t make it, leaving me somewhat unprepared and discombobulated.”

“Discom... what?” Jak asked, his suspicion fading.

“Bob-ulated,” Bob said with a grin.

“Jak,” Tallula admonished. “He’s fine. We can spare a bowl and he can sleep in the barn.”

The man leaned over, looking past Jak, spotting Tallula and he smiled warmly, eyes suddenly very interested. “Oh. My goodness. How unexpected! And what a pretty girl!” His eyes flickered up and down Tallula’s slight but exceptionally curvy frame, clearly liking what he was seeing. “I promise not to be churlish,” he promised, holding up a hand. He didn’t look away from Tallula and despite the way Bob was looking at her, she hadn’t lost sight of that gold coin.

Tallula’s husband frowned, suddenly uncomfortable. “Just a moment,” he said to Bob, shutting the door but not latching it. He looked back at his wife. “Talli,” he protested, giving her a look, along with a shake of his head. She got up from her seat and went to Jak, putting a hand on his back. Her mouth went to his ear.

“That single coin can put us back on the path,” she whispered.

“I don’t like the way he’s looking at you,” Jak said in reply.

She rolled her eyes. “I’m a farmer’s wife,” she retorted. “And I’m yours.” She shook her head. “Think what we could do with that coin?” She felt Jak’s will crumbling and a moment later he nodded silently, moved his foot, and opened the door, this time completely.

Bob grinned and nodded his head. “Thank you! Thank you!” He stepped into the small farmhouse and looked around. “Cozy!” Then his eyes fell on Tallula. “My, aren’t you a pretty little thing? I’m guessing that heavenly scent is from your hands?”

Tallula blushed as Jak maneuvered himself between the stranger and his wife. “Boys, take your food and eat over in the corner.

The two children nodded, picked up their bowls, and scampered away. Bob watched them go. “Ah... two fine young men. How old are they?”

Tallula smiled. “Eight and ten.”

Bob sighed. “Excellent ages. I remember those days fondly,” he added. “But then, we all do? Don’t we? No worries. No cares. Nice and safe, unaware of the dangers of the world.”

Jak glowered then sat back down in his chair as Tallula retrieved another carved wooden bowl and began filling it. She slid the steaming broth over in front of Bob, who slid the gold coin he’d shown at the door across the table to her. She grabbed it quickly, checking it to make sure it wasn’t painted wood, then slid it into her dress pocket. Bob smiled warmly, picked up his spoon, grabbed a hunk of bread, and began eating. He dug in ravenously.

“You were traveling through the Westerning?” Jak asked. “Where you bound?”

Bob’s eyes widened. “Where am I bound? He asked, correcting Jak’s grammar with his question. Jak didn’t seem to notice, but Tallula frowned. Bob shrugged. “My destination is the old ruins of Barghtrides.”

Tallula gasped. “The Barghtrides? Are you mad? There are goblins near there!”

Bob looked at her with a grin. “So I’ve heard,” he replied. “But yet, that is my intended destination.” He took another bite of the food and gave Tallula a warm, almost inappropriate look, his eyes flickering down to her bosom. “This stew is about as delicious as the view.” He took another bite.

Tallula blinked, somewhat shocked, then she blushed furiously, putting a hand to her chest..

Jak gave the man another suspicious glare. “The Barghtrides are not safe. You’d need swordsmen, and archers, and maybe even a mage to go down into that dark hole.”

“Really? All that?” Bob mused playfully. “Or maybe just one really powerful mage.” Then he laughed. “Too bad I’m not an all-powerful mage!” He added with a rueful chuckle. He looked over at Tallula. “Are you a powerful mage?” He asked with a playful wink. “Filled with all sorts of opportunities to wield your power? I’m feeling a bewitching spell being cast on me right now!”

Tallula gasped, appalled at the implication. “What? No! I mean... what?”

Bob tapped his spoon on the bowl. “This is delicious. Cooking is an art and I’m always impressed when I find a beautiful young lady who can cook.”

Jak put his hands down on the table. He didn’t like where this was going. He was about to say something, especially considering the way the man was looking at Talli, when Bob turned away, reached down to his pack, and pulled something out. Jak froze, almost lunging for his pitchfork, but Bob just pulled out an old scroll.

“Here,” the man said eagerly. “I’d love to show you this recipe.” He turned, unrolling the parchment, and held it up so that Tallula could see it. She glanced down at the paper, only for her eyes to roll back up into her head and then collapse.

“Talli!” Jak shouted, leaping to his feet, but Bob twisted the paper toward the farmer as well. Jak’s eyes flickered along the words and Jak felt himself slowing, the world pitching, then... everything went black.

***

Tallula groaned softly as she woke and it took her more than a few moments to get her brain functioning. Input slowly came in and she realized she was draped over the saddle of a horse, her wrists and feet bound together in some indeterminate way, while morning sunlight illuminated a dirt path beneath her. She lifted her head and saw forest and realized she was on the road toward Margin Vale, or at least she thought she was. She blinked, collecting her wits, then began testing the... whatever it was... holding her in place.

“Oh! You’re awake!” came a familiar voice and Tallula recognized the stranger from the night before. Bob walked into view, looking pretty much the same as he had the night before and Tallula lifted her head, glaring at him.

“What did you do to me?” She demanded. “Where's Jak? Where are my children?” She snarled at him. “So help me, if you hurt them I will tear you apart!” She yanked on the bonds holding her in place, though they held firmly.

Bob laughed. “Whoa! Whoa! Calm down. First of all, they’re fine. They’re all back at the farmhouse. They’re probably just now waking up too.” He rubbed at his jaw for a moment. “Your kids were a handful, at least until my scroll got them napping.”

Tallula swallowed. “You didn’t hurt them?”

Bob shook his head and held up his hand. “I swear it. They are alive and... well... I’m not going to say well, even though I just did, but shouldn’t have. I mean, you aren’t there and that’s bound to have an affect on them. Eventually. Or probably immediately.” He tapped a finger against his chin and looked thoughtful. “Can Jak cook?”

Tallula blinked, still trying to get free. “What?”

Bob shrugged. “I left enough supplies that they shouldn’t starve, at least for a few weeks. Anyway, Jak will figure it out. I also left a thousand gold, which is the going rate for a young lady like yourself, at least on this end of the market, to ease your absence. I figure with what I left he could buy enough food for himself and the kids for two or three years in these parts. And frankly, the boys will probably appreciate not having you around nagging them all the time. They will miss your cooking of course, at least until Jak finds a new wife to mother them.”

“A new wife?” Tallula gasped in alarm. Then she seemed to go crazy, thrashing around on the back of the horse as it continued to plod along, next to Bob. Her antics had no effect and after several minutes she slumped, defeated.

“You can spare yourself the energy,” he told her, “though I have no objections to you tiring yourself out. Those are Abyssal Fetters on your wrists and ankles. And may I add you have the most adorable little feet! They’re so tiny! They’re going to look amazing in the high heeled sandals I have for you.” He wiggled his fingers in front of her face. “Anyway, I can pretty much set the attachment points for the fetters anywhere I want in a three dimensional space, and right now I’ve got your hands connected to your feet. Under the horse.” He paused, watching as she started to struggle again. “But don’t worry, as soon as we find a spot for lunch I’ll let you loose.”

Tallula’s head came up. “Loose? You’re letting me go?” She demanded.

Bob laughed uproariously. “Let you go? No. You misunderstand me. I’m letting you loose from the horse. We have got to get you kitted.”

“Kitted?” Tallula asked in bewilderment.

Bob nodded. “That’s right, Talli. Kitted.”

Tallula stiffened. “Don’t call me that,” she whispered, her eyes filling with tears.

Bob looked at the woman laying stomach down over the horse’s saddle in confusion. “Talli? What? Why? Isn’t that your name?”

She shook her head. “My name is Tallula.”

Bob looked confused. “But your husband called you Talli.”

She glared at Bob. “That’s a lover’s name.”

Bob considered that. “Well, Talli is a much prettier name than Tallula,” he said judgmentally. “And frankly, under the circumstances I can call you anything I want.” Then his face brightened. “Oh! Look, Talli! There! That grove of trees will be perfect!” He said, pulling the horse off the track. Tallula groaned as the rougher terrain made her rock back and forth uncomfortably and Bob led the horse off the track, right into the center of the grove. A very small clearing sat between the yew and he tethered the reins on a branch. Tallula watched him fearfully as he came around in front of her.

“Ready?” Bob asked her cheerfully.

“For what?” She whimpered, ready to cry.

Bob laughed. “Come on, Talli! Where’s that fire I saw just a few minutes ago?” He pointed a finger at her and then made a complicated gesture. Tallula felt the restriction on her wrists change. Then Bob pointed skyward and Tallula cried out as her arms were yanked upward. Her weight moved from the horse’s back to her arms and then she was sliding down the other side of the curved saddle. Her bare feet touched the grass and she stood there quivering. She looked up. Both of her wrists were encased in black leather manacles, odd and unfamiliar runes etched into the bands with gold wire. Two brass rings were embedded into the leather and were pulled upward by invisible lines of force that seemed attached to... nothing. She stared upward, unable to understand how, or even why, she couldn’t bring her hands down.

“Abyssal Plane,” Bob said as he came around the horse. He looked at Tallula stretched out on tiptoe with an appraising eye. “Not bad,” he said with satisfaction, moving around her in a very judgemental manner. “Almost as good as Ilea. I mean, you’re not an elf girl, of course. Not that I’m a racist. I’m just as human as you, Talli. It’s just that elf girls are the best vessels. Plenty of stamina, even if they are a little hard to get going.” He sighed. “And if I hadn’t been attacked by a freaking orc war party, Ilea would still be around for this next part of my adventure.”

Tallula stared at him. “You said bandits,” she whispered.

Bob chuckled. “I did. And they were. Orc bandits,” he said. “Along with some of their goblin underlings.” He clapped his hands together and rubbed them. “Let’s see what we have to work with.” He pulled his dagger out of its sheath and took a single step closer, only to have Tallula haul both of her feet upward and level an almost perfect kick toward him. Bob leapt out of the way, a startled yelp coming from his throat.

“Whoa!” He said with irritation. “That was uncalled for!” He gave her an angry look, still holding the dagger in his other hand.

“Come near me and I’ll kill you,” Tallula spat.

Bob frowned. “Well, at least you’re clear about your intentions.” He took a breath, pointed a finger down at Tallula’s feet, and made the same, complicated gesture he’d done while she was still on the horse. Suddenly, her ankles were yanked apart and she found herself unable to lift her feet from the ground. The bottom of her dress stretched and even rode up, almost to her knees, and she gasped in alarm. Looking down, she realized that both of her ankles bore the same kind of leather cuffs as her wrists.

Bob came closer and gave her a suspicious and very cautious look. “Are you a biter, Talli?” He asked, pointing at her mouth, but keeping his hand far enough away she couldn’t do it.

Fury flowed through Tallula and she glared at him. “Why don’t you come here and find out?” Her eyes narrowed angrily.

Bob backed up. “Okay... yeah. Definitely a biter.” He went over to his leather pack and opened it. He reached in, rummaging around and digging down to the very bottom, only to pull out a red, rubber ball gag, mounted on a black leather band and circled behind her.

“I’m not enthusiastic about gags,” he said with disappointment. “But they sometimes come in handy.” Tallula tried to twist her head around as he set the gag over her head, then pulled on the bands, forcing the ball into her mouth. Tallula resisted, but the pressure was steady and finally she had no choice. The gag was wedged between her teeth and she felt Bob buckle it securely. Then he reached down, and to Tallula’s outrage, put his hand on her bottom and squeezed her buttock firmly.

Tallula screeched, or at least she tried too. The gag muted the noise she made completely. She tried screaming as Bob’s fingers kneaded her rump, and even that sound disappeared into silence. She threw her head back and twisted violently back and forth , stretched between the abyssal anchor points holding her arms and legs apart. It was the only movement available to her and it was enough to dislodge Bob’s hand from her ass.

“Like I said, I don’t usually gag my vessels,” he said politely, coming back into Tallula’s view. “Except when their moans are a liability. But in this situation, I can’t afford to have you biting off anything important.” He pulled his dagger back out. “Like my finger. Now, I don’t want to hurt you. At least... not yet,” he said, holding up the sharp blade. “Or very much for that matter. So you need to be very still while I get you prepped for kitting. Do you understand?”

Tallula’s eyes widened and she trembled. Bob took a step closer, then lifted the blade. She shrank back a bit, but didn’t dare move as he pushed the blade up the left sleeve of her dress. She felt the cold, sharp steel against her skin, but no pressure and then Bob pulled upward, the cutting edge slicing through the material so easily that Tallula gasped, mewling into the gag. The cut was long, severing the entire shoulder all the way up to the collar and the front and back of the dress sagged.

“An undershift?” Bob asked with incredulity as an unbleached bit of white linen appeared. “The gods spare me from virtuous maidens.” It was tied just above Tallula’s bosom and he rolled his eyes. “Just once I’d love to find a girl who wears lingerie on a daily basis.”

Tallula blinked. She didn’t even know what the word “lingerie” meant.

Bob hacked at the dress and Tallula cringed as it was chopped off her frame in shreds. Bob tossed the heavy gray cloth aside and turned back to look at his captive, her modesty only protected by a thin, almost gauzy layer of uncolored linen. It clung to her body and did more to emphasize the shapely curves of her hips and bust. Her dark brown hair curled down to her shoulders and she glared at him.

“Now for the best part,” Bob stated, his eyes locking on the shift. He tucked the dagger away and then reached up. Tallula squealed, though the gag muted the sound of her protest as his hands grabbed hold of the material, just above her breasts. Then with a sharp yank, Bob tore the linen apart, all the way down, exposing her beautiful curvaceous body in one fell swoop.

“Mmmmm,” Bob hummed with appreciation as Talli mewled, blinking back tears. “Look at that. Damn, I think I might have undervalued you. I might owe Jak another thousand.” His eyes locked on the now bared curves of Tallula’s bosom. Her breasts hung like ripe, lush fruit, the pink tips stiffening as humiliation burned hotly through her. Her flushed cheeks heaved and she chewed on the gag, especially as Bob’s eyes slid down the taut ripple of her tummy, all the way down to her private parts. Bob took a step back, putting his hands on his hips. Then he walked around her in a circle.

“Damn. I mean, usually I like to find a girl younger than you. But I’ll be honest, you are probably one of the hottest women I’ve ever seen. How the hell is your tummy that flat after two children? Did Jak even know what he had?” He sighed dramatically, looking down at Tallula’s ass. “Do you realize how much you’d be worth on the auction block?” He asked ruefully. Then he shook his head. “Well, kitting time,” he said specifically. He went to his pack again and pulled out another band of leather. He held it up, showing Tallula the crimson colored stone in the center.

“So this is a Collar of Energy Transference. It will allow me to pull energy out of you when the time is right. This is probably the most important thing you’ll be wearing.” He moved behind her again and Tallula felt the leather band close around her neck. The gem was set in a metal ring, which settled uncomfortably in the hollow of her throat, pressing just enough to be awkward. Bob touched her on the bottom again, this time his fingers digging against the bare flesh of her rump. Tallula let out a quiet, muted sob.

“It’s also pretty much all you will be wearing,” he said with a chuckle. “Except for the abyssal fetters. Now let’s get you some appropriate footwear,” Bob said next. He went to his pack. “Can’t have you walking barefoot, as cute as your feet are.” He rummaged around, half his head in the bag as if he was having to reach deep. That confused Tallula since the backpack wasn’t that large.

“Hmmm, I’m guessing size five.” He tugged out the strangest looking sandals Tallula had ever seen. They were made of nothing more than a thin leather sole and a set of straps, and there was a tall heel in the back. The insole was ridiculously narrow and there was a strange, inky black spot in the center of the arch.

Bob stepped back toward Tallula, made another complicated gesture, and suddenly her feet were released from their anchor points and hauled backward. Tallula gasped as she hung in mid-air, supported by the unseen chains. With a soft finger, Bob stroked ever so gently downward over Tallula’s arch.

“Are you ticklish?” He asked playfully.

Tallula whimpered, but didn’t kick or even twitch so Bob continued to caress the bottoms of her feet. At least for a moment. Then he sped up, his fingers fluttering until she jerked and began shrieking, laughter bubbling out of her. Of course, there wasn’t any sound as the gag muted everything.

“Okay,” he laughed, pulling his hands away. “I was just checking. It’s actually good that you can tolerate the slow caresses. These shoes have a portal in the center, so don’t be surprised when you feel something wet and soft licking the bottoms of your feet. You don’t seem to be terribly sensitive. I had one vessel who couldn’t handle it at all. She screamed constantly, laughing her head off.” He pulled the front of the shoe over her toes and then strapped it in place. The second one went on just as easily and he once more made the gesture, returning her feet to the ground, legs stretched widely apart. “Still, they drove Ilea nuts.” It came out sounding sort of sad.

The second the strangely shaped shoes touched the earth, Tallula felt something wet and moving beneath her feet. Or more accurately, between the sole of the shoe and the soft, delicate arch of her foot. She yelped, shifting her feet, but the sensation followed her. It was as if something was licking the bottoms of her feet, concentrating on the sensitive arch between the balls and heels of each foot. It felt... good, bordering right on the edge between sensual massage and tickling, but there was also something dreadfully wrong about it. As if whatever was touching her was itself unwholesome. She mewled silently into the gag, her eyes widening with horror.

Bob reappeared in front of her, only to pat her on the shoulder. “Don’t worry. The more aroused you get, the more it will tickle.” He smiled.

Tallula stared at him. A line of saliva had built up on her chin and was starting to drip down to her breasts. Bob knelt down, producing a small, gold ring from his pocket. “Toe-ring of Arousal,” he explained. “I know you’re feeling violated right now, and that’s kind of a mood killer, but this will help,” he said as he slid it on the middle toe of her left foot. “You’re about to get really confused. Try not to fight it. Just give in.”

Tallula glared at the mage, but then suddenly squirmed as her sex tightened and then started pulsing. It wasn’t technically a foreign sensation to her, but having it while tied spread-eagled, naked in a grove of trees, in front of a man who was not her husband, made the sensation very negative. The swirl of the tongue-things on the bottoms of her feet felt so wrong, but so good! She shook her head as her nipples tightened and she felt her hips thrust forward, a totally involuntary response. Bob stood up, and Tallula squealed into her gag as his hand came up between her legs. His fingers touched her petals and to her horror, she was wet.

Very wet.

“Uh…” He said, a confused expression on his face. “That happened fast.” He gave her a suspicious look. “I thought it would take some significant stimulation to get you going, but look at this.” He pulled his hand out and held it up. His middle finger was coated in fluid. “You’re more sexually inclined than I thought.” He wiped the juice off on her soft, full breast, leaving a glistening wet streak all the way down to her taut nipple. He produced another bit of jewelry, this one a long series of gold and colored beads that dangled from the metal notch.

“I noticed your ears aren’t pierced. I’m going to fix that. This is an Earring of Masochism. Basically it converts every minor ache, injury, or pain into a sexual urge. Nothing too overwhelming, but I want to warn you that it’s going to hurt for a moment,” he said, lifting up the sharp pin, then paused. “Actually, your ear is going to hurt for hours, but your response to that hurt is going to be very different from what you’re used to.”

Tallula looked up at him with hopeless eyes as he brought his hands up to her head. There was a sharp pain in the lobe of her left ear. It spread downward, then to her shock, flickered out to her nipples. The tips of her breasts tightened and the pain shot downward, all the way to her sex. She tightened rhythmically, moaning as the discomfort throbbed through her loins, culminating as a tight pressure between her legs.

“How does that feel?” He asked.

Tallula, unable to respond because of the gag, just glared at him. He bit his lip. “Right,” he muttered. Then he reached up with both hands and took hold of Tallula’s nipples tightly between his thumbs and forefingers. Her eyes widened and she arched her back, pulling. Bob tightened down and didn’t move with her. Her breasts stretched outward between them and the most amazing sensation she’d ever felt shot down through her body.

What should have registered as pain exploded through her as something else. Something different. It surged through her bosom, from the tips of her breasts, right down to her loins. There it pulsed wetly, swirling through her sex until she shuddered with pleasure. The sensation ebbed and she realized that she’d slumped forward, thrusting her hips wantonly against Bob’s leg. 

“Yeah,” Bob said with a wry smile. “A little more intense than I expected, but some human girls tend to really respond to enchanted masochism jewelry.” He let go of her breasts and she sagged, panting hard, her hips still twitching. “I had to put three in Ilea’s ear, but elves are notoriously hard to get going.” He snapped his fingers, moved his hands, and once more her feet were pulled out from under her, this time forward. Tallula squealed as she was laid out on her back, hanging from her arms and legs, her feet so wide apart that she felt her thighs ripple from being spread. But at least the bottoms of her feet weren’t being licked.

Bob grabbed a small pouch from his pack and walked up, right between her outstretched legs.

“I apologize for the embarrassing position this puts you in, but it is common in the industry for slave girls to be shaved clean. It’s also my personal preference,” he said politely, setting the small bag on her stomach. He opened it up, pulling out a bottle and a razor. “The good news is that you won’t have to do it very often. I use a special salve I picked up from an enchanted apothecary a few years ago.” He began applying the oil of slipperiness and then started cutting away her pubic hair. “ Besides, you’ll appreciate it eventually. I think it looks better, is cleaner, and exposes you even more.”

Tallula, the humiliation of her situation running through her, sobbed and looked away. Her cheeks were aflame and she closed her eyes as Bob scraped at her skin until her nether region looked smooth and hairless. Worse, part of her wanted him to stick his finger in her slit again. Or pinch her breasts. Anything. She tried to think about her husband, Jak. Would he come barging into the little grove to save her? And what about the boys? The razor felt smooth on her skin and she finally looked down at herself as her captor packed away his gear. She was shocked at how young her sex looked, and how sensitive it was. It was like she was a little girl again, innocent and fresh. Before her arranged marriage to Jak. Then her captor returned, looked down at her exposed clit, and with a sudden, unexpected movement, put his mouth completely over it.

The sensation was like nothing Tallula had ever experienced before. Jak had never once tried anything like that. The swirl of Bob’s tongue over and around the tiny sensitive nub at the apex of her sex sent waves of pleasure through Tallula that she was unprepared to handle. Acute ecstasy surged through her and she jerked, thrusting up into Bob’s mouth, pressing and rolling her hips with wild abandon.

“Mmmppgggh!” She yelled into the gag, trying to get Bob to stop, or keep going. She wasn’t sure what she wanted, only of what she needed. Bob looked up at her from where his bearded face was smashed against her pussy and he wiggled his eyebrows knowingly, all while still licking. His tongue dipped into her well, going deep and the resulting spasm made her back arch. His hand came up, one finger stroking the small patch between her slit and anus, only to slide downward, pressing the moist tip against her bottom. Tallula cried out into the gag, shocked as he pushed into her back door.

He didn’t penetrate deeply. In fact, it felt amazing and she stiffened, crying out, no longer in despair, but in utter pleasure. Heat seemed to boil in her veins and she wanted... she wasn’t sure what she wanted! Had she been at home, she would have dragged Jak to the bed, rubbing him stiff and then mounting him!

Bob pulled his face away, his chin glistening, and he made another gesture. Tallula felt herself lowering, no longer chest high on the mage, but at the perfect height for...

“NNNGPPH!” Tallula screamed as Bob exposed himself, pulling out a thick, hard cock. He looked apologetic, despite the fact that his member was stiff. Tallulah stared in shock, her mind and body at war. Part of her screamed in fury at what was happening, while another part of her wanted it badly. He grabbed hold of the shaft and began stroking the head through her soaked slit, wetting the tip. It wasn’t longer than Jak’s manhood, but it was thicker. He leaned forward, slipping the first inch into her slit. It didn’t take much and she clenched down as he slid the rest of himself into her.

“This will be the only time,” Bob assured her, the tension in his voice palpable. “And I’m sorry I have to violate you like this.” He groaned, eyes closing. “I mean, sure… you’re going to be violated much more, but you’ll want it then. This will be the only time it’s me, like this.” He began pumping. “Damn, you feel incredible. Nice and tight. I’m actually surprised. I expected you to be a lot more open. Two kids, that lumbering ox of a husband using you.” He thrust himself all the way in with a smile. “I guess Jak didn’t take advantage of you that often.” He closed his eyes, pumping vigorously.

She shuddered, her body betraying her, already loving it, tightening around the sensation, responding with need and want and pleasure. All she could feel was Bob’s shaft, thrusting in and out of her sex. Yet in the back of her mind, the last faint questions bobbed where Tallula could hear them. Where was Jak? Why hadn’t he come and saved her? Why had he left her like this? Why did it feel so good? To be tied open, to be naked, to be used like this?

Bob closed his eyes and groaned, then rammed himself deep. His loins slapped against hers and his hands came up to her breasts, teasing the tips. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as pleasure roared through her. Tallula felt his cock harden even more inside her and then she shook her head, her own body clamoring for orgasm. She pushed back against him, her needs betraying her, even as her mind quivered and screamed, furious at the violation. Bob groaned in utter delight, then began lightly pinching her nipples. For Tallula, this took her right to the edge, magic and arousal and want swirling in a tornado of desperation through Talluah’s head. She keened, eyes wide, staring at Bob hungrily.

He gave her a questioning look, then his eyes widened. “Oh. Harder?” He asked.

She nodded frantically and the pressure on her nipples doubled. She mewled, throwing her head backward as the climax exploded through her. Bob groaned at the same time, unloading his seed into her depths even as she shuddered and orgasmed. Tallula didn’t even feel the burst of energy that settled in the hollow of her throat, right where the gem in the collar pressed up against her skin. Then Bob sighed and pulled himself out of her dripping slit and used her cut up dress to wipe himself clean.

Tallula opened her eyes, a sweet euphoria fogging her mind. The stone mounted in the center of the collar around her throat seemed to pulse in time with her heart. She struggled to breathe, to move, to protest, but all she knew was that she physically felt better than she ever had. And underneath the bliss, the satisfaction, came a touch of need, the addiction already started. She looked at him, hating him and wanting him, all at the same time.

Bob smiled, gave her a little wave, and left her there, hanging in the air, spread open, pussy dripping with their combined fluids.


Chapter Two: Learning the Ropes

The swirling, licking sensation at the bottoms of Tallula’s feet became an incessant torment the former farm wife had never imagined suffering. She stood a few feet away from her captor as he prepared a meal, seemingly ignoring her twitching, trembling body, which was still held upright by the invisible abyssal bindings. She pulled against the bonds, arms above her head, legs spread wide and let out a frustrated groan. Fluids dripped from her pussy, and not just her own, but his, and the emotional toll of the violation was almost as strong as the sexual desperation she was still feeling. She closed her eyes. Worse, the things licking the arches of her feet were starting to tickle.

Bob set out bread, cheese, grapes, wine and water and after a moment, he walked up to Tallula. With deft fingers he undid the ball gag holding her teeth in check and pulled it away from her face. She worked her jaw as he walked back toward the food and drink.

“You bastard,” Tallula said, sniffling. The tears had streaked her face and her eyes were red and blotchy. “How dare you touch me?”

Bob laughed. “How dare I? I bought you,” He said, picking up a grape and popping it into his mouth. “Your husband woke up to find a note, in your hand, saying that you decided to sell yourself to me, in order to feed your children for the rest of their lives. Besides the gold, I also left him a dozen hams, fresh fruit, and bread.” He nodded in satisfaction. “From his perspective, I bought you.”

That enraged Tallula and she jerked forward, only the fetters keeping her from launching herself at the mage. “You bastard!” She screamed. Bob watched quietly for a moment, then went to his pack and pulled out a small leather flogger. Tallula quieted immediately, eyes widening as he picked up a chunk of cheese with his other hand.

“Which of these do you want?” Bob asked carefully, holding up both the cat-o-nine-tails and the cheese.

Tallula looked away, refusing to play the game, which was a mistake. Bob sighed.

“Talli, there are two options here. You need to pick one. Otherwise, I’m going to pick.”

She looked back at him and hissed. “Never,” she retorted. “You can take your threats and your…”.

Bob shrugged in the middle of her diatribe and swung the flogger.

The leather strands stung as they impacted against the soft curves of her bosom and Tallula cried out as the pain shot up through her breasts. But at the same time, the hurt slid down to her sex, tightening it and sending waves of fresh pleasure through her body. She clenched her jaw, trying not to scream, or worse... beg for more. But she couldn’t figure out why she felt that way. Only that she did.

Then she realized she didn’t have to beg as her body betrayed her. Her back arched, thrusting her breasts forward, eagerly, practically offering her bosom to him. Bob swung the flogger again, and Tallula quivered as the bite of the weapon left her quivering desperately, mindless with unsated lust. Then Bob held up the cheese, pressing it against her lips. “Eat,” he said in a hopeful tone. “Please? You need your energy. Besides, this is Cheddar, and I’m betting you’ve never even tasted something like this before.”

Tallula, shuddering from the near orgasmic ecstasy still coursing through her veins, opened her mouth and took the offered bite. Flavor exploded in her mouth, sharp and tangy. Her eyes widened and she suddenly surged forward, taking the whole morsel. Bob laughed, turned, went back to his spread and put some butter on a chunk of bread. Then he turned back to his captive, holding both the whip and the food.

“Which of these do you want first?” He asked with a chuckle, holding both up.

Tallula gave him a desperate look, whimpering. This time she wasn’t trying to be difficult. It was that she didn’t know. When she didn’t respond, he shrugged and moved around behind her. This time the flogger was swung against her bottom, back and forth with force. Six hard strokes, each of which stung, hot and cutting, created an entirely new sensory experience. This time the pain shot up to her nipples, tingling and tantalizing, before going down to her hot and slippery slit. Her sex convulsed, desperately wishing for something to lock onto. Bob came back around, held up the morsel and she ate the buttered bread, marveling at the taste.

He held up a grape next, and her eyes flickered to the whip in silent entreaty. Bob couldn’t help chuckling as she paid for the never before tasted goodness with a chorus of cries, each brought by the flogger coming up between her legs, licking at her sex. The leather snapped against her labia and clitoris, forcing her up on tiptoe, the swirling tongues going crazy against the arches of her feet through the sandals. It was almost enough... almost enough.

“PLEASE!” Tallula begged. “Please! I can’t take it!” Then the mage popped the grape into her open mouth and the incredibly sweetness of the fruit made her swoon.

Bob laughed at her mixed expression. “Of course you can. And that’s sort of the point. See, your purpose is to provide me energy. Unfortunately, the only way I can get it is when you orgasm. So, if there’s a situation that requires me to cast some significant magic, I need to be  able to push you over the edge quickly.” He picked up another sliver of cheese, whip in hand, and walked over to her. “That means you have to be on the edge, feeling just like this, for me to use you properly.”

He lifted the flogger and gave her breasts almost a dozen additional blows, though none of them were significantly hard. Still, they left her thrashing and whimpering as the Earring of Masochism translated some of the discomfort into perverted pleasure. Then, when she was in a frenzy, her hips twitching desperately, he pressed the cheese to her mouth and she bit down with frantic need. 

His hand slid down between her legs, touching her clit and slipping one thick finger through her folds. Tallula thrust herself against his hand, impaling herself with desperation.

“What do you want next?” He teased. “Another grape? A bite of meatroll? More cheese? All you need to do is ask,” he told her.

Their eyes locked and Tallula quivered. “The… the… whip,” she gasped.

He pulled his hand away and snapped the flogger back up between her legs, striking her clit. Tallula keened out her need, teetering between the demands of her body and the confused thoughts in her head. She wanted to explode! But then Bob fed her another bit of food.

Lunch was agonizing and intense and very long.

An hour later Tallula hung quietly, her body a riot of sensation and deviant urges as the mage packed up the camp. Her mind swirled, unable to focus, to think, lost in the riot of sensation and stimulation. The constant and repeated whipping should have left her marked, but her breasts only sported a light pink flush, her still tingling sex only wetter than it had been at the start. Worse, she was so aroused that she could barely think. Each touch he gave her only seemed to make it worse. She watched as he packed up the picnic blanket, the food, and then took care of his horse. Finally, he faced her and freed her ankles, letting her close her legs and stand normally, taking some of the strain off her shoulders. Then he reset the binding point for her wrists, linking them together and then securing them via the invisible ropes of magic to the back of his saddle. She watched him curiously, then blinked with shock as he mounted up.

“Wait!” She cried out, trying to grab the shredded rags of her dress, which were just out of reach. “My dress! My shift!”

Bob chuckled and nudged the horse. “You won’t need them.”

“I’m naked!” She said in a panicked voice as he nudged the horse into a walk. Her arms were yanked forward and she was forced to take a step in the abominable sandals, the tentacles or tongues still licking at the bottoms of her feet.

“Yes! That’s the point,” he retorted.

“You can’t have me walk like this! What if… what if someone sees me?”

Bob shrugged as he began leading her out of the copse of trees. “So? Public humiliation can be a significant aphrodisiac. It will keep you nice and wet. Besides, it is uncommon for slave girls to wear clothing.” Then the horse began trotting forward and Tallula had no choice but to hurry along behind it.

Tallula shuddered as they emerged back onto the road. Fortunately, no one was on it, but she blinked tears out of her eyes. She followed behind the mage and his horse, her body still confused. Her left ear throbbed, but while it hurt, she felt answering pulses at the tips of her breasts and between her legs. Worse, she was leaking copious amounts of fluid, coating her thighs with a disturbing slickness. The shoes she was wearing were the worst, and would have been uncomfortable, even had there not been some sick, slimy… things licking the bottoms of her feet. The strange high heeled sandals she was wearing felt so weird, so odd to walk in, and the tentacles or tongues caressing the arches of her feet didn’t stop. It wasn’t painful, but it was incessant except when she took a step, lifting each foot clear of the ground.

After a while, the physical torments began to merge, dulled into a background cacophony that muddled her thinking. That was when the emotional torments began to come to the forefront. Tallula cried softly to herself as she plodded along, wishing for her husband, her children. She hoped Jak knew that she'd been taken forcibly, and was on his way to save her. And to forgive her, because the other conundrum was how her psyche was trying to cope with her physical reactions. How could she be so aroused? Why, when she lost focus, did her mind go back to the way Bob had slid himself inside her? Why did it feel so good? What was wrong with her? And why was she secretly hoping he would do it again?

"Uh… I need to… you know," she said roughly an hour later. Bob looked back over his shoulder.

"Okay," he replied easily. He made a gesture and the tension on Tallula's wrists disappeared. He reached into his pack and pulled out a weird roll of tissue that Tallula had never seen the likes of, and pointed into the woods. "I’m not into those sorts of kink. Go off into the brush and take care of your business. Just don't run, okay?"

Tallula nodded, taking the tissue, and with careful steps, moved into the woods. She tried to ignore the various sensations and pressures being inflicted upon her, and kept going until she couldn’t see the mage.

She quickly squatted and took care of her personal business. It took her a moment to figure out what to do with the tissue, but after a moment she felt oddly clean. But as soon as she was done, she dropped the roll and quickly turned,running as fast as the evil shoes could carry her. She made it maybe twenty yards when something yanked hard on her right ankle, sending her sprawling. Tallula lifted her head up, spitting bits of damp leaf out of her mouth and realized she was still tied to the mage, unable to go any farther. She reached down to her leg. Her fingers pulled at the cuff around her ankle, but it didn’t seem to have a buckle, or a binding. She couldn’t see anything holding her either, but she could feel it, a sort of invisible rope that stretched off back toward the road.

She bit her lip. The damn mage was probably laughing his ass off! She sat up, trying to figure out what else she could do. Her fingers flashed down to the sandal straps and struggled with the knots. Despite their apparent simpleness, she couldn’t get them loose and she whined in frantic desperation.

"Are you done yet?" The mage's voice sounded bored.

Tallula grimaced. "Almost!" She shouted back. Another minute of fighting with the straps left her beyond frustrated. She switched targets and tried to pull the tiny gold toe-ring off her foot. It wouldn't budge either. She reached up to the dangling earring, almost ready to tear it from her ear, when her left hand was yanked hard back toward the road. Her entire body spun as she was dragged a foot through the brush. Then the pressure was released.

"Do I need to pull you out?" Asked Bob, his voice tinged with amusement.

Tallula let out a frustrated sob and hauled herself upward.

“Talli?” Bob said, this time sounding a little more irritated. “If I have to come in there and get you, I’m going to be angry. And if I’m angry, there’s going to be some punishment. And you won’t like that.” He paused. “Or you might,” he added ruefully. “You seemed to like the whipping a whole lot more than any other vessel I’ve had.” He frowned. “It’s sort of disturbing actually.”

Defeated, she stood up, the weird, almost ticklish sensation of tongues licking her feet once more tormenting her. Tallula plodded back out to the road. She emerged from the bushes, eyes red, leaves in her hair, and looked up at the mage.

“Why?” She demanded, eyes filled with tears. “Why demean me? Why subject me to this horror? All we did was try to be nice to you!” She had one arm wrapped across her breasts, hiding the tingling tips, while the other hand dangled in front of her denuded sex. Tears began streaming from her eyes. “Please let me go!”

Bob sighed. “You left the tissue?” He shook his head. He got down from the horse and let the reins drop. The animal didn’t move. Bob walked back to where Tallula was standing, crying piteously. Then, to her horror, he wrapped his arms around her and gave her a comforting hug.

It was too much for the woman and she burst into sobs as her captor patted her on the back. She shuddered in misery as he held her and for the next few minutes the only thing she felt was the grief of being taken from her husband and children. Bob seemed sympathetic, murmuring “there, there” over and over. As she started to calm down, his left hand slid downward, along her naked back, and then onto her bare bottom.

In a flash she went from despair to fury and lashed out, her hand closed into a heavy fist aiming for the mage’s face. He didn’t even flinch as she swung and just as her knuckles were about to drop him, her wrist was yanked back by invisible bonds.

“Yeah, after that first kick, I set the Abyssal Fetters to repulse. Try to hit me or kick me again and they’ll stop you,” he said assuredly. Then his hands twirled and suddenly Tallula’s wrists were drawn tightly behind her back. It forced her breasts forward and she gasped as Bob reached up and caught both of her nipples with his thumbs and forefingers. He didn’t pinch, not really, but the sensation was so intense, so powerful, that it went right down to her sex, making her thrust and quiver.

“You feel it now,” Bob asked quietly. “Don’t you?” He smiled, still holding her by the tips of her breasts, his fingers twisting lightly back and forth. There wasn’t any pain, but the sensation was so intense, so powerful, and so arousing that Tallula’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head. It got even worse when he let go of one and put his mouth over the pink point. His tongue swirled and she stood there, shaking as waves of pleasure seared their way through her. Even the weird caress on the bottoms of her feet contributed to the sensation. She felt herself ripening, tension and pressure building inside her.

He held her against him and then his other hand moved as well, sliding downward. Tallula didn’t even realize she’d spread her legs until his fingers were sliding through the hot and slippery folds of her sex, digging in, sending even stronger swirls of sensation through her. In seconds she was thrusting against his hand, trying to work herself back up to the edge and then over it.

“Ah ah ah,” Bob said, his mouth coming up off Tallula’s breast. “No cumming, Talli. At least not yet.” He took his hand away from between her legs and the sound of despair that came from her throat was so much stronger than it had been before. She practically threw herself at him, mashing her breasts against his body, frantically trying to rub her pussy against his leg.

Bob laughed. “Look at you, humping my leg like a dog. And I’ve barely tormented you.” He sighed. “Well, we shouldn’t let a good thing go to waste, right?” He stuck his hand in his pocket and pulled out a pair of silver clamps, the ends capped with a set of bells. “Stick your tits out, Talli.”

The woman arched her back, so desperate she wasn’t even aware that she was following the mage’s orders. His hand came up and the first tiny clamp locked down upon her right breast, biting the raised and erect tip, the bell ringing gently. The second the metal touched her, a new thought flashed through her head. Mortification.

Tallula jerked back, eyes snapping open and she twisted, her knees coming up to press her thighs together, trying to hide both her sex and bosom from the man in front of her. Her range of movement was limited, but she still managed to present a look of utter shame. Bob grinned, forced her back into position, and put the other clamp on.

Tallula mewled with discomfort as the tips of her breasts throbbed. That sensation then shot down to her slit, worming its way through her loins and driving her crazy with sexual need. But then her arousal was overwhelmed by the realization that Bob could see every inch of her. A wave of humiliation swept over her, making her knees tremble. She glanced around desperately and then darted toward the horse, searching for some way to conceal her nudity from her captor. Bob chuckled as the bells rang cheerfully from her heaving chest. Eventually she squatted down, trying to press her clamped bosom to her thighs.

But even as Tallula cowered, knees pressed together, she felt another surge of exhilaration. It was so strong that had she been able to touch herself, she would have exploded in seconds. Instead she was left frustrated and whimpering, teetering between two wildly different emotions.

"Clamps of Embarrassment," Bob said matter-of-factly as he walked back to the horse, opposite from where Tallula was hiding her amazing curves and sweet dark secrets. “The pinch is going to drive you mad with lust, while the enchantment on those is going to embarrass the fuck out of you.” He grinned. “It’s a mix not many girls can handle.” He put his foot in the stirrup and hauled himself into the saddle. "Stay close to the horse or you might find things getting uncomfortable."

Tallula, utterly humiliated, quivered as the mage started riding away. Her breasts tingled and the free flowing juices of her sexual needs made her thighs slick. The very thought of her captor seeing her bare body was so abhorrent that she could barely stand it. But in turn, the idea of it was such a turn on she almost wanted to run forward so he could gaze upon her naked form.

Frozen in place, she watched as Bob's horse got about ten yards away. Suddenly, a sharp yank tugged her forward and she felt something thin but strong push up between her buttocks. It almost felt like a rope, connected between her wrists and threaded through her legs to the saddle of her captor's horse. The invisible line pressed deep against her perineum and even spread the outer petals of her flower. Tallula was forced to walk and she felt the pressure lessen.

The next hour or so was horrible for her. She oscillated between constant sexual agitation from the magical rope rubbing at her bottom and sex, abject humiliation at her exposed and bound state, and pure misery at being torn from her family. Her thoughts swirled around an agonized longing for her husband, her fevered imagination picturing him pulling her into a pile of soft hay, pinning her wrists above her head, and thrusting himself deep into her desperate and wanton sex. And even though it had never happened, she found herself imagining Jak tying her up, laid out on her back on a bail of hay, spreading her legs so wide apart that she could feel the strain in her thighs. Then he would take the quirt he used on the ox that pulled their plow, only to flick it viciously down upon her exposed and vulnerable sex. She knew she was crying out, but not in agony, the pain enhancing the sexual need she felt. Then Jak’s face melted into Bob's and he knelt down, his tongue licking at her still stinging clit. And when she screamed in agonized lust, it was the mage that slid his cock into her tight, dripping, burning hole to fuck her steadily, not her husband.

There was no release though, in her fevered imagination. Even with the invisible rope occasionally pulling at her, rubbing between her legs, she couldn't get herself over the edge. Her feet ached, but the incessant licking along her soles kept true pain at bay and she couldn't help feeling that even that discomfort was pushing her pussy to convulse, tightening and clenching in longing.

"Oh boy," muttered the mage, pulling his horse to a stop. Tallula was far enough back that she didn't run into the tail of the horse. She stopped, still cringing.

With a sigh, Bob got down from his horse and walked back toward Tallula, making another complicated gesture. Tallula felt the pull on her hands disappear and the invisible rope rubbing at her sex and wedged between her buttocks disappeared.

"We will be passing a cart up ahead," Bob explained, producing the red rubber ball gag again from his leather pack. "Open up."

Tallula, trembling, clenched her jaw shut and shook her head.

Bob gave her a surly look. "Now is not the time to be obstinate, Talli."

Tallula glared defiantly at the mage, fury flickering through her eyes at the use of Jak’s pet name for her. Bob sighed, put the gag back into his pocket, and shrugged. "Okay. But the responsibility is yours. I strongly advise you to keep your mouth shut. The consequences of interference won't be pleasant." He paused. "Since you seem so sure of yourself, why don't you lead the way?" He pointed toward the horse.

Tallula stood in place, the tongues still licking at her feet, tickling her soles, shuddering but rebellious. Their eyes met and there was an intense battle of wills. Then Bob looked away, sighed again, and then pulled out his flogger. Tallula’s eyes flickered down to the leather strands fearfully as he shook out the kinks.

“Across the breasts? Or do you want the whipping on your butt?” Bob asked in a bored tone.

Tallula glared at him but started moving, passing the horse. As she moved into the lead, she saw the cart her captor had mentioned. It was still fairly far off, a mere speck, but she already recognized the signs of a farm to market merchant. There wasn’t a huge load of cargo in the back, so it was probably one of the wagons making the return trip from the town. She gulped. Jak usually did the negotiating with the wagoners, but it wasn’t like she hid in the house. A sudden surge of hope rushed through her. All she needed to do was make it obvious that she was a captive and maybe the word would get back to Jak. At least he would know where she’d been seen! He wouldn’t think she’d run off with Bob, selling herself into slavery!

With her arms still pulled behind her back and the bells hanging from her nipples ringing at every step, there’d be little doubt about her status as a prisoner. She straightened her spine, ignored the tickling swirl of wetness stroking the bottoms of her feet, and even pushed the undercurrent of sexual need out of her head. Despite the growing urge to hide herself, she marched forward resolutely, hope burgeoning inside her. In fact, she moved so quickly that after only a few paces she felt the pull on her wrists, tugging her gently backward and she had to slow down.

The cart in the distance got closer and closer and Tallula’s heart began to race. At first, it was just from the hopefulness of rescue, but as the driver’s form solidified, she recognized a very different sensation growing inside her.

Humiliation.

Her nudity was so blatant, so obvious, how could the driver not be shocked, or worse, desiring of her? She felt her cheeks growing hotter as each step brought them closer together. Soon she couldn’t even bear to look, focusing on the ground. The driver had to be aware of her, his eyes tracing her every curve. He’d want her and she imagined being taken, the mage sharing her with the cart driver. She felt the wetness on her thighs, her sex quivering, her juices soaking her labia. The involuntary twitches followed and she found herself walking with an exaggerated swish of her hips, her bottom rolling from side to side lewdly. She arched her back, thrusting out her breasts, desperate to make herself look even more the wanton little slut.

The nicker of a horse and the creak of wagon wheels managed to pull her from her mortified misery and sexual confusion. She glanced up, blushing furiously, eyes huge and desperate, the sadness and physical stress bringing tears to her eyes. To her shock, she knew the man staring down at her. His name was Karlach and there was a strange, fascinated, hungry look in his eyes as he looked at Tallula’s naked body, then over at Bob. She felt another horrible rush, a mixture of embarrassment and need, her sex quivering as if it were ready to slide itself over and around anything the right shape and size. Suddenly she wanted Karlach too, ready to throw herself on his body, taking his shaft into her mouth, her sex, impaling herself…

Through even that flurry of mental images, she managed to pull herself together. She thought of her children, her husband. She only said one word, so soft and quiet that she was sure the Mage didn’t hear it. In fact, the wagoner may not have heard it. She didn’t know what else to say. She looked away, plodding on, as her body shuddered with desire.

“Help.”


Chapter Three: Messy Consequences

Bob looked back over his shoulder suspiciously and his eyes narrowed. The wagoner had given him a long, hard look and the mage was experienced enough to know what that meant. Most folks knew enough to mind their own business. There was just too much danger in confronting random persons, even if they were marching their own little bondage vixen down the road in front of them. But every once in a while there was someone who just couldn’t let it pass. It wasn’t often, but it happened. And there was always the chance they’d pass someone who knew his vessel. And just had to take steps.

The wagon behind Bob started to slow and the mage sighed in frustration. He slipped from his saddle quickly. In front of his horse, Tallula was still plodding forward, still clearly aroused, obviously miserable in her humiliation. The bells on her nipples rang steadily, though whether it was from her panting or from the unique sexualized walk forced by the Shoes of Abyssal Sole, Bob wasn’t sure. He checked behind him again. Sure enough, the wagoner was dismounting, some sort of weapon in his hand. Bob shook his head, already hurrying forward as he pulled a thick, rubber phallus from his inner pocket.

“Did you say something to him, Talli?” He asked worriedly, his open hand curling, fingers dancing to reset the attachment points on the abyssal fetters. The movement spun Tallula around and she squealed as her arms came loose behind her, only to be hauled skyward. She swung, toes swinging, crying out in alarm as Bob made another motion. Her feet shot outward, spreading her open, and Bob closed the distance in only a few steps. Without a word he jammed the huge phallic rod into her soaked, pink slit, and drove it deep.

“Seriously,” he said, glancing back at the wagoneer. “I really don’t want to burn him down to ashes. If he’s a friend, I need to know now.”

Tallula groaned into the gag as her pussy was suddenly filled to the brim and the overwhelming sense of rightness that she felt was only drowned out by the flash of utter pleasure that seemed to explode within her. Her sex tightened down as she cried out in satisfaction, at the feeling of wild abandonment that came with it. Her abject humiliation, the pain at the tips of her breasts, the maddening sensation of tickling against her soles, her throbbing earlobe… all of it coalesced into something perfect and wonderful and exhilarating.

But… she knew she had to say something. Her eyes flickered to Bob’s face and she nodded.

“Damn,” Bob muttered. He stepped behind her, one hand freeing the ball gag, the other down between her legs and he watched as the wagonner closed the distance. The second the rubber ball came out of her mouth, Tallula yelled desperately.

“Karlach! Help me!”

The waggoner's eyes narrowed and he looked at Bob again, clearly sizing up the little man. Comparatively, Karlach was much larger, and Bob didn’t even have a weapon.

“Hold up right there, Karlach.” Bob’s voice was hard and stern and he moved his free hand back across Tallula’s breasts. His fingers found her nipple and he tweaked it. She stiffened gasping. “I’m a mage and I’d prefer not to crisp you down to your shoes.”

Karlach paused. “You don’t look like a mage,” he sneered.

Bob nodded. “And you don’t look like an intellectual, which means I’m going to have to dumb it down for you. Turn around. Go back to your wagon. Otherwise Talli is going to have some memories of you that aren’t as pleasant as visiting her farm.”

Karlach sneered. “Or I’ll take her from you and give her some better memories.”

Tallula stiffened, eyes widening at the tone in Karlach’s voice. Bob felt her tension and he began gently pumping the dildo. Her sex tightened around it and her hips twitched.

“Uh… to return her to the farm?” Bob asked carefully.

Karlach shook his head. “A little strumpet like her? Hell no. I’ve thought about grabbing her before. She’s wasted on that prick of a husband. She’ll pick up a fair price at Margin Vale.”

Tallula’s heart quivered and tears sprang to her eyes as hopes of salvation shattered.

“Of course, I’ll fuck her hard a couple of times before I sell her,” Karlach added.

Bob sighed in frustration, his hand already working the dildo a little faster. “First of all, you cretin, Talli is worth far more than a fair price. She’s one of the best females I’ve ever encountered. Clearly, you aren’t meant for slaving and speaking from experience, I highly recommend staying out of the field. The returns can be impressive, especially if you sell to the dark elves. But in the end, you have to associate with some rather despicable people. I know. I’ve done it,” he added. “And I’m completely despicable.”

Bob pulled the dildo halfway out and began pumping it fast. Karlach stood there, just a touch confused as Talli quivered violently. It only took three thrusts before Tallula screamed, the climax she’d been so desperately needing pounded through her loins like a meteor falling from the sky. Power surged up from between her legs and across her nipples and she threw her head back, toes curling as fluids spurted out from around the rubber rod, onto Bob’s fist. The mage gasped, stiffened slightly and then, just as Karlach lifted his cudgel and rushed forward, Bob made a simple gesture.

Tallula felt the shock wave of the explosion but it took her several moments to realize that it was an external pressure, rather than the overwhelming euphoria of her climax. She felt drained, wobbly even, and had she been supporting her own weight, rather than strung up like a ham in the cold cellar, she might not have been able to stand. Her blurred vision came into focus and she groaned as Bob pulled the rubber shaft out of her sex, shaking it lightly. Droplets of her cum fell to the ground and he absently wiped the rod on her outstretched leg.

“Wha… what…” she managed to groan.

“Well, that was unfortunate,” Bob said with a shake of his head. “I hope he wasn’t a friend, because Karlach was not a very nice person. After that conversation, I have to assume that I’ve saved you from some rather unpleasant experiences. It was only going to be a matter of time before that guy did something permanent to Jak and very improper with you.” He paused. “I can only hope he wasn’t going to do anything to kids.”

Tallula blinked, trying to get her mind to work. It was so hard! She felt so good!

Bob tucked the dildo away and then reached up, pulling the Clamps of Humiliation off her breasts. Tallula mewled, a fresh surge of pain rushing through her bosom. But that pain merely circulated back down to her sex and she felt a fresh surge of need.

“Where… where did he go?” She repeated dumbly.

Bob thrust a thumb back over his shoulder. “Karlach? I did him before he could do me,” Bob answered bluntly. He grunted and looked back down the trail. “Damn. His horse startled and ran off with the wagon.” He shook his head. “Not worth trying to catch up to it now.”

Tallula looked around.

“Where did he go?” She repeated breathlessly, her hips already starting to pump again. 

“I gave him a quick lesson in physics. He flew over into those trees over there.” He waved his hands and the abyssal bonds released her. Tallula collapsed to the ground, falling to her knees on the dirt track. “I doubt he survived the landing.”

She let out a sob that was heart wrenching. Bob rubbed his hand over his face and shook his head. “Hopefully we don’t encounter anyone else.” He let Tallula cry and after a few minutes, hauled her up, his hands beneath her arms. She stood, wobbling. Bob reached into his pocket again and came out with a small, egg shaped stone. As he came close, she flinched, moving back from him.

“Monster!” She hissed, still blinking tears from her face. She wiped at her cheeks, then realizing her hands weren’t bound, she flung herself at the mage. Her fist came within an inch of his unmoving face and then stopped, yanked from behind as she was pulled backward. She screamed, struggling against whatever held her back.

“I told you,” Bob said, his anger flickering away. “Attacking me automatically triggers the fetters,” he said. He flicked his hand. “Guess we aren’t moving along just yet.”

Tallula felt herself spin and she cried out as her feet were pulled out from under her. Her legs were hauled up into the air and her head swung downward. Her hands flailed wildly as she tried to catch herself, but then her wrists were drawn outward as well and she hung, upside down, legs spread obscenely, exposing her pink slit to the mage. She cried out, sobbing hysterically. Bob stepped up, the egg-shaped stone in his hand.

“I normally fit this stone into my vessels during campaigns, but I think you’re a little too emotionally invested in this whole process. So I want to make sure you have the appropriate mindset” He pushed the stone down against her pussy, rubbing it through her folds, then sliding it into her soaked slit. Tallula groaned as it disappeared into her depths, only to whimper as she felt it move inside her, twisting and shaking. Her sex tightened and she felt another wave of arousal.

Bob stepped back and produced his flogger. “Now, I want to make sure you understand that I don’t appreciate your attitude. Attacking me is not smart.” He shook out the multi-stranded whip. “I’m not generally a vindictive person, but you need to understand the rules here. Disobeying me, or fighting me, or attacking me has consequences. And you might be thinking that the Earring of Masochism will help you like it did before, converting the pain into pleasure. Well, you just exploded, so while it might be able to change a little of it, I can guarantee that this won’t be pleasant.” He brought up the whip, preparing to strike. “Oh, and don’t worry about marks, Talli. There won’t be. This damn thing is enchanted to heal you seconds after it cuts. So it just hurts.” And with that remark, he slashed downward, aiming right for Tallula’s pussy.

The flogger struck perfectly and she cried out, her voice spilling out across the meadow behind them. The crack of the leather, wet with her pussy juice, came again and again and a hot, sharp sting blossomed between her legs. Multiple blows fell and Tallula thrashed as much as the Abyssal fetters allowed her, never able to protect her delicate folds and soft skin from Bob’s lash. But the heat morphed into need and halfway through the punishment Tallula found herself thrusting her sex toward him. She spread her legs even farther apart. Combined with the vibrating stone in her sex, the biting sensation of the whip only pushed her closer toward another orgasm. She screamed in excitement, chest heaving, struggling with the wild pressures within her. Bob reached a full dozen before he realized that she wasn’t thrashing in agony, but was on the verge of cumming.

“What the fuck?” He said in confusion, lowering the whip. He came up, put two fingers into her pussy, and swirled them around. Her sex clenched hard and she struggled to work herself on his hand. His thumb grazed her slightly swollen and darkly pink clit and she clenched her teeth.

“Please… please!” She whimpered.

Bob grimaced. “The stone,” he said in a mixture of irritation and bewilderment. “It must have been the stone.” He nodded. “Too much stimulation.” He curled his fingers inside her and the stone jerked upward into his palm, making her cry out again.

“Just for the record, you aren’t supposed to have an orgasm when you’re being punished, Talli.” He glanced at the scrying stone away and pocketed it. “Well, that was my fault. I should have known better.” He sighed. “It’s just, I always liked having the stone inside a girl before giving her pussy any kind of a whipping because it associated the pain with a bit of pleasure. A friend once told me that it would set the right kind of mental pathways. Not that I know anything about that.” He looked to where she was still hanging midair, upside down and with a sudden impetus, leaned forward and gave Tallula’s clit a slow, soft licking with his tongue. She mewled, pressing herself against him. His hands wrapped around her buttocks, squeezing as he sent waves of utter bliss down through her body, almost bringing her to climax again. She shuddered and then Bob lifted his face, a look of ecstasy struggling with cold rational thought.

“If I thought for a moment you wouldn’t try to bite my dick off, I’d get a blowjob from you,” he said, backing away, his voice rough. He flicked his hand and Tallula cried out again as she was hauled right side up, her feet coming back down on the ground. She squealed as the weird, otherworldly tongues once more began licking the arches of her feet and she danced oddly. Then her wrists came together in front of her and she trembled violently.

“Wh… why?” She whispered, trying to understand her desires. “Why do I feel like this? What have you done to me?”

Bob tucked his whip away. “I need you on edge. And I mean close to orgasm. So I made sure you were. And I’ll keep you that way.” He walked back to his horse, climbed up into the saddle, and then his heels tapped the animal, urging it forward. He rode past the shuddering, perturbed girl, who moved in behind him, knowing that if she didn’t, she’d be pulled off her feet.

They passed no one else on the track, though Bob guided Tallula into the forest itself twice, standing beside her as a cart trundled past, or a horseman rode down the trail. The mage seemed to have an intuition on when someone was coming, which also translated to knowing exactly how aroused Tallula was at any given moment. Multiple times they had stopped, only for him to take her aside and caress her, his hand sending electric touches of pleasure through her body. He also used the strange Abyssal Fetters to hold her in an exposed position, giving his tongue and fingers easy access to her sex.

She needed to take care of personal business again late that afternoon and after telling her captor of her needs, he let her walk alone, out into the woods, producing another roll of the strange, soft tissue paper. After dealing with her needs, she looked around for a sharp stone, or some sort of weapon she might be able to throw at the mage, but the forest floor was just sticks and leaves. In frustration, she once again tried to untie her sandals, but the knots were just too tight. Finally she stomped back to the mage.

Darkness had almost settled in when Bob guided the horse down a barely marked side trail and then stopped in a small opening. Tallula looked around nervously as the mage tied his horse to one tree, then proceeded to open his leather pack. He pulled out a shovel that couldn’t possibly have fit inside, and held it out to Tallula.

“Start digging,” he told her.

She took it hopelessly. “For my grave?”

Bob’s head jerked up. “What? Oh dear Gods… no!” He rolled his eyes. “I need a hole about eight inches deep and two feet wide. For our fire. I’m going to cook us dinner.” He began pulling out more items from his impossibly small pack. Two bedrolls, firewood, a cooking grate, and even vegetables, meat, bread, and a jug of mead. It was way more food than Tallula would expect for two, but her eyes focused on the display of obvious magic. She blinked as Bob pointed to a spot, just out from under the trees. “Right there please.”

Seemingly unbound, she walked over to the spot, knelt and started digging. Bob laid out the bedrolls, then pulled a collapsible table out of the bag and began preparing their dinner. A cast iron pot appeared and he dumped fresh butter into it just as Tallula finished her assigned task.

“Thank you,” he said politely. “You can go sit or lay down on your bedroll, Talli.” He pointed to one of the sleeping blankets.

“Don’t call me that,” Tallula said, but this time it came out half-heartedly, as if she knew her protest meant nothing. She walked over to the bedroll and sank down wearily. The softness was surprising and she laid back, making sure her shoes didn’t touch the ground. She groaned in ecstasy and for the first time that day, wasn’t sexual.

“Soft, huh?” Bob said with a chuckle as he lit the fire, a touch of magic sparking the dry wood. It burst into flame and he chucked a few more split logs onto the blaze. Tallula nodded. She bit her lip.

“Why?” She asked tiredly.

Bob glanced up at her. “Oh. Well, it’s a quilted batten that is interlaced between pieces of silk, then stitched up to form air pockets. It’s actually a bag. You unlace the top there and then slide into it. Guaranteed to keep you warm if it’s cold, and cool if it’s hot.”

Tallula turned her head and stared at the man in bewilderment. “No,” she said in frustration. “I meant me! Why me?” She gestured at the fire. “It’s not like you needed our stew last night.”

Bob put the grate over the fire and then set the pot on top of it. “Oh. Well, true. But I needed a female. Little farm houses in the middle of nowhere generally have one, sometimes several. You were the one available.”

“Any woman would have sufficed?” She asked bitterly.

Bob frowned. “Well, technically.” He admitted. “But it’s easier on me if they’re young and pretty. You’re a bit older than the ones I usually secure, but I have to say that you’ve surprised me.” He tossed in a handful of vegetables and a sizzling aroma rose from the pot. It smelled good to Tallula.

“Surprised you?” She asked.

“You’re more… energized,” he replied, producing a wooden spoon and stirring. She could smell the onions frying.

“I don’t understand,” she said.

Bob nodded. “Usually I try to pick younger girls just past their aging day. They’ve got this innocence to them, a freshness almost.” He grinned. “I like that. There’s a power component to it. Sort of like breaking in a pair of new boots, and I love new boots. You on the other hand, having had some sexual experience, are quite a bit more…” he searched for the right word. “Engaged. Experienced. Enthusiastic even.” He shrugged. “I hadn’t really considered capturing a milf before.”

“A… a what?”

“Milf. Actually it's an acronym. Stands for ‘mother I’d love to fuck’,” he replied.

She blinked, horrified. Bob chuckled and shook his head. “Don’t worry about it.”

Tallula lay there, the firelight flickering on her captor’s face, and she slowly moved her hands down between her legs. She’d never, not once, touched herself there, but the urge was so strong inside her that she couldn’t seem to help herself. As Bob focused on cooking, she slipped her hand between her folds.

She was tender and she suspected the whipping with the flogger had left her that way. But the feeling of her fingers sliding through her sex, something she’d never done before, left her breathless. She let out a soft moan.

“Ah ah,” Bob warned from the side. “None of that or I’ll put you in a chastity belt.”

Tallula jerked her fingers away from her sex and her eyebrows narrowed. “A what?”

“Chastity Belt,” Bob replied. “Sort of. I mean, it will prevent you from coming with your fingers, but I suppose calling it a chastity belt is sort of misleading. Afterall, it comes with both a butt plug and a dildo mounted on it, and those things will shake upon certain magical influences, so you’ll cum when I want you to.”

Tallula looked at the mage aghast. It sounded awful. She took a deep breath, trying to steady her nerves or at least ignore the pressure between her legs.

That’s when a monster emerged out of the woods and into the limited fire light.

It was humanoid, but easily nine feet tall, with massive biceps the size of watermelons. It wore a metal chest plate, buckled on with thick strips of leather and it held a huge club in its right hand. A furred breechcloth hung from a belt and a leather pouch hung at its side. It peered around the clearing as Tallula screamed, scooting backward until her bare back was up against a tree.

Bob sighed, put down his spoon and looked at the rock giant with exasperation. “Florentino, you’re scaring Talli.”

Tallula's jaw dropped.

The giant looked over at the girl, his black eyes narrowing slightly and he reached huge, thick fingers into the pouch. Slowly, he drew out a strange metal frame, into which two pieces of thick glass had been mounted. Then to Tallula’s astonishment, he set the metal frame on the bridge of his nose and looked at her again.

“Ah,” the giant said in a smooth, melodious, and posh accent. “My sincerest apologies, young lady. I didn't mean to startle you.” He stepped up to the fire and sniffed. “Good evening, Robert. Might I inquire when you intend on serving dinner?”

Tallula sat there, her fear quickly fading, but then she couldn’t help feeling astonished. She’d heard of rock giants, but to hear one talking perfect Common? And to wear spectacles? She sat there, too flabbergasted to even speak.

Bob tapped the spoon against the pot and tossed in the meat. “Ten minutes?” He guessed.

The rock giant sat down and smiled. He looked over at Tallula for a moment, then back at the mage. “Your vessel,” the giant said, stressing the word, “does not appear elven. She is, in fact, a human female. Where is Ilea?”

Bob frowned. “I was set upon by an orc war party and their little goblin dogs while going over the Westerning Hills. It was a surprise attack and I wasn’t given any serious time to prepare.”

Florentino nodded, his brow furrowing. “Were you injured?” He asked carefully. Bob shook his head.

“No, I pulled out all the stops. There’s a crater up on Warden Hill though.” Bob sounded angry. “It’s still smoking.”

“And by all the stops, you mean that Ilea wasn’t able to continue.” The giant sounded sort of sorrowful. “I liked her. Even though she wasn’t fond of me,” he said sadly.

“What… what happened to her?” Tallula suddenly asked. “Is that going to happen to me?” Her tone was fearful. “And who are you?”

Bob gave Florentino an irritated look and the rock giant turned to face Tallula. “My name is Florentino. I would bid you good evening, but I suspect that your evening has not been good.”

Even that little bit of sympathy was like a beacon in the dark for Tallula. She glanced fearfully at Bob, then blurted out. “I was kidnapped from my home.”

The giant nodded with complete understanding. “That is not unusual for Robert. Very few women would volunteer to serve as a sexual magic vessel.”

Tallula blinked. “Don’t you understand? I was taken by force!”

The giant agreed. “That is also the usual way.”

Tallula stood up, angry. She stomped her foot. “I’m married! I have two children!”

That surprised the rock giant. “Indeed? You have whelped? Twice?” He asked incredulously. He glanced down at her shaved pubis. “Might I see your vaginal orifice? Is it larger after the passage?”

“What?” Asked Tallula incredulously, not understanding the rock giant’s vocabulary.

“He wants to see your pussy,” Bob snorted.

Outrage ran through Tallula. “I am not some whore who is in the habit of spreading my…” she began to say, only to find herself squealing as she landed on her bedroll, both legs hauled into the air by the giant. She screamed as he pulled her open, peering down at her now fully exposed pussy.

“Hmmm, you haven’t pierced her yet,” Florentino observed, glancing at the mage, still holding the wriggling, flailing girl in his hands.

Bob shrugged and stirred the pot of stew again. “Waiting for Gwendolyn.”

Florentino nodded. “A wise decision. Clitoral hood first?”

Bob chuckled. “Probably. We have to be careful. She’s a weird one and I don’t want to overload her. Humans aren’t as robust as elf girls, but Talli’s been unusually responsive.”

Tallula whimpered as the blood rushed to her head. Suddenly the rock giant bent his head downward. His thick tongue slid into the crevasse between her legs, first lapping at her clit, then sliding deep into her hole. Tallula cried out, at first from the shock of the violation, but then her voice mutated into a groan so deep, expressing such pleasure, that even Bob looked up in surprise. The giant’s tongue was soft, but gritty, like the tongue of a cat, and it tugged and pulled on Tallula’s sex as it wiggled around inside her. The sensation was like nothing she had ever felt before and even upside down she found herself immediately ripening, right up to the point where she was going to explode.

“Florentino,” Bob warned.

The rock giant pulled his mouth away with a sigh and set the now convulsing little human girl down on her bedroll. She twitched violently and pushed her hands downward, driving two fingers into her own sex with a desperate whimper. Bob let out a frustrated snarl and Tallula’s arms and legs were suddenly drawn out, sliding off the soft blankets, forcing her spread-eagled. Her chest heaved, breasts rising, the tips rock rock hard.

“Damn it, Florentino!” Bob chastised the giant, but Florentino only shrugged as he sat back down.

“I am able to sense her closeness and she is not yet at the cusp orgasm.” He smiled. “Though she is close. It is also not my fault that human girls like rock giants,” he said to the mage. “But she tastes delicious. She is very aroused.”

Bob’s irritation seemed to fade and he laughed. “Well, that’s sort of the point, isn’t it?”

Florentino sighed and looked over at the panting girl. “True,” he replied to the mage. He settled back down and watched as Bob finished cooking dinner. Ten minutes later he began placing food into a set of wooden bowls, though Florentino’s could best be described as a bucket. Bob served the giant, then took a wooden bowl over to Tallula.

“Talli, are you ready to eat?” He said, looking down at the spread-eagled, bound woman. Her thighs were slick, but the involuntary spasms brought on by the brief tongue-fucking she’d gotten from Florention had stopped. She looked up at the mage and nodded. Bob released the bonds, the invisible ropes connected to the Abyssal Fetters disappearing. Tallula sat up and the mage set the bowl in her hands. Lastly he dished himself up a serving and settled down to eat.

Tallula didn’t touch the food at first, but after a few minutes, her hunger overwhelmed her embarrassment and fury. She grabbed the spoon and began eating. Despite Bob’s protestations, the food was excellent, fresh and tasty. The rock giant ate his portion quickly, slurping noisily.

“You didn’t answer my question,” Tallula finally said to Bob, steeling herself. “What happened to the elf girl?”

“Ilea,” added the giant between mouthfuls of bread.

Bob sighed. “Despite being close to orgasm again, it wasn’t enough. I set her off, she exploded, and frankly, I thought I got them all. When I realized that they’d split into two parties, I tried to push her back up. I needed five or six more minutes to push her back and they were on me. So I had to take the necessary energy to power the right spell to save my sorry ass. When I was done, the Ilea was… expired.”

“Expired?” Tallula asked incredulously, the fear in her voice obvious. Florentino nodded.

“Meaning departed, deceased, breathless, and inert. Dead,” explained the rock giant.

Tallula swallowed. “Am I going to die?” She asked, for the first time fearing for herself.

“We’re all going to die,” Bob replied. “The question is when. You might die tomorrow. Or next week. Or even next year. Hell, you might die a hundred years from now.”

Florentino looked back at the girl. “The probability of the last two are not terribly good for you,” he said quite honestly. “Considering the upcoming campaign, you will likely last two more days.”

“Two days?” Tallula blurted out, utter despair hitting her hard.

“Florentino,” Bob growled.

The rock giant spread his hands. “I’m only being honest with the girl. There is a reason you try to select elven girls.” Florentino looked back at Tallula, who was now crying. “Human girls are more voracious. It is easier to bring you to orgasm. But as a species, you have no great stamina or constitution.”

Bob sighed. “I prefer elf girls,” he muttered.

Tallula looked over at the mage. “Then let me go. Leave and go get an elf girl!” She spat angrily, wiping away tears.

Florentino laughed, though it sounded like a cascade of stones falling down a cliff. “Not many elf girls around for Bob to subjugate,” replied the giant. “Besides, you are quite beautiful for a human female, though much older than Robert’s usual human selection.”

Bob put his bowl down. “I think that’s enough chit chat for the evening. Talli, please lay down and try to sleep. We have a long day ahead of us.” He looked down at Tallula. “I’m sorry about this,” he said, raising his hands. Tallula’s face clouded as he gestured and suddenly her hands were bound together. Worse, they were somehow tied to her neck, so that she couldn’t lower them any farther down than her breasts. Her ankles were in the same predicament, secured together and then pulled up, just a touch, bending her at the knee. Bob reached down and with a touch, the knots on the sandals untied themselves and he removed the shoes. Then Bob covered her with the bedroll top.

“Sleep tight,” he said, bending down. He kissed her on the cheek and she cringed, tears still wetting her cheeks and a horrible ache between her legs.


Chapter Four: Learning New Positions

Tallula woke and found herself in dire straits. Something very thick, firm, and rough was pressing against her bottom, slipping downward through her buttocks and probing toward her sex. That’s when she also realized that a huge, thick arm was braced over her body, holding her in place. The rumble of breath behind her head told her it was the rock giant and for a moment she didn’t dare move.

The forest was a dark gray, with the morning light still only a fuzzy brightening to the sky and the fire was mostly out, with only a few wisps from the trio of thick logs still smoldering. Tallula shuddered, not from cold, but from the horror of her circumstances, only to feel the Giant’s embrace tighten, as if he were trying to comfort her.

The movement caused the pressure to increase and Tallula suddenly realized that it wasn’t the giant’s hand touching her. She gasped, her hips jerking away from the touch, only to have the giant pull her back, this time driving a little deeper. She felt the tip of the giant’s cock slide between her thighs and suddenly the arousal she’d experienced the previous night was back, so ferocious that it drove all other thoughts from her mind. She wanted it. She arched her back, twisting her hips and spread her legs as much as the bonds would let her. She let out a groan as she managed to get the massive tip of Florentino’s cock pressed against her soaked petals and she began thrusting, working herself back and forth. The angle wasn’t quite right, but she managed to get about an inch of the gargantuan cock into her slit.

Florentino sighed in pleasure and pushed, eliciting a soft cry from Tallula as another inch of the giant’s member slid into her sex. Tallula had never felt anything like it! Thick and firm and huge, it filled her pussy so completely that her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. She forced herself down, but Florentino held back, making her work for it. Pleasure seared through her and all she could think of was impaling herself as fully as possible on the firm, thick, cock.

“I should warn you,” Bob said unexpectedly from across the camp, “that rock giant jism is slightly caustic and highly viscous. It’s got little grains of… well… I’m not sure what is in it, but once he cums inside you, your sex is going to feel like it's been filled with wet mud. You’ll be sensitive. It’s slightly addictive and will drive you nuts as it slowly drips out over the next few hours. Plus, if I need you to cum, it will have to be a clitoral orgasm.”

“What?” Tallula gasped. Florentino grumbled and then pushed himself deep.

The response from the human girl was almost predictable and she cried out, thrashing as the huge penis slid fully into her body. It was as thick as her arm and almost as long. She realized that her hands and ankles were free and she squirmed as the giant rolled, pulling her upright, still impaled upon his cock. Tallula didn’t run, or scramble away. Instead she set her bare feet down on either side of the giant, knelt right on his thighs, and drove herself down in desperate need, jerking her hips.

Bob sighed and rolled over. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” he muttered.

It only took a minute for Tallula to reach climax and she exploded with a breathless cry of ecstasy that echoed through the forest. A few roosting birds were startled by her exclamation of euphoria and took flight, flapping away noisily. The giant reached up, gripping the back of her neck with one hand, the other on her hip as she swayed in a stupor, no longer bouncing. It didn’t matter. He was able to thrust her up and down on his cock like a child’s rag doll. Tallula whimpered, but didn’t try to stop him. Then Florentino groaned, held her in place, and Tallula gasped.

Florentino sighed in relief and then let Tallula slide off him. His cock, still rigid and standing upright, came into view as she collapsed onto her bedroll beside him, eyes unfocused, breathing hard. Then Tallula moaned, shifting her hips.

“I apologize,” Florentino said politely. “It’s been some time since I have had relief. You will undoubtedly find having my fluids inside you to be somewhat uncomfortable, especially since this is only our first time together. I have been told that human females feel a heavy pressure inside themselves.” He lifted his head and looked over at Bob. “I have also been told that having coital intercourse immediately after a rock giant provides intense stimulation.”

Bob grunted and rolled over in his bedroll. “I’ll pass on sloppy seconds right now,” he said, turning up his nose. “Probably break my cock hitting that mass inside her.”

Tallula groaned again and put a hand down between her legs. The immediate urgency of her arousal was gone, but she felt like someone had squirted gritty mud up into her body, and it was just sitting there, heavy and congealed. It wasn’t a pleasant sensation, but it wasn’t bad either. She sat up, a confused look in her eyes.

“I need to pee,” she declared.

Bob looked over, made a gesture, and nodded. “Go. Not too far though. There are weird things in these woods.” He pointed at Florentino in demonstration “See?”

Tallula hauled herself to her feet. For a second she looked at the sandals, then shook her head. “There’s nothing in these woods more horrible than you,” she declared, leaving the shoes and marching off barefoot.

Bob sat up and began climbing out of his bedroll.

“I like her, Robert. She is different from most of the human girls you have selected in the past,” Florentino observed, still lying next to Tallula’s bedroll, his penis exposed and sticking straight up.

Bob began rolling up his blankets. “Is this declaration based upon her physical traits, personality perspective, or some sort of weird rock giant analysis of the general fuckability of human females?”

Florentino seemed to either not get Bob’s sarcasm, or ignored it. “From a sexual perspective, I found her to be quite accommodating. Clearly whelping widened her vaginal channel sufficiently for my girth to not just be acceptable, but enjoyable. And her heavy arousal was more than enough to push her to fully mount me. I found her vaginal contractions to be…”

“Enough,” Bob said, holding up his hand. “I don’t need an analysis of your tryst. I fucked her yesterday. She’s good. Very soft and responsive. She was a waste as a farm wife.”

Florentino blinked and then sat up. “I find that statement to be accurate. Her use as a magical vessel is of greater value. It is unfortunate that our current endeavor will undoubtedly overwhelm her capacity.”

Bob stuffed his blankets into his pack, along with all the other camp gear. “I don’t need a reminder. Let’s just hope it doesn’t come to that.”

Florentino nodded. “Her demise would be unfortunate.”

Bob gave the rock giant a dark and exasperated look, but didn’t reply.

When Tallula returned, Florentino was dressed again and the camp was packed up. Only the strange, horrible sandals were sitting out.

“It won’t come out!” She blurted, looking at the mage with concern.

“What won’t?”

“Whatever he squirted into me!” She exclaimed, pointing at the Rock Giant.

Bob blinked, then gave her a sour look. “I warned you.” Then he sighed. “Besides, it was going to happen one way or another. Look Talli, it will come out. Eventually. Stay upright. Walk. It will leak out over the course of the next hour.”

“Leak out?” Tallula replied in horror. She glanced down, then her knees buckled and she let out a sob. “What have I done?” She asked, bringing her hands up to her face. She cried into her palms, tears streaking.

“I fail to understand the cause of your distress,” Florentino observed, walking over to the bawling girl. “You appeared to enjoy our copulative actions earlier.”

Bob gave the giant an amused look. “She’s upset because she knows that she wanted to fuck you this morning. In her head, she just betrayed that oaf of a husband. And to make it even better, she gets to carry around an extra three or four pounds of rock slurry for the next hour as a reminder.” The mage shook his head. “Okay. Shoe time.” He grabbed her sandals and brought them over to where she was sitting. “Come on Talli. One foot at a time.” He grabbed her ankle and slid the sandal onto her foot.

“Don’t call me that,” she whimpered, but she didn’t resist, still sobbing quietly. He tied the strap all the way up her leg, then did the other foot as she continued to snivel.

Bob stood up, went to the horse, and put the saddle on. The rock giant stared at the weeping girl, a melancholy look on his face. Finally the mage was ready to go and he pointed at Tallula.

“Florentino? Can you get her moving please?”

The rock giant bent down, but Tallula cringed and sprang to her feet. Immediately she felt the slick licking touch on her soles and she danced away from the giant. “Don’t you touch me!” She yelled. Florentino frowned and held up his hands.

“But I am not touching you,” he replied, just a touch confused.

She wrapped her arms around her bare breasts and shuddered. “Don’t touch me.”

Bob sighed and turned back around. He gestured again and Tallula’s arms were suddenly pulled outward and up. She cried out and then pulled back as the mage got closer.

“I was going to wait,” he said, pulling out another earring from his robe pockets. It matched the look of the first one, still dangling from Tallula’s left earlobe, but with a different pattern of beads. “I’m sensing a bit of non-compliance in you and I can’t have that.” He began reaching up and Tallula kicked at him. It didn’t connect, her ankle stopping. Bob frowned, an angry look on his face.

“Oh no, you didn’t,” he said in irritation. “What did I tell you yesterday?” He made another gesture and Tallula’s legs were drawn outward, just like her hands.

“I like her in that position,” observed Florentino.

“Don’t you dare touch me!” Tallula shrieked. Then she began screaming. “Help me! Somebody help me!”

The rock giant looked over at the girl. “Do you require assistance?” He asked worriedly.

Bob rolled his eyes. “She means from us, Florentino.” The giant moved behind the outstretched girl. He put one hand around her entire head, the palm over her mouth, muting her instantly. Then he bent her head to the left, exposing her right ear.

“Thank you,” Bob said ruefully. He set the sharp pin against her lobe and pushed. She shrieked again, the sound muted by Florentino’s hand. But then, as Bob sealed the jewelry in place, she quieted down. Bob nodded and Florentino pulled his hand away from her mouth.

“Wha… what have you done to me?” Tallula asked, blinking in confusion.

“Earring of Sensuality,” Bob replied. “It’s like the toe ring, but about ten times more powerful.”

Florentino nodded. “It encourages an unrestrained indulgence in sensual pleasures, causing lewdness and unchastity in the wearer.”

Tallula blinked. A strange warmth seemed to flicker across her skin, then settle above her nipples and clit. Her head looked back at the giant, at the bulge under the fur wrap covering his loins. Her pussy began convulsing in rhythmic need, desperate to be filled.

Bob patted her on the arm. “It means that you’ll want to fuck Florentino again, Talli.” He went back to his pack, opened it, and drew out the flogger again. “Now let’s talk about that kick.” He walked over to her, stepping slightly to the side. Tallula’s eyes widened as he lifted the multi-headed whip, positioned it horizontally so that it was opposite her breasts, and gave her a dark look. Then he flicked his wrist.

The whip snapped hard against Tallula’s breasts and she let out a shriek. A sharp burning sting ignited across her bosom. Bob nodded as she squirmed, reeling backward as Bob gave her a steady look.

“Eventually, Talli,” he said, “you are going to learn that trying to hit or kick me is not a good idea.” Then he gave her tits another firm stroke, making her bosom jump.

A sharp sting seared across Tallula’s chest, her nipples on fire as the mage left another stinging mishmash of lines from one pink nub to another. She gritted her teeth, hissing, only to realize that the pain had shot down to her sex, causing her pussy to clench tight around the semi-solid blob of rock giant cum in her sex. The gritty nature of it rubbed at her insides and suddenly she found herself thrusting her hips, her flower brimming with sensation. Bob’s third stroke to her chest seemed less agonizing and instead, she thrust her breasts out, her head thrown back, crooning with need.

Florentino frowned. “I don’t believe that this is serving as a negative reinforcement for bad behavior. She appears to be responding sexually to the stimuli.”

Bob lowered the whip, his eyebrow going up. “Yeah. I think you’re right.” He gave her a more studious look. “Well, this is awkward.”

Florentino tilted his head and looked at the panting, lewdly thrusting girl. “Did you increase the power of the Earring of Masochism?”

“What? No!” Bob declared. “And this whip should hurt!” He lifted it up again and gave Tallula’s boobs another whack. She cried out, but it was immediately clear that the pain did more to arouse than hurt her.

“I would advise you to stop,” Florentino said as Tallula’s body rippled with a new series of spasms. “She is close to orgasm.”

Bob threw down the flogger. “Well, fuck.” He declared with an irritated tone.

“Precisely,” Florentino replied.

The mage grumbled grumpily and snatched up the weapon, marching over to his horse. He jammed the flogger back into the pack and mounted up. He turned once, his fingers moving in a strange gesture, and Tallula gasped as her wrists moved from above her head, to being drawn together in front of her belly. She felt a tug toward the saddle of Bob’s horse and a moment later she was pulled forward. She took a step, quivered and looked down at her chest. A flurry of dark pink lines were etched across her breasts and her nipples felt hot and heavy. Inside her pussy, she could feel the blob of giant jism softening, lengthening, but also rubbing against her. It almost felt like a cock still inside her! She longed to reach down, to touch herself, to bring herself to climax. 

She took a step, only to feel moisture on her leg, along with a gritty texture. She looked down, only to see a white, chalky substance smearing on her thigh. “Ugh,” she moaned. But then as she moved, she felt more of the sticky, viscous fluid spread to her labia, seeming to plaster itself all over her pussy. Her next step felt very, very different. Gritty and intense.

“Oh…” she gasped. Her hips thrust forward involuntarily, as if she were once more mounted on the giant. “Why does that feel…” she whispered, eyes closing. “Oh…” Her chest started moving much quicker and Florentino stepped up beside her.

“You appear to be more masochistic than most human females. Most of Robert’s vessels do not respond to a breast whipping with such,” Florentino paused, “enthusiasm. Are you frequently subjected to such activities by your mate?”

Tallula fell into step behind the horse, groaning. “What?” She whimpered. “Activities?”

Florentino nodded. “Spankings, being tied up and whipped, clamps applied to your nipples and clit, the paddling of your vagina for sexual purposes…”

“What?” Tallula said in shock. “Of course not!” Tears filled her eyes again. “Jak never hits me,” she whispered. They continued walking along, Tallula stumbling as the emotional and physical confusion continued to overwhelm her. She was miserable. She knew that. But beneath it came the desperate physical want that continued to gnaw away at her sense of self, until she could only think about scratching the itch and satisfying her underlying desires.

Florentino plodded along carefully, but then looked over at her. “Are you in need of anything? Water? Food?”

“Sex?” Asked Bob with a snort from in front of them.

Tallula blinked. “Sex,” she replied without thinking. Then shook her head. “No. I mean…” She bit her lip. Her body wanted one thing, her mind and heart another! She swayed a bit, only to be pushed back straight by the giant. She looked up at Florentino. “I… I don’t… I don’t know what I want.”

Bob reached into his pack and pulled out two apples. He tossed one to the rock giant, who caught it easily. Then the mage looked at the girl. “Well, be sure to let him know what you need, Talli. I’m sure Florentino would be more than happy to fuck you again. It’s just he’s not going to let you cum.”

Florentino handed one of the apples to Tallula, but she shook her head, turning away. She plodded forward, moving in front of the rock giant. Florentino fell into place behind her, his eyes locked on her swaying ass as they emerged from the forest and turned eastward.

Tallula was quiet, mostly because she was still sorting out the strange sensations she was feeling. Between her legs there was a sensitivity, a roughness combined with moisture that was almost abrasive. She knew instinctively it should have hurt, or at least been uncomfortable, but instead it caused her to walk with a profound swing to her hip. She began crossing her steps in front of her, letting her thighs rub against the petals of her pussy. More and more of the white, chalky cream seemed to seep from her sex, constantly keeping her labia wet, but drying and turning to dust as it soaked her thighs. After an hour, the weight in her pussy was gone and she was left with a strange desire that she couldn’t quite articulate.

“You’re staring at me,” Tallula said to Florentino, thirty minutes later, without even looking behind her. “I can feel your eyes on me.”

The giant, who had been walking behind the captive woman nodded. “I find your appearance to be highly appealing,” Florentino said politely. “The shape of your buttocks are more rounded than most elf women, and the way you walk is quite alluring. Plus you have a softness to you that the more muscular orc girls lack. You also have a very appealing scent, and if I might say so, flavor.”

Tallula looked back over her shoulder at the rock giant. “I’m not sure if I should be appreciative or appalled,” she replied darkly. “If you like me that much, why aren’t you helping me?”

Florentino blinked. He held out the apple. “Here is your breakfast.”

Tallula stared at him, just a touch incredulous, but then she took the fruit with both hands, wrists still bound together, and bit into it angrily. She chewed and swallowed. “No,” she declared. “I mean why are you letting that man keep me captive?”

“You mean Robert?” Florentino said, moving up next to her. “Please do not confuse my admiration for your physique and my personal ardency for your flavor, demeanor, and beauty, as a paradoxical ethical dilemma. I place no specific value on your existence, other than to enjoy your company while you are here. As it is, you are necessary for the probable successful completion of our goals. Robert requires a healthy and sexually energized female by his side, in a constant state of near orgasmic ecstasy, so that he may properly siphon your energy off and use it for thaumaturgy and evocation.”

Tallula blinked. “I don’t understand,” she replied.

Florentino gave her a quizzical look. “My explanation was quite detailed. What did you not understand?”

“I mean, I don’t know half the words you used,” Tallula said.

Florentino digested this thoughtfully. “I had not realized that you were not a native speaker of Common. What language would you prefer I utilize to explain? Besides Common, I speak Dwarvish, three forms of Elvish, Giant of course, Gnomish, Goblin, Halfling, and Orc.” He paused. “I also know enough Abyssal to order a sandwich, and can at least ask my way around in Draconic.”

Tallula stared at the giant. “I speak Common,” she spluttered. “I just don’t know all the words.”

The Rock Giant frowned. “How bizarre.” He looked thoughtful, then he growled in a low and guttural, totally monstrous voice, “Me here to help Robert. Fuck you good. Me like you taste. You cum lots to give power to mage. I make you cum, over and over, until you can’t no more.”

Tallula’s mouth dropped and she stared at the giant. “What?”

Florentino looked surprised. ‘Was that not simplified enough?” He asked, going back to the polished and fancy accent. “Admittedly, the dialect is difficult without practice and…”

“Did you mean that?” Tallula demanded. “That you’re going to make me cum over and over until I can’t?” Her bottom lip trembled.

The rock giant tilted his head. “I have not said anything I do not mean,” he replied, honestly confused.

Tallula almost burst into tears again, but instead managed to control herself. She marched straight ahead. Oddly, it was the physical sensations that gave her foundation. She focused on the pulsing need between her legs, the throbbing tingle at both ears, and the way the earrings dangled next to her neck. Then there was the licking all along the arches of her feet, almost but not quite tickling her. She looked down at the apple, then took another bite, blinking away tears.

It was almost an hour later when Florentino spoke again. “Have I offended you in some way?” He asked curiously. “I meant no offense about your ability to understand the Common tongue. The nuances sometimes are difficult to grasp.”

Tallula looked over at him angrily, eyes narrowed. “You are enabling him to keep me captive. And you took something precious from me.”

Florentino cocked his head to the side. “I am, indeed, enabling Robert. But that is the way things are. I have taken nothing from you however. You have no possessions. Even the fetters, sandals, collar and earrings you wear technically belong to Robert.”

Tallula clenched her jaw. “I’m not talking about physical possession, you monster. I’m talking about fidelity. I’ve betrayed my husband.” She gulped, clearly emotional.

Florentino thought about this for a moment. “If you are referring to our physical copulation this morning, and your apparent cooperation and indeed instigation of that contact, then you are unfairly judging your response. Your behavior is being modified by the magical constructs you are wearing, creating pressures your mind and body are not prepared to handle or resist. Had you not been under such geas, you would not have willingly capitulated.”

Tallula looked at the giant suspiciously. “What does that mean?”

“It means that you are already being influenced by Robert’s magic, much the same way an inebriated man is altered by strong drink.” He looked down at her. “For example, you are aroused right now. It is a strong urge. Your sex is ripe, your pelvis is thrusting every few steps, and your nipples are raised.”

Tallula swallowed and brought her arms closer to her chest, covering up her breasts. She noticed that the welts left by Bob’s cane had faded to barely visible, soft pink lines. 

“Were you walking at home, would this be the case?”

“I’d be wearing clothes,” Tallula replied sourly.

“Indeed. Your state of attire, or lack thereof, while greatly enhancing your attractiveness, also encourages a sexual state of mind. The piercings in your ears, not to mention the ring on your toe, add influence. This subverts your normal thinking process and will. You are not of sound mind. You have not been adulterous.” He patted her shoulder. “Even when you ask me to again copulate with you, it will not be a violation. You are being manipulated.”

“I will not ask you to fuck me again,” Tallula assured the giant.

They walked on, but each step Tallula took was as if another grain of sand was being added to a pile. As the sun rose, the need building inside her increased until it was a pulsing tightness that wormed its way through her loins. She found herself pushing her breasts out, keeping her arms to the sides to lift them, and her swaying hips swished from side to side. When the mage pulled his horse to the side of the road and asked if anyone was hungry, the first thing she thought of was Florentino’s cock, rather than food.

“I am not in need of sustenance,” Florentino said easily. “But I believe that Talli is hungry, and for more than just food.”

Tallula blushed red and looked away as Bob cast her a winsome smile. “Well, I’m sure we can satisfy some of her needs properly.” He dismounted and opened his back, pulling out an assortment of fruits, cheese, and breaded meat rolls. He also tugged loose a checkered cloth, in white and red, and spread it down on the ground. It was huge, big enough for all three travelers to sit down. Of course, Tallula had to be ordered to drop down.

Bob freed her wrists and she rubbed her arms.

“Lean back into Florentino’s arms,” he told her.

“Why?” Tallula asked, suddenly fearful.

“Because he’s going to torment you while I feed you.”

She swallowed hard. “Torment?”

Florentino shook his head. “Robert prefers to use meal times to set certain sexual pathways in his vessels.”

“What?” She asked in bewilderment.

Florentino grabbed her arm and pulled her off balance. She fell backward, almost into his lap, yelping as she landed awkwardly. He put one hand across her chest, heavy fingers cupping her breast, finger and thumb latching onto the delicate, raised tip. Tallula groaned as he applied just a tiny bit of pressure. Then Bob set the food on a plate, placed it near her, and knelt down.

“Spread your legs,” he told her.

“N-n-no!” She managed to stammer. Bob rolled his eyes, gestured again, and suddenly her feet were dragged apart again, invisible ropes pulling her limbs apart. “When are you just going to learn to comply?” The mage asked with exasperation. “I swear, you’re almost as bad as an orc girl. You need to obey me when I tell you something.” He shook his head. “It might not always be something frivolous. For example, if it’s raining arrows and I say ‘run’ I expect you to be hauling butt.” He pulled his leather pack over. “Now, no more disagreements. That way I don’t have to use the whip again. Or something harsher.” He pulled the same rubber dildo he’d used on her the previous day, forcing her to cum, and he held it out to Florentino. “One thrust per bite.”

The rock giant looked down at the toy, but then shook his head.

“If you don’t mind, Robert, I’d prefer to use my finger.” He held up his free hand, the middle digit of which was just as thick and almost as long as the dildo.

Bob shrugged. “Whatever.” He tucked the dildo away and Florentino put his hand down between Tallula’s legs. He ran the tip of his middle finger through her folds, teasing her slit and even rubbing at her clit, but not penetrating. Tallula groaned, the pleasure just from that simple touch shooting up through her body like lightning.

“I am ready,” the giant replied.

“Talli?” Bob said with a grin. “Now be a good girl and ask Florentino to fingerfuck you.”

Tallula, already panting, shook her head. “N-n-no,” she managed to stammer. Florentino smiled and moved his finger again, focusing on the sensitive apex of her crevasse. Her clit bent and quivered under the pad of Florentino’s huge finger. Talli stiffened, gasping as her hips thrust upward against Florentino’s hand. Bob cocked his head to the side.

“Talli, I’m not going to ask again. Beg Florentino to fuck you so you can eat.”

Tallula gritted her teeth. “THAT’S NOT MY NAME!” She screamed at Bob.

Bob let out a frustrated breath and pulled a small leather sap out of his pocket. It was black and very flexible, but short. He held it up in front of her face. “Last chance,” he warned. “Or instead of pleasure, it’s going to be pain.”

Tallula shook her head. Florentino gave Bob a confused look, but moved his hand out of the way. “Wouldn’t her apparent inclination toward masochism render that punishment…” but the sentence was drowned out by Bob bringing the sap down, right on Tallula’s tender and soaked pussy.

The crack that came from between her legs sounded as if someone had slapped wet mud. Tallula screeched, then arched her back, toes curling as the pain twisted inside her, becoming something else. Something desirable. It wasn’t pleasure, but it was need and it burned through her like fire. She pulled hard on the abyssal fetters holding her legs open and Florentino grunted as she struggled in his grasp.

“All you need to do to stop the spanking is to ask Florentino to finger fuck you,” Bob said simply. Then he smacked her pussy again. Tallula bucked, her hips thrusting upward to meet the paddle. She squealed, and when Bob struck her again, and then a fourth time, she grabbed hold of Florentino’s arm, her pelvis jerking.

“She seems especially sensitive to this kind of stimulation,” Florentino said as the mage left a full dozen spanks on Tallula’s hot, slippery, and now quite pink pussy. There was no damage, the healing spell cast upon the paddle having made sure of that. But clearly the girl had a kinkiness that went a little further than the Earring of Masochism warranted. Bob didn’t seem to care. Just a little frustrated, he continued to spank her sex until Tallula was thrusting her hips, lifting her sex up to meet the paddle. Suddenly, the rock giant put his hand over her pussy, catching the next blow on his knuckles.

“Hey!” Bob said angrily.

“Further impacts will cause her to orgasm,” Florentino said politely. “Your normal policy is no orgasms until the next morning, barring an emergency. Has that changed?”

Bob grunted in disgust and tossed aside the paddle. “Freaking painsluts,” he muttered.

“No! Please!” Begged Tallula desperately, writhing in Florentino’s lap. “Don’t stop! Please! Please! Hit me! Fuck me! Please! Fuck me!”

The mage let out a frustrated sigh. “Just… feed her, Florentino.”

The second the giant let go of Tallula’s arms, she reached down between her legs. Bob shook his head and with a gesture, not only bound her wrists together, but linked the Abyssal Fetters to her collar. She whimpered, hips still twitching as Florentino picked up a strawberry and put it to her mouth. She opened up, took a bite of fruit, and chewed. Bob sat back, watching as Florentino fed her.

“Talli,” Bob asked when it looked like she’d calmed down a bit. “How often did you and your husband have sex?”

Tallula looked over at him, eyes still a little unfocused. “That’s personal,” she muttered sourly. Bob nodded, pulled a feather out of his back, and leaned forward. Since Tallula’s legs were still spread, bound apart with the Abyssal Fetters on her ankles, her clit was perfectly exposed. He began teasing the swollen little tip with the feather. Tallula went stiff, gasping as her toes curled.

“Answer the question, Talli,” Bob encouraged, brushing the feather around the tender nub.

“Ah,” Florentino said in appreciation. “Brilliant Robert.” The giant moved his hand down to her left breast, his fingers teasing the nipple lightly. “Please answer, Talli?”

Tallula shook, overwhelmed between the feather caressing her clitoris and the rubbing tightness of the giant’s fingers on her nipple. It quickly became apparent that the stimulation was having a severe effect on her. “Once… once…” she gasped, “once… a… month!” She lifted her hips, trying to get more pressure on her clitoris. Instead, Bob pulled the feather away. The look she gave him was pure desperation.

“But… why?” Florentino asked in surprise. “You are beautiful for a human. Why not copulate more?”

Tallula’s chin shook, then she looked away. “Two mouths were more than we could feed as it was. So he only makes love to me when he knows I can’t have more children.”

Bob nodded in complete understanding. “Economics suck.” He made a gesture and Tallula’s legs were suddenly freed of the bonds. She brought her knees together, then her heels. For a moment, the mage thought she was going to try another kick. Instead, she stared at Bob, a strange mixture of want and hatred in her eyes. Florentino grabbed a meat roll and held it up to her face. The glare she directed at the mage, accompanied with the vicious bite, made one thing very clear to her captor.

“No blowjobs,” Bob muttered to himself. He turned and stalked away.


Chapter Five: Toys and a Temper

“No! Please! Not again!” Tallula practically wailed. They’d pulled off the track near a copse of trees and for the fourth time that afternoon, she’d been strung up like a sack of potatoes, stretched out on tiptoe, her arms and legs pulled outward by the invisible bonds connecting the Abyssal Fetters to points in the astral plane. Bob ignored her protests and handed two of the stones to the Rock Giant.

“You should be happy that you have not yet received your Piercings of Sensitivity,” observed Florentino as he stepped behind the quivering girl, a stone in the palm of each hand. “This type of torment would be twice as intense. He then cupped Tallula’s breasts, pressing a stone against each nipple.

Bob knelt down between Tallula’s outstretched legs, a similar stone raised, except this one was bound to a wooden wand. He pressed it against Tallula’s clit and looked up at her. “Very true,” he said, knowing that the fresh set of tremors that was making her shake was undoubtedly caused by the icy sensation flowing into her nipples and pussy. She jerked, thrusting forward against the wand.

“Please! Please! I’m sorry! I’ll do anything!” She whimpered and begged.

Bob chuckled. “I know. That’s sort of the point. But honestly, it would be foolish to give you satisfaction at this point. Feel good, Talli?”

“It… it…” she mewled, eyes closing.

“The heat has started,” Florentino said politely, feeling the same sensations on his palms. His thick fingers kneaded Tallula’s breasts even as the stones now burned at her nipples. Not enough to damage her, but certainly uncomfortably hot. The same sensation flowed around the apex of her sex and she began thrusting frantically, trying to get herself off. All of them knew what was coming next, and a minute later the vibrations started. Tallula shrieked with wild abandon, her entire body writhing in spasms. And then, just before she was able to bring herself to climax, the cold, heat, and shaking ceased, leaving her panting with mindless desperation.

Florentino nodded as he pulled his hands away from her breasts. Her nipples were hard points, extended and amazing. “She is quite responsive. Easily the best of all the humans you have selected.”

Bob frowned. “Who would have thought a MILF would turn out to be a sex starved, nympho humiliation pain slut?”

“Milf?” Inquired the Giant. “I am aware of no such word in Common.”

“It’s an acronym. It stands for ‘mother I’d love to fuck.”

Florentino blinked. “Common is a very strange and evolving language. Milf,” he repeated, clearly filing it away. Then he gave Bob a direct look. “Since we are only another hour from our stopping point, I have a request.”

Bob rolled his eyes, clearly knowing what the giant was asking for. “Seriously? I thought you only liked that with Orc girls?”

Florentino shrugged. “Having walked behind her for the last few hours, I have changed my mind.” He grinned. “Her bottom is unusually nice. I am looking forward to fucking it.”

“Well,” Bob said darkly, “you’re the one who has to explain it to her.” He went over to his pack and put the wand away, only to reach in and pull out a strange, furry… tail. Tallula blinked as he walked over and held out the toy to Florentino. The rock giant took it and then came around to the front of the bound and captive girl. He held up the tail so that Tallula could get a good look.

“I am going to insert this plug into your rectum,” he said, showing her the wide, steel, pointed metal probe.

Tallula blinked, her body still rippling from the onslaught of sexual stimulation. “What is a rectum?” She asked, still panting.

Florentino looked embarrassed. “I wish to insert this plug into your ass.”

Tallula stared at him. “The hell you are,” she replied in a shocked tone.

Florentino brought the plug down between her legs and began rubbing it through her petals, transferring the copious amounts of girl goo she’d been generating onto the surface of the metal. Tallula groaned, eyes once more rolling up into the back of her head. Then the Rock Giant moved behind her. She squealed as he pressed the metal up against her anus, pushing gently.

“No! No! Not there!” She cried out, twisting away. Bob hurried over and grabbed her around the waist, holding her still as she struggled. “NO! NO! FUCK!” She yelled.

“I highly suggest relaxing,” Florentino said simply. “Tightening will not prevent the insertion, especially with this amount of lubrication, but it will not be as uncomfortable.”

Talli screamed in protest and shook her head. But then the plug popped into her bottom and her surprised exclamation was a mixture of both pain and pleasure. Bob knew that the moment the plug settled inside her, it began vibrating. The sensation wouldn’t push her any closer to the edge, but it would definitely make her more aware of her physical self.

And, her butt would swing wildly as she walked, swinging the stupid furry tail that Florentino liked.

“Come on,” Bob said to both of his companions. “We’ve only got about an hour of walking left before we make camp.” He made another gesture and changed the binding points of the fetters. Tallula’s ankles were freed, while her wrists were brought together and attached via the invisible bonds, to the saddle of his horse. She stumbled forward and Florentino moved behind her, his eyes focused on her sweet, stuffed ass. She looked over her shoulder, an angry expression on her face.

“What the fuck did you put in my bottom?” She demanded with a moan. “It won’t stop moving!”

Florentino smiled. “It is just a Plug of Stimulation. But I added the furry tail to it several years ago as a joke for an elf girl named Celeste. She was an animal lover and frequently pretended to be a feline. I told her she needed a tail and she asked me to make her one.”

“Several years ago?” Tallula groaned, taking a few steps. The shaking in her ass, translated into an enhanced back and forth swish, causing the tail to swing. “How long… how long has Bob been kidnapping girls?” She managed to ask.

Florentino thought about it for a moment. “Eight years? I’m not terribly positive because I’ve only been assisting him for about five years.”

“And how many girls has he…” she gulped. “Killed?”

Florentino paused and glanced ahead to his friend, astride his horse ahead of them. “He has not killed any of them, though I suppose from a certain perspective he might be somewhat complicit in the circumstances surrounding their actual demise. Still, I’m not sure that information would be beneficial for you to have.”

Tallula’s eyes brimmed with tears. “Ten? Twenty? More? On average, what’s my lifespan look like now that I’m a captive with a plug in my ass?”

Florentino looked away from her bottom, clearly uncomfortable with the question. “What is your favorite sex position?”

“What?” Demanded Tallula, glancing over her shoulder at him.

Florentino looked back at her ass and swinging tail. “What position do you prefer during copulation?”

She turned her head away and stared forward again. “Position? I don’t know. You just… have sex.” She took a few more steps, her face getting redder, only to scream, startling both Bob and Florentino. Tallula danced in place, hopping from one foot to another.

“I can’t! I can’t! Make it stop! Please!” She screamed, then fell over onto her side. Florentino scooped her up before she was dragged along by the horse, but Bob reined in and got down. He walked back toward the crying, struggling girl, his eyebrow raised. He got to her as she started to whimper and gave her a frustrated look.

“I’m not removing the plug,” he said. “It won’t send you over the edge and you need to get used to having something in your ass anyway. I’ve got four different magic plugs and tomorrow you’ll probably get each of them in turn. As for the tail…”

She shook her head. “The shoes! The shoes!” She hissed, pointing at her toes. Bob blinked and then looked down at the sandals she was wearing. His eyebrow went up and his fingers went to one of the knots. He untied the shoe and then lifted up the bottom of her foot.

“Oh,” he said quietly. “Wow.”

Florentino, who couldn’t see, looked curious. “What is it?”

“Her arch is all red.” He moved to the other foot and untied that sandal as well. “This one too. Interesting.”

Florentino hummed for a moment. “The sandals connect to the Abyssal plane, correct?”

Bob nodded. “Yeah. Three way exchange. I’ve never seen anyone get this… sensitive to it. I mean, it’s just licking. Constant, non-stop, maddening, yes. But I’ve never seen arches red like this.”

“Am I going to be okay?” Tallula whispered.

Bob blinked. “Well, of course you are. Here, see?” He gently stroked the bottom of her foot in a single line and she twitched, her entire ankle jerking. “Does that hurt?”

She shook her head. “It’s… like right on the border between tickling and feeling good.”

Bob smiled and did it again. “Which side of the border?” He asked with a grin.

Tallula licked her lips. “The wrong side.”

Bob took a deep breath. “It’s the fetters. She’s constantly pulling on them. Testing them. The more energy the Abyssal Fetters use, the higher the exchange rate. And because she’s also ticklish, when the abyssal critters feed, her skin is getting over-sensitized.” He lifted the shoe back up, only to flinch as Tallula kicked wildly.

“No! No! Please don’t put them on!”

Bob sighed. “You can’t walk barefoot, Talli.”

She looked at Bob desperately. “Please? Please don’t make me? I’ll do anything!” She blurted out.

Florentino and Bob looked at each other knowingly, but then Florentino, still holding the girl off the ground, gave the mage a straight look. “You could walk, Robert.”

The mage’s eyebrows went up. “What?” He exclaimed. “Me?”

The rock giant nodded. “I presume you lost the second horse in the fight with the orcs, but I know you have the saddle in your bag of holding. Mount Talli. She can even wear the shoes. Without them touching the ground, the portals won’t open.”

“Saddle?” Tallula repeated. “Mounted? Me? Ride the horse?”

Bob gave the giant a frustrated look. “Florentino…” he warned. “I appreciate your… suggestion, but she’s MY vessel.” He let out a grunt. “Besides, despite the discomfort of the saddle, she’ll cum in seconds. Look at her. Pussy leaking, clit swollen, hips thrusting. You really want to mount her on the sex saddle?”

Florentino frowned. “You make a fair point, Robert.” He straightened up. “Then I shall carry her.”

The mage’s eyebrow went up. Again. “For an hour?”

The giant nodded.

Bob sighed. “Fine. Whatever.” He stalked back to his horse. Tallula looked up at Florentino.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

Florentino smiled. “I do expect recompense once we arrive at camp,” the giant said simply.

“Recompense?” Tallula asked in confusion.

The giant nodded. “Indeed. While I dare not copulate with you in the intended manner, due to Robert’s restriction on orgasms, you are in possession of two other orifices that would be suitable secondary methods of satisfying me.” He started walking, carrying Tallula as if she were a baby.

“Wait,” Tallula gasped. “Are you asking me to allow you to stick your dick in my ass?”

The giant nodded. “That would be my first choice since your vaginal tract was not immediately available.”

“But… but you’re huge!” Tallula blurted out.

Florentino smiled. “By human standards, my member is indeed larger than most, but the girth is not so big that it would damage you. I would go slow, to give you time to adjust. There are other benefits as well. I will be able to push my entire length into your body, which I am not able to do with your vaginal orifice. It will have quite the pleasing aspect.”

Tallula looked horrified. “What’s the other option?” She asked weakly.

“Your mouth,” Florentino said simply. “You will wrap your lips around my member, at least as best you can. Then lick and suck and rub my length with your hands.” He grinned. “Robert is concerned that you are a biter. While such an act would be uncomfortable for me, it is unlikely you could do any significant damage to my body. And Robert would undoubtedly punish you for such an act.” He smiled. “I am willing to risk it.”

Tallula gulped. “What happens when you, you know… squirt?”

Florentino shifted her slightly, moving his hand down to her bottom, supporting her more fully, but also allowing him to knead her buttocks. “Should I cum in your ass, you will merely feel the need to pass my ejaculate, as if you were defecating. Taking my seed into your mouth will not be pleasant for you. There will be much of it. I have been told it tastes like chalk. You will gag, and then spit it out. I highly recommend taking me in your bottom. I’ve even been told that some human females are able to achieve climax merely from being sodomized.”

She glanced up at the horse, where Bob was sitting. “What is the saddle you mentioned? And why doesn’t Bob want me to use it?”

“Robert has made it clear that the saddle is not an option,” Florentino reminded her.

“Yes, but what is it?”

The Rock Giant rumbled a bit. “It is a bondage saddle, designed to support the rider, while at the same time stimulating her non-stop. There are a number of attachments, from probes to ripples, responding to the movement of the steed, which are placed in direct contact with the rider’s genitals.” He paused, looking a bit apologetic. “It is generally not used for human females. Robert developed it for Orc girls, because they are so hard to keep aroused. You, on the other hand, are so close to cumming that were I to slip a single finger into your cunt, you would shudder and cream.”

Tallula closed her eyes. “I feel… strained.”

The giant nodded. “I understand, Talli. It is because you are aroused far beyond anything you have ever felt before.”

She closed her eyes. “All I can see, or imagine, is me on my knees, with your… your cock… in my…”

“Bottom?” The giant said hopefully.

Her eyes snapped open. “Mouth,” she said firmly. “Mouth. And my name is Tallula.”

Florentino shook his head. “Robert said you are to be called Talli.”

“Robert can go fuck himself,” she said bitterly.

Florentino blinked. “I’m not sure that is physically possible.”

She pressed her lips together. “Talli was Jak’s pet name for me,” she said sorrowfully. “I’m never going to see him again? Am I? Or my children.” She sniffed and started to cry silently. Florentino tightened his grip on her, hugging her delicate frame to his chest.

“You must focus on yourself now,” he advised her. “Your survival depends on an unusual conglomeration of luck, stamina, constitution, dexterity, and wisdom.”

“What does that even mean?” She huffed, wiping away tears. “It’s just strange words that I don’t even understand how it affects me!”

Florentino frowned. “You must embrace the feelings inside you. Give into the want, the need, the struggle. I know you feel you must resist Robert, because that is proper, but you must give into the desire and want. Let those energies flow through you.”

Tallula turned her face away from the giant. “I’m not like that. I don’t want it.”

Florentino shrugged and she felt it. “Your body says otherwise. I have seen it. Were you in a city and destitute, you would make a wonderful whore.”

That made Tallula angry. “How dare you!” She said angrily. Her hand snapped up and she slapped the giant, who didn’t even flinch. But it hurt her hand and she shook it. Florentino shrugged.

“It is not an insult. It is an observation. As aroused as you consistently are, you would undoubtedly be able to service multiple clients per day and still have energy for yourself. Your penchant for masochism gives you a marketable edge and allows for a broader base of clientele, some of whom would pay handsomely for that opportunity to whip or spank you. There are even some whores who allow themselves to be tied up and tormented, or even tickled non-stop, until their screams and laughter fill the entire house.”

Tallula stared at the giant. “Is that… is that what Bob is going to make me do? Make me a whore? A slave girl?”

The rock giant shook his head. “No. You are not a whore. Nor are you a slave girl, though there are some similarities. You are a vessel. Your arousal powers his magic. Which is why you suffer unrequited lust now. For larger spells he will require your orgasmic release.” He smiled, hand shifting beneath her. “Tomorrow will be a very strenuous day for you.”

Tallula clenched her jaw and looked away.

An hour later Bob pulled his horse over into the forest, down a barely recognizable trail. Finally, just as darkness started to settle in, he stopped in a tiny clearing. It only took him a moment to get out the bedrolls, and once Tallula’s was spread open, Florentino set her down.

“I need to pee,” she said quietly.

Bob tossed the sandals to her. “Put them on.”

She hesitated.

The mage gave her a dark look. “Either put them on yourself, or I’ll hang you from the tree and put them on for you. You had over an hour to let your arches rest.”

She gulped and finally snagged the shoes, pulling them over to her. She slipped her foot in, then laced up the strap. As the heel settled on the ground, her foot jerked as the wet, slick tongues, or tentacles, she wasn’t sure, once more began lapping and licking at her sole. Tremors shot up her leg as she struggled with the other sandal and Florentino knelt down, helping to tie the strap over her calf. His big fingers were unusually dexterous and a moment later he held out a hand, lifting her up as she whimpered, looking down.

“When you are on your knees, bending over to take my cock in your ass, there will be no tickling, since the soles of your shoes will not touch the ground.”

Tallula’s eyes widened. She turned to Bob. “How do I take a shit with this thing in my ass?” She demanded, reaching back and lifting the furry tail..

He looked at her. “Pull it out?” The mage suggested wryly, tossing her another roll of tissue. “Just bring it back when you’re done, because if I have to go looking for it, there will be uncomfortable consequences.” He went back to the pack and pulled out his shovel.

Tallula glared at both the mage and the rock giant, then deliberately dropped down to her knees. Bob’s eyebrow went up as she glared at him, crawling off into the forest. The sticks and other forest detritus bit at her legs, but she continued on until she was far enough from the giant and the mage that they wouldn’t see her. She reached back and pulled the plug from her ass with a whimpering groan and tossed it down in the leaves. She was just finishing up a few minutes later, when she was knocked flat on her back and a staff thrust down, pressing on the hollow of her throat. Tallula didn’t even have a chance to scream.

Above her stood a sticklike woman with gray hair. She was wrapped in robes so dark green that they almost looked black, with a gold border that looked like runes, stitched into the hem. Her staff was oak, stained almost the same color as her robes and a hood covered her head, leaving her face in darkness.

“You,” she hissed, “are not Ilea.”

A light flared from the clearing as Bob got the fire started. Tallula stared up at the woman, fear keeping her still while the pressure on her throat kept her quiet. The woman bent down, put a hand on Tallula’s stomach and whispered several words. Tallula shuddered, then gasped. The pressure on her throat disappeared and Tallula yelled as she rolled.

“Talli?” Florentino said loudly from the camp.

Tallula ran like her life depended on it and she went crashing through the brush only to land in Florentino’s arms.

“There!” She shouted, pointing behind her. “A woman!”

Bob sighed, set the grate over the fire, and sat down, ignoring Tallula’s theatrics. "The plug," he groaned, looking up at the sky in exasperation. “You forgot the plug.”

Florentino however wrapped Tallula up protectively in his arms. A minute later the strange woman came out of the forest, holding the furry tail and butt plug between two fingers.

“You left this,” she said wryly to Talli, tossing the plug down near Bob’s feet.

“Damn it, Gwendolyn,” Bob said in frustration. “You scared my vessel. But… thank you for bringing the plug back.”

The old woman looked over at Florentino, who still had not released Tallula, then back at the mage. “Where is Ilea?” The druid asked coldly.

Florentino was the one who answered. “Good evening, Gwendolyn. This is Talli. Robert was attacked by an orc war party in the Westerning Hills. Ilea was,” he paused, looking down at Talli, “expended during the encounter.”

Gwendolyn frowned. Then she unshouldered a small pack and set it down opposite Florentino. She sank to the ground, legs crossed, and looked thoughtful. “This does not bode well for our success,” she said simply, looking at the mage.

“I didn’t have a lot of options,” he muttered. "It's not like there is an 'Elf Girls 'R Us' on every corner."

Florentino set Tallula down on her bedroll. “While Talli does not appear to have the stamina of Ilea, she is clearly more receptive to sexual stimuli. I also believe her to have finely developed masochistic tendencies. Carefully managed, I believe she will be sufficient to power our way through to the Tankard.”

“All this for a fucking cup,” Bob muttered. He looked over at Gwen. “I realize that this adds an additional element of danger. But I didn’t have much choice. That’s why we went to Arghasthold in the first place.”

Gwendolyn leaned forward. “However, you were the one who wanted to go east first, to deal with that Red Mountain dwarf. Chardaz.”

Bob’s face brightened. “True. And I did. Chardaz will no longer be a problem. For anyone. Ever again.”

Gwen frowned. “Well, at least that is positive news. Still, we expected at least eight required orgasms for this campaign, with a power succession. Will this girl be able to deliver?” She glanced at Tallula.

“Her name is Talli,” Florentino repeated politely.

Gwen looked at the human girl, who was still huddling in Florentino’s arms. “Is she pierced yet?”

Bob shook his head. “Earrings only. I was waiting for you.”

The old woman snorted. “At least that was wise.” She glanced at the fire, as well as the various uncombined ingredients that would make up their evening meal. “How long before dinner?”

Bob shrugged. “Forty minutes?”

Gwen nodded. “Then I shall do it now. The longer she is influenced by the enchantments, the more likely she will be to survive the campaign.” She rose from her spot and held out her hand.

Bob leaned over to his pack and pulled out three small pieces of jewelry. Each one was a slightly curved bar, with a sort of half hoop of metal connected to it. Several small, differently colored beads dangled from each of the hoops. Florentino gently disengaged Tallula and set her down on her bedroll.

“It will be fine,” he assured her. “Gwendolyn is very good at this. She is a healer.”

Gwendolyn snorted. “I’m no healer,” she muttered. “They’re required to be ethical.”

“What is she going to do to me?” Tallula asked, her bottom lip trembling.

Bob stepped over to the druid and handed her the jewelry. Then he looked over at Tallula and made a gesture. Tallula cried out as she was yanked backward on the bedroll, her arms and legs outstretched. Florentino moved close beside her as she looked around in fear.

“Please? Please! What are you going to do to me?” She begged.

Suddenly Gwendolyn loomed over her, looking down. “Listen to me, girl. I am a druid, and my arts are both life and death. Differing magics are about to combine and will create sensations you are not prepared to endure, much less accept. These changes are permanent. They will affect you.”

“No! Don’t touch me!” whimpered Tallula, but the old witch bent down and touched the girl’s right nipple. Instantly it hardened, extending upward and Tallula gasped, shocked at the sensation. Ripples of energy seemed to flow through her, straight down to her sex. Her heels thumped on the earth as her hips thrust upward.

Florentino patted Tallula’s arm. “It will be alright. Gwendolyn is very good at this.”

Tallula’s eyes flickered with fear as the old woman produced a small bottle and a paintbrush. Uncorking the glass container, the druid dipped the brush into the fluid inside, then leaned over, only to dab the liquid all over Tallula’s right nipple.

It tingled. A lot. Tallula gasped and looked up at the rock giant.

“It is merely a topically applied Potion of Engorgement, mixed with a simple anesthetic,” Florentino explained politely, ignoring the fact that Tallula was close to panicking. “Not even that strong. It will make your nipples and clitoris approximately ten percent bigger than normal for approximately an hour. You might feel a tingling sensation.”

Tallula wriggled as Gwendolyn moved to her other breast, painting the pink tip. Even then, Tallula could feel something strange happening. It was as if her nipples were being sucked on, or stretched. Or pulled. Something. She couldn’t tell. But it didn’t hurt. It just felt strange. Then the druid brushed the fluid on and over Tallula’s clitoris and the girl’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head. She thrust upward, groaning with pleasure as the stimulation to her sex brought her right back up to the cusp of orgasm.

“She is indeed quite sensitive,” Gwendolyn observed. “After the piercing, we’ll see about the masochism.” She capped the bottle and put away the brush, then whispered words unintelligible, holding her hands and one of the piercings over the bound and spread-eagled girl. Gleaming metal flashed, even as Tallula’s nipple seemed to tingle and shiver. There was a flash of green energy and the captive girl felt a shock of pain. Something sharp pressed into the side of the pink tip. She screamed, only to jerk as the pain changed, shooting down even faster to her sex. She groaned, shaking and heard a snap. When Gwendolyn pulled her hand away, Tallula lifted her head to see the gold bar stuck right through the pink nipple. Underneath hung the half hoop and small set of beads. The tip of her breast pulsed and tingled and to her astonishment, she could feel the breeze on her flesh, as if the very air itself were licking the now stiff point.

Then Gwendolyn touched Tallula’s other breast. Energy poured into the bound and spread-eagled girl. Her left teat hardened, raised and extended. Then came the sharp pain, which faded almost immediately. Tallula shuddered, the increased sensitivity so intense, so fresh and new, she didn’t know how to process the sensation. It was as if she were being licked there, or touched, or rubbed. Constantly. She couldn’t tell! Her chest heaved, her breathing hard and intense. Then Florentino put a hand over one of her tits and she mewled. First she felt the heat of his hand, a pulsing warmth that seemed to slip through her nipple and deep into her bosom. Then came the sensation of texture, as if she could feel the ridges in his palm, the pressure of his hand, and even the beat of his heart pumping blood through his skin. All of it seemed to flow into her bosom and then swirl around before being channeled down to her tightly clenched pussy.

Gwendolyn touched her again, and this time Tallula shouted, struggling against her bonds. Her high heels hit the ground as she thrashed and even Florentino felt the need to move his hands to her hips, holding her pelvis still as she screamed and yelled.

“No! Not there!” Talli screamed.

“Talli,” he admonished. “Be still. The pain will only be hard for a second,” he said with encouragement.

Tallula ignored the rock giant though and tried to fight as the druid touched and then massaged Tallula’s clitoris. Soon it stiffened, poking even further out from beneath the hood. Gwendolyn pulled the skin back, exposing the entirety of the extremely sensitive tip, and then the sharpest pain Tallula had ever felt burned through her. She threw her head back, wailing into the darkness as the metal pin pierced her clitoris. But even as the pain rocked her, it began to morph, changing violently. It swirled and spun, then grabbed up all of the arousal, desperation, and raw need she’d been experiencing. Bob’s vibrational torments, the ideas and thoughts of Florentino’s requirements, of having her ass violated, and suddenly there was light. Power. Energy. Tallula’s mind broke and the sound of her cry changed into something else entirely.

“Oh,” Gwen gasped. “My goodness!” She pulled her hand out of the way as Talli began orgasming, fluids squirting out of her slit, splashing the druid and soaking the bedroll. Florentino put a hand down between Talli’s legs, thrusting his huge middle finger deep into her sex, the wet sound of his palm slapping her now pierced clit. It curled inside her as he thrust it in and out and the orgasm just went on and on.

“That’s it Talli!” Florentino said encouragingly. “Cum hard!”

“God damn it!” Bob spluttered from over by the fire. “I said no cumming!”

Talli’s back arched and she screeched as the fire of pleasure burned through her. The feel of Florentino’s palm smacking her clit, even as his massive digit wriggled and curled inside her, sent waves of intense sensation searing up to her brain. She couldn’t tell what hurt and what felt good. It was all just so intense! Her nipples and clit throbbed. She felt cold and hot, all at the same time and then the wave crested, a tsunami of pure energy just exploding inside her. Her back arched and she threw her head back, crying out in utter ecstasy, the stars whirling above her. For a moment a series of spasms rippled through her body as her adrenaline spiked and had no way to dispel the extra energy. Then she slumped, panting as she sucked in a hard breath, her heart racing. Florentino’s finger stopped moving, but he didn’t pull out. She clenched down hard on him.

“Talli? Are you okay?” Florentino asked carefully.

Talli nodded, even as a fresh series of spasms caused her body to pump against the rock giant’s hand. His finger moved inside her. Then she felt the bindings on her arms and feet release and she pulled inward, but only a little. There was no way she was going to close her legs while Florentino had his hand between them. Even if she wanted to.

Gwendolyn sighed and moved back to her spot. “Florentino was right about her masochism. That said, I doubt she will be able to handle any of the other piercings we normally put on your vessels,” she said simply. “You may just have to settle for rings.

Bob nodded, still a little sour. “I know,” he replied. “Human. But Gwendolyn, what the hell? I was trying to save her for tomorrow!”

The old woman was quiet for a moment. “The Earring of Masochism is not powerful enough, by itself, to convert that much pain into pleasure. The girl is clearly a pain slut.”

Bob began tossing some vegetables into his pot. “We suspected it,” He replied ruefully.

Gwen looked down at the still quivering and twitching girl. “Has she responded similarly to other such stimuli?”

Florentino looked up, his finger still inside Talli. “She almost exploded when Robert paddled her on the pussy.”

Gwen looked over at the mage. “Is this true, Bob?”

Bob nodded. “It was a little unusual. I’ve never had a true masochist as a vessel. It’s not like they’re common.” He looked over at Talli. The girl’s hips were still thrusting against Florentino’s hand, but the dazed and unfocused look in her eyes belied the total lack of thought in her head. He smiled. “Honestly, that was a pretty big explosion too. On par with anything Ilea ever did.”

Gwendolyn frowned. “She is not an elf,” she said in disgust. “Your human girl might be easier to get off, but she will not be able to produce as much as Ilea could.” Gwen wrapped her arms around herself. “Reliability is important.”

Talli groaned and Florentino pulled his hand away from her groin, eliciting an even more impassioned moan. He smiled down on her and then tapped her shoulder. “Are you ready?

Talli opened her eyes. “Ready?” She said weakly. “Ready for what?”

Florentino exposed his cock, pulling aside the breechcloth covering his privates. Talli blinked and then sat up, seemingly surprised she wasn’t still tied. Slowly she got on her knees, but Florentino’s shaft was still a little too high up.

“Are you sure I cannot use your bottom?” Florentino asked, somewhat disappointed.

Talli gulped, indecision writ large upon her face. “I… I… “

“Oh, by the gods,” Bob blurted out. “Would the two of you just fuck for the Gods’ sake? At this point it doesn’t matter if you dip your wick in her! She’s already exploded!”

Florentino looked aggrieved, but Talli looked relieved. She glanced up at the rock giant. “Lay down?” She asked him.

Florentino lay down and Talli crawled up between his knees. But instead of impaling herself on his rock hard shaft, she gripped it gingerly, then began to rub him. The giant groaned, closing his eyes.

“Here,” Bob said, flicking a small bottle over. It landed near Talli’s knee and she picked it up curiously. “Oil of slipperiness. Rub it up and down his cock.”

Talli uncapped the bottle, poured some out on the giant’s rod, and then began rubbing vigorously. She stared at the thick, bulging phallus and then her left hand went down between her legs. She touched her clit, only to gasp as a surge of need went through her. In seconds her pussy was pulsing, wet and wanting.

“Lick it,” Florentino groaned. “Suck the tip.”

She didn’t even hesitate, bringing her mouth down on the tip. Talli swirled her tongue in circles, shocked at how good it felt to have Florentino’s cock in her mouth. Her hips swiveled, her ass up in the air, grinding delectably.

“Damn,” muttered Bob as he adjusted himself.

Gwendolyn ignored the display.

Talli managed to get maybe two or three inches of the giant’s manhood into her mouth and partially down her throat, only for her gag reflex to kick in. She came up, gasping and saw Florentino’s hands, gesturing her up. She climbed forward, putting her weight on him as she straddled his wide hips. Then she put one sandal clad foot on the ground. She twitched as the abyssal tongue started to lick at her sole, but she reached between her legs, grabbed the rising mast beneath her sex, and then sank down, working the full length of Florentino’s huge sausage into her pussy.

“Marvelous,” Florentino said with pleasure, sighing lustily. Talli started bouncing, forced to put both feet down on either side of the thick giant’s hips. Her hands came up to her breasts, at first teasing her nipples, but then pinching them, harder and harder as she threw her head back.

“Where is Morlok?” Gwendolyn asked suddenly, looking over at the mage. Bob shrugged.

“Haven’t seen him,” Bob said, setting out bowls, ignoring the grunts and gasps coming from Talli and Florentino. The naked girl was writhing and shaking, clearly approaching a second orgasm. Bob looked surprised, then irritated, but then satisfied.

“Well, I guess you were wrong, Gwendolyn. Clearly she can handle multiple fucks. Florentino! She’s aroused. Don’t let her cum, okay. Tomorrow is a big day.”

The giant lifted his head and looked over at Bob, then back at Talli. He nodded. “I understand.” Then he clenched his jaw and a moment later Talli cried out. White, chalky cream exploded from around Florentino’s shaft, still buried in her pussy. The girl didn’t stop pumping though. She bounced maybe a half dozen more times, then her eyes widened.

“Wha…” she groaned, grimacing. A few more pumps and then she blinked, seeming to lose steam.

Florentino gently reached up and pushed Talli off him. A thick ooze seemed to drip slowly from her now creamed cunt and she reached down between her legs, wincing. Her clit was coated with the stuff and she scooped some up, then rubbed it between her thumb and forefinger.

“I apologize,” Florentino said politely. “Rock giant cum is gritty. There are particles in it. It will dissolve, but now that your clit is pierced, sex for you might be uncomfortable for the next few hours.” He sat up and looked at Talli. “I also suggest standing, if possible. The cum will leak out of you quicker.”

Talli’s eyes lost a bit of focus and to everyone’s surprise, she started rubbing her clit right there, working the granular fluid around in circles. In seconds it was clear she was well on her way toward that forbidden orgasm.

“My goodness,” Gwendolyn observed wryly.

Bob frowned and quickly wiggled his fingers. A second later Talli was sitting cross legged, her wrists bound behind her back, looking frustrated beyond all measure. Her eyes flickered back and forth across the campsite as Bob continued to cook. Finally she cleared her throat.

“Can I take off the sandals?”

Bob shook his head. “Sorry. They have to stay on. There’s always a price.”

The girl bit her lip, then tilted, laying on her side, trying to keep the bottoms of her shoes from touching the ground. Slowly the white chalky cream in her pussy seeped from her slit, mixing on her bedroll with her own fluids.

“Have you been forced to keep her bound the entire time?” Gwendolyn asked.

Bob nodded. “She’s been exceptionally difficult. Willful, argumentative, disobedient and entirely depraved. I’ve never had this much trouble keeping a vessel’s hands out of her slit.” He glanced at Florentino. “Of course, it’s not easy with certain incorrigible persons with deviant needs constantly fucking her.”

Florentino raised his hands. “What can I say? I love copulating with human females.” He let a disappointed frown cross his face. “I am a little disappointed I did not get to insert myself into her bottom.”

Talli whimpered, kicking as she was denied carnal pleasure. Instead there was the slow, sensuous and almost tickling sensation along the arches and now instep of each foot, and the creeping sensation of Florentino’s cum oozing from her slit.

Bob returned to the fire. “Okay,” he said. “Who wants some dinner before we go to bed for the night?”


Chapter Six: A Hard Awakening

Talli stretched, only to find herself practically wrapped in the arms of Florentino, who slumbered peacefully next to her. She shifted her hips, repositioning her bottom so that his still thick, if not hardened cock was nestled between her ass cheeks. Surprisingly, it was still slippery from the oil she’d put on it the night before, and she couldn’t help herself as she began to wriggle her ass, the thickness of Florentino’s cock between her buttocks.

Florentino rumbled a bit and Talli looked across the smoldering campfire. Bob was still in his bedroll, sleeping peacefully. Gwendolyn, the druid, seemed to be sitting cross legged in the exact same spot she’d taken the night before, but also appeared to be sleeping. Talli licked her lips, arched her back and reached behind her, surprised to find her hands and feet unsecured. It took only half a second to push the tip of Florentino’s hardening shaft into her pussy and she struggled to keep her groan of utter pleasure from waking anyone. She began rolling her hips, fucking herself on the thick rod buried between her legs and her hands found her sensitive nipples, only to begin tweaking and touching them. Soon though it wasn’t enough and she began pinching the tips of her breasts hard, digging her nails into the soft and sensitive points. Her heart rate picked up and she began panting as she worked herself into a froth.

The angle wasn’t that great though and she longed to mount the giant again. She wrestled with waking him. Would he alert Bob? Would he cooperate and let her cum? After she’d been bound the night before, Bob had left her there, rock giant jism dripping from her slit for over an hour. She’d never been so wet and desperate in her life. Bound tight for bed, she’d fallen asleep dreaming of being ravished, of Bob and Florentino fucking her body from both ends.

“MMmmmmm,” the giant groaned softly, his cock stiffening even more inside her. Talli jammed her knuckles into her mouth, muting her own gasp as the giant’s meat swelled. Her eyes rolled up as pleasure surged through her and she slid a hand down between her legs, frantically rubbing at her clit.

“Talli,” whispered the giant. “I don’t think you should be doing that.”

Talli whimpered, but didn’t stop. But then Florentino pushed her shoulder, rolling her away from him, forcing her flat and onto her stomach. She barely got her hand out of the way. She mewled loudly as her pussy was emptied, leaving her almost mindless with need.

“Can’t have you cumming,” Florentino said more assuredly. “But you got me hard.” He straddled her, resting his shaft between her buttocks. Then he began thrusting. At first, Talli didn’t react. Florentino’s dick merely slid up between her butt cheeks, back and forth, slick with the oil of slipperiness and her own lubricating juices. But after a dozen of those slow and steady thrusts, tantalizing her anus, one of them changed angles, though whether it was Florentino going downward, or Talli arching upward she didn’t know. Suddenly the huge head of the Rock Giant’s dick pushed in through Talli’s back door, stretching her ass wide.

She gasped, then cried out as an inch or two of Florentino’s huge cock entered her. She was unprepared for the sensation, but while there was some pain, her arousal was so intense, that even getting fucked in the ass was something of a turn-on. She tightened instinctively, her body resisting the idea, but then she forced herself to relax, to allow the Rock Giant’s rod to continue delving as deep as possible.

He didn’t put his weight on her. She wouldn’t have been able to bear it, so Florentino went on his elbows and knees as he thrust gently. His calves curled over her ankles, holding her down. Each movement allowed him to go a little deeper and the whimpering mewling of the sweet girl beneath him only added additional excitement. Their pumping became more franting, with her wriggling on his spit, until most of his shaft was deep in her bottom. He groaned, eyes closing in satisfaction as he ejaculated.

She lay there twitching as Florentino rolled off her, pulling his only slightly softening cock from between her buttocks. A trail of thick, viscous cream was smeared across one flank and she panted, struggling to cope with the sensations. Florentino sighed, lay back to look up at the morning sky, and patted her bottom.

“Thank you,” he said quietly. “That was most satisfactory.”

Talli didn’t respond. She just whimpered. The giant felt her jerk, then roll back against him, trembling. He twisted, wanting to put an arm over her, to warm her up, when she realized she wasn’t shaking because she was cold, or still desperate for orgasm.

She was scared.

His head snapped up and he saw the dark figure standing on the other side of the camp. He was tall for a human, and thin, but other than that, nothing could be seen of his physical self. He wore black clothing, tied tightly to his body except for a cloak. The hood was up and there was some sort of mask covering his mouth. He had two swords. One strapped to his back, the other to his waist, and he wore dark stained leather armor.

“Morlok,” grumbled Florentino. “You frightened Talli.” The figure on the side of the camp said nothing. He just stood there. The rock giant patted Talli again. “There is no reason to fear. Morlok is one of our companions. I should warn you though that he is a man of few words.”

Talli, still pressed up against the giant, nodded. “Okay,” she squeaked.

From the other side of the smoldering fire, Bob sat up sleepily, looking around. “By the gods,” he muttered. “The fucking sun isn’t even up completely yet and between the two of you screaming and carrying on and Morlok standing there like a creepy scarecrow, how is a man to sleep?”

Gwendolyn shifted, not even opening her eyes. “He’s been there for almost half an hour,” she replied. “Watching the giant buttfuck the girl.”

Bob looked over at Morlok. “Voyeur much?”

Morlok took two steps closer. “Human,” he said softly, his voice like hard gravel.

Bob’s eyes narrowed. “Two points for racial identification. Congratulations on stating the obvious.”

Florentino lifted his head and propped it up on one hand, the other arm still draped carefully over Talli. “Ilea was killed when Robert was coming over the Westerning Hills. He was attacked by an orc war party.”

“And their fucking goblins,” Bob grumbled.

Morlok’s eyes narrowed. “Tankard?”

Bob sighed and tossed some extra wood onto the fire. “You think they thought I already had it?” He shrugged. “Maybe. But if that were the case, they would have waited for me to come from the other direction, right?”

“Incompetence?” Gwendolyn suggested. “Orcs are not known for their intellect. It is possible they identified you as the proper target and assumed you had it already.”

No one said anything for a moment. Then Morlok nodded toward Talli and gestured with his hand.

Bob frowned. “Yes? No? Maybe?” He sighed. “I was a little pressed to find a replacement. She was literally the only female I have encountered since the Westerning Hills,” he glanced over at Gwendolyn apologetically. “Sorry Gwen, I don’t think of you in that same category.”

The druid snorted. “I’m quite aware that I would be the one bound naked, were I the only female you could enslave, even at my advanced age.” She eyed the mage. “Of course, my power would eviscerate you, since the Abyssal Fetters wouldn’t stop me from casting my magic.”

Bob gasped dramatically and put a hand on his chest. “Gwen! Really! Such an accusation!” But then he smiled. “And you’re too old for my tastes,” he said snidely.

“Indeed,” the druid replied. “Still, Morlok’s concerns match my own. Today will be hard enough without worrying if she can put out.”

Florentino cleared his throat. “I have faith in Talli. Even right now she is twitching with desperation, her body wanting orgasm.”

Bob gave the giant a disgusted look. “Or she’s twitching because you unloaded about half a cup's worth of gritty mud into her ass.” He sighed. “Talli, you should go out into the woods and take a dump. Most of that stuff will come out in a solid lump.”

The girl sat up as Florentino’s arm moved out of the way. Then she hurried off.

“Don’t try to masturbate, okay?” Bob shouted after her.

Morlok stared at her as she moved into the brush.

Bob rolled his eyes. Then he shoved the grate over the fire and put a pot of water on to boil. No one said anything else for several minutes, until Talli came back into the clearing. She cleared her throat softly.

“Is there… can I have something to, you know… clean up with?” She blushed furiously. “I used some grasses but…”

Bob reached into his bag, rummaged around, then pulled another roll of tissue out of his pack. “Use that.” The girl nodded, went back into the brush, cleaned herself, and returned. She knelt on her bed roll, clearly not wanting to be on her feet.

Morlok, a dark look on his face, stared at Talli.

Bob sprang up from the fire, a spatula in his hand and he whirled on Morlok. “DAMN IT! I KNOW! WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU WANT ME TO DO ABOUT IT?” He demanded, shaking the spatula.

Morlok just stared at him.

“Robert,” Florentino said patiently. “Please calm down. Talli will suffice. Morlok is just disappointed. He was quite fond of Ilea.”

Bob, clearly frustrated, turned away from Morlok. “He wasn’t fond of Ilea. He isn’t fond of anyone. Including us!”

Gwendolyn cleared her throat. “I don’t believe we have a choice. There is a time frame involved. The tankard will likely be gone if we travel east to Grimholt, and even then, there is no guarantee that we will find a suitable elf maiden.” She glanced at Talli. “The human girl must suffice.”

Talli looked around at everyone, feeling small and just a bit frightened. “What?” She asked. “What is it you all keep expecting me to do?”

“Cum,” Gwendolyn replied wryly. “We expect you to eagerly spread your legs, accept every toy Bob sticks inside you, suffer indignities, humiliations, pain, and pleasure, allowing yourself to be teased and tormented until sexual fire ripples through your veins, desperate for release. And then, once you orgasm and Bob has torn the energy from your body, we expect you to do it all over again. And then again. And again. But as Morlok has so bluntly mentioned, you are not an elf. There are limitations to how often a human female is capable of orgasmic climax. Eventually you will tire. You will become non-responsive to stimuli, or even catatonic. And if we are under attack, desperate ourselves, and about to die, and we need that power…” She shook her head. “Then we could all end up dead. Like Ilea.”

Bob made coffee, not adding a word to Gwendolyn’s speech. Talli cringed and pushed herself up against Florentino, who touched her comfortingly. Morlok stayed right where he was, unmoving. Finally the coffee was ready and he began pouring cups. He even handed one to Talli.

“What is it?” She asked suspiciously, looking down at the hot drink.

“Coffee. Stimulant. It will wake you up.” Bob said. “Trust me, it’s better than a load of rock slurry in your ass.”

She smelled it, looked intrigued, then tasted it, only to grimace. “It’s bitter,” she said. Florentino laughed.

“Some people prefer their coffee with milk and sugar. Robert enjoys his black.” The rock giant smiled. “It is an acquired taste,” he admitted.

Breakfast came next and it was quite a bit different from the previous day’s piece of fruit. Scrambled eggs, potatoes, onions, sausage and cheese was all mixed together and then spooned into bread pockets. Talli had never had anything like it before and devoured hers, even asking for a second. Everyone ate, even Gwendolyn, though she avoided the meat and eggs in favor of the bread and some fruit Bob provided. Just like previous meals, Bob tossed the used pans back into his pack without cleaning them.

“How do they get clean?” Talli asked curiously.

Florentino snorted and Bob grinned mysteriously. “Magic,” he said.

After breakfast Bob cleaned up the camp. Finally he ordered Talli to stand in the middle, fingers interlaced behind her head, legs spread apart. She adopted the position obediently, quivering as Morlok, Gwendolyn, and Florentino watched as Bob pulled an egg shaped stone out of his pack and brought it over to her. A strange black rune was engraved on the side.

“It’s only an hour's walk to the dungeon,” the mage explained. “We aren’t that far. This will get you hot and bothered and keep you that way.” He cupped it in his palm, then brought it up between her legs. Talli gasped as it slid inside her. First it was cool, then warm. Then to her shock, it began jiggling, shaking in her sex. She gasped, going up on tiptoe. But then her slit tightened and the shaking stopped. She let out a groan, relaxed, and the shaking started again. That only lasted a few more seconds before she had to clench.

“Oh gods,” she whispered.

“Stay with Florentino,” Bob ordered and turned away. A moment later the party made a line and headed down the trail. Morlok walked in front, followed by Bob and his horse, then Gwendolyn, with Talli and Florentino in the rear.

It only took about forty steps for Talli to understand the devilishness of the torment. Whenever her pussy was clenched, the stone stood still and unmoving, merely a thick, obstinate presence in her sex. But the moment she relaxed it went crazy, jerking and vibrating inside her madly, as if someone had pushed a dozen buzzing bees into her slit. After only a few moments this would excite her, causing her to clench, which would in turn quiet the stone, bringing it back to silence. The cycle repeated, over and over. In ten minutes her pussy was soaked, brimming with girl goo and she found herself thrusting her hips as she walked, an excitedly lewd and sensuous movement that Florentino was clearly watching.

“Florentino,” she whispered. “I don’t think I can stand this!” She groaned as they hit the main trail, the gold whipped grasses glowing in the morning sun.

“The walk? The campaign?” Florentino asked curiously. “The company?” He finished with a slightly worried tone.

“The vibrations inside me!” She hissed. She put a hand down by her loins. “I feel… I feel…”

“Aroused? Tormented? Ready to pop?” He asked with a relieved laugh.

She nodded.

“This is normal for a vessel.” Florentino said calmly. “You will be feeling this all day. Though the sexual torments Robert will use to keep you aroused will be delivered in different ways. Robert is a master at keeping his vessels fully aroused, not letting them orgasm until the needed moment.” He patted her bare bottom, giving her a little squeeze. “But if it makes you feel better, your first orgasm is not far away.”

“It isn’t?” She asked desperately.

The giant shook his head. “We will require a spell buff before entering the dungeon. It will protect us, including you, from various ranged weapons and spells. This will be your first orgasm of the day, though certainly not your last.”

She gulped. “So, um… how will Bob do it?”

Florentino shrugged. “He uses a variety of means. I’m never sure which he will choose.”

She reached up to him. “Will you do it?”

The giant blinked. “You want me to fuck you?” She nodded immediately, but the giant balked. “I would be willing, of course,” Florentino replied. “But I believe such an act would be somewhat… foolhardy… so early into the campaign.”

She digested that information, still trying to ignore the stimulation between her legs. She let out a groan. “Why am I so sensitive? My nipples and… and…” she pointed downward.

“Your clitoris?”

“Clitoris? Where that woman pierced me?” Talli asked. “Down there?”

The giant nodded. “Yes. Piercings of Sensitivity. They enhance your ability to detect sensation, at least in the immediate area around the piercings themselves.”

Talli looked down at her breasts. “They’re hideous. They make me look... like I’m trying to attract attention to my body.”

Florentino smiled. “That is actually a good thing. They enhance your natural beauty and draw the eye of those around you to your charms.”

She shook her head. “How do I take them off?” She asked.

Florentino frowned. “You do not. You cannot. They are permanent.”

She blinked. “What?”

The giant nodded. “They are a part of you now. But think. The slightest touch of a feather, or a tongue, sliding over a nipple will feel like pure ecstasy. Every drop of molten wax that falls upon your breasts will feel like liquid fire.”

Talli looked up at the giant with a horrified, but slightly intrigued look. “Why would anyone drip hot wax on me?”

The giant blinked. “Um. Right. Never mind about that.”

“So I’m stuck like this,” she muttered. “I look like a freak.”

Florentino frowned. “I disagree with that assessment. The piercings have added an element of attraction. You are even more beautiful. The jewels attract attention to your best parts. Your full and quite large breasts are fully appreciated, as is the sweet perfection of your flower.”

Talli shuddered as she took a few more steps, then she looked over at the giant. “Why are you doing this? What is this tankard you all are looking for?”

Florentino smiled. “The Tankard of Gharbahz is a dwarven artifact. It reportedly has the power to turn any fluid inside of it into the finest liquor ever tasted: absinthe. Being able to make unlimited amounts would be invaluable. Pour water in. Pour absinthe out. All you need to do is buy bottles, labels, pour, and sell. You could make millions.”

Talli blinked. “Money? We’re doing this for money?”

Florentino hesitated. “Well, we are. You are being forced to do it. Compelled. You are not a partner in this venture. You are one of the tools we are bringing along to ensure our success.”

Talli bit her lip. The bluntness of the giant hurt, but she wasn’t in a position to object. Not only that, but the stone in her pussy was driving her mad, shutting off and turning on. She let out a groan, her hand going down to her sex.

“Robert will not appreciate you rubbing yourself,” he said. “He will bind your hands again.”

Talli clenched her teeth. “I can’t,” she blurted out. “My clitoris is so sensitive that rubbing it is too much. But… it's the stone inside me!” She grabbed hold of Florentino. “It’s making me clench so hard!”

Florentino considered that. “Try relaxing,” he suggested. “Open yourself up. Concentrate not on tightening, but staying open.”

“Staying… open?” Talli gasped. “But… it won’t shut off. It will just buzz constantly.”

Florentino nodded. “Yes. That’s the idea. It is the on and off quality that is bothering you. You are unable to stay tight and keep it off, so try the other. Stay open and keep it on. You might  become more accustomed to it.”

Talli swallowed and nodded, then focused inward. Instead of tightening when the urge hit her, she tried to relax and keep her sex loose and open. The rock buzzed inside her, waves of pleasure surging through her sex. Those waves cascaded, rippling through her insides and she found herself becoming even more aroused, more desperate. She groaned, her pelvis tilting and thrusting. The vibrations became intense, surging through her loins until finally there was nothing she could do but tighten.

And the stone went quiet.

“Aggghhhh,” Talli wailed, grasping Florentino. Her feet stumbled and the giant scooped her up, carrying the twitching, insanely aroused girl. His arm felt the seeping wetness of her fluids and she jerked in his arms, mewling.

Gwendolyn looked back. “Is she that susceptible to the vibrating stone?” She asked the giant curiously. Florentino nodded. The druid gave Talli a thoughtful look. “Maybe we are not doomed then.”

Another thirty minutes passed with Talli dancing upon the metaphorical edge of orgasm. Every time she thought she was going to explode, the rock shut down, keeping her from sexual satisfaction. It didn’t help that Florentino’s hand was on her bottom, one finger playing with the circle of her anus, even pushing inward up to a knuckle. And when the giant finally put her down, her high heeled sandals once more touching the ground, the licking sensation swirling over the arches of both feet, she almost fell over.

“We are here,” Morlok growled quietly.

Bob secured his horse’s reins to a nearby tree and shouldered his pack. “Alright,” he said quickly. “We have limited time.” He looked over at Talli, then gestured. Suddenly her arms were drawn back and her wrists secured so that her fingers were touching her elbows. Talli groaned and Bob gave her a close look.

“Perfect,” the mage said. “Florentino, would you please do the honors?”

The giant looked surprised. “You want me to fuck her?”

Bob gave Florentino a disgusted look. “Of course not. I want you to make her cum.”

“Oh. Do you have a preference?”

Bob shrugged. “I don’t care! Your finger. Your mouth. I just don’t want concrete plugging her up. Okay?”

The giant nodded, then without warning, grabbed Talli and lifted her up, squealing. He swung her upside down, her legs spreading in the air, and suddenly her dripping wet pussy was right by his mouth. His tongue delved into her slit, then found her super sensitive clit and he began licking.

Despite the fact that this was the second time Florentino had licked her pussy, Talli had never felt anything like it. The piercing through her clit ensured that. Every time the rock giant’s tongue slid over the swollen nub of her clit, her entire body thrummed with energy. She shuddered, squealing with need, and even while her pussy tightened, she felt herself shooting toward orgasm. Her nose bounced against Florentino’s groin and she felt the thick meat of his cock. She opened her mouth, tugging on her bound wrists, trying desperately to get to his shaft. But even without reciprocation, the rock giant continued to stimulate her. The pent up pressure of the morning’s torment combined with the immediacy of Florentino’s mouth and pleasure swirled around her. There was a moment of pure light, where every muscle in her body contracted and released. A pulse of something she couldn’t even identify shot through her, and then her toes curled as adrenaline exploded through her veins. Fluids squirted out into Florentino’s mouth and he seemed to drink them down with gusto as Bob groaned, raised his hand, and then whispered several unintelligible words.

When Florentino set her down, she twitched, eyes unfocused, panting heavily. Clear fluids continued to leak out of her sex and she let out a slightly hysterical laugh as she looked up to see them all glowing with a slight purple haze. Including herself.

“The buff will last about seven hours,” he said. “So we’re on the clock.” He glanced down at Talli. “Stand up. Let’s get you kitted.”

Florentino reached down and pulled the dazed girl upward, back onto her feet and she swayed, looking more than a little disconnected. Bob produced a thick leather belt, studded with metal clips, and he secured it around her waist, pulling it tight. He made another gesture and her hands came free from behind her, but he clipped the belt to the fetters on her wrists. Next came two emerald colored jewels, wrapped in gold wire, with hooks. These he hung on the hoops hanging from her nipple piercings. The second he did so, Talli felt the weight, the dangling movements, then gasped as her nipples seemed to start tingling.

“They will react to magic,” Bob said. “The more magic fields they encounter, the more they will shake and twist.” He reached back into his bag and pulled out a butt plug, this one without the furry tail. “Turn around.”

Talli felt Florentino move her and she stumbled as she was spun. Then the giant bent her over and for the second time that morning, something thick and hard was pushed into her ass. But unlike the Giant’s cock, the plug was only three inches long and as it went in, she felt a fresh surge of arousal.

“Anal Plug of Strength and Endurance,” Bob said. “Because Morlok is right. She is not an elf.”

Florentino looked disturbed. “Are you sure that the plug is safe for her?” He asked with a worried look. “You usually don’t use that plug on human girls.”

Bob gave the giant a disgruntled look. “Do I tell you how to do your job?” He demanded.

Florentino shook his head.

“Then don’t tell me how to do mine.” He pulled out the red rubber ball gag and held it up. Talli gave him a mournful look, but she opened up obediently as he slid it in. “Can’t have you making too much noise,” he said, buckling it around her head. He reached down, grabbed Talli’s nipple, and twisted it hard.

Talli cried out, or at least she appeared to. No sound escaped the gag and she danced in place, pain searing through her. But even as that sensation shot down to her pussy, Bob let go, bent down and licked the exact same spot he’d just pinched. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head, chest heaving as she pushed her boob forward, into Bob’s face. For a second, the mage sucked on her nipple, but then he pulled back. 

“She’s ready.” Bob pulled a leash out of his pack, clipped it to Talli’s collar, and gave it a quick tug. She mewled silently as she was pulled forward. Her eyes were a tad bit wild, both from the huge orgasm she’d just endured, but also because her body was a riot of sensation. Bob’s twisting of her nipple had been agonizing, just as the light touch of his tongue had filled her with ecstasy. She couldn’t understand how she was so attuned to those sensations. Even now, her nipples were tingling lightly, as if someone was tweaking them. It wasn’t painful, just very, very intense. Her bottom was clenching around the plug, and inside her pussy, the stone was still oscillating between off and on, shaking and tormenting her, sending her shooting right back up toward the edge of orgasm. Lastly, it seemed as if the creatures licking her soles had picked up the pace, lapping and tickling the bottoms of her feet with unholy lust.

Florentino pushed his way through some brush and Bob followed the giant, pulling Talli along, while Gwen stepped in behind them. Talli managed to keep up, so totally distracted by the torments she was suffering that she didn’t even notice Morlok falling into the final position, dual-wielding swords in hand. A dark cave appeared in front of Florentino and Bob pulled several glowing quartz crystals from his pouch, handing them out. Florentino held his light up in one hand so that beams cast forward. Bob wrapped an arm around Talli, pulling her close. He slipped his hand between her legs and she stiffened, gasping as his finger gently caressed her pierced clitoris.

“You are going to be scared,” he whispered. “That’s okay. This is scary. Stay close to me at all times. Focus on the stone in your pussy. Try to stay relaxed so it vibrates. Think about being naked and how embarrassing it is. I want you to think about cumming, okay?” His finger slid into her slit, tapping the stone and she shuddered. It felt so good! She groaned, though not a single sound of it made it past the gag. She thrust her hips, her steps crossing, her ass swaying back and forth and Bob grinned.

“You know,” he said softly. “I love the way you move. It’s sensuous and erotic. It’s like every step might just make you cum.” He grinned. “You might just get us through in one piece.”

Talli nodded, her heart rate already elevated, her breathing coming in quick intakes. Between her legs her pussy pulsed, tightening and releasing, the vibrations of the off-on stone tormenting her. Then Bob pulled her forward by the leash and she stepped into the darkness.


Chapter Seven: Thrusting Deep

Talli followed behind Florentino, with Bob immediately by her side, and the first thing that assaulted her was the stench. It was a combination of dead and diseased animals, with rotting vegetables and waste matter and she started to gag. Bob looked over at her with immediate concern, then dug a hand into his robe pocket. He extracted a small tin, opened it quickly, and ran his finger across a sort of waxy substance. Without hesitation, he smeared a little bit of the clear stuff on Talli’s nostrils, followed by his own. The next breath she drew smelled of clean, fresh cut grass and she looked at him in relief. He nodded with a smile and leaned over. To her surprise, he kissed her cheek. Then his hand found her bottom and gave her a light swat. Talli jumped, but the spank he’d given her only seemed to enhance her arousal, rather than create outrage.

Ahead of them, Florentino moved cautiously into the passageway, his eyes sweeping left and right. Talli looked over her shoulder. The druid was chanting something softly, her eyes half narrowed and her staff raised. Morlok was walking backward, both swords raised, his face turned back toward the entrance they had just come through. A grunt from Florentino forced her to look forward again and she let out a shocked yelp as the Rock Giant stunned a goblin with one fist, then pushed the falling green body directly behind him. A second goblin, screeching what sounded like gibberish to Talli, lept at Florentino, who caught him with one hand and proceeded to tear the little monster’s head right off its torso. Green ichor splashed out, splattering the giant.

Gwen brought her staff down on the stunned goblin’s head and it stopped moving. Talli, shaking with astonishment, was forced to step over the fallen body, her open toed heels dainty and cute amidst the carnage. She blinked, glad that the light wasn’t sufficient to really illuminate the fallen corpses.

Bob looked at her pale face. “First goblin?” He asked sympathetically. Talli nodded, unable to answer verbally because of the gag. The mage grinned. “Individually, they aren’t much of a problem. Hell, Florentino can handle two dozen of them, all by himself.” He kicked at the body. “The problem is that they breed like bunnies. That means that there are probably a million of them down here. We get too many and Florentino won’t be able to handle it. That’s when you and I will get a turn.” She nodded, fear flickering through her face. Bob gave her butt another spank as Florentino started moving down the passage.

“Did they sound the alert?” Bob whispered after a minute.

Florentino looked back. “Goblins tend to react to intrusion with immediate fury. They generally do not think to retreat and raise an alarm. We will need to encounter a greater force, where their numbers are sufficiently large to allow the second wave an opportunity to see the carnage at the forefront, and then think better of attacking. That will be when they retreat and attempt to raise the alarm.” He continued down the passageway.

A minute or two later, the giant paused, looking left and right down the dark and ominous corridors as Talli stood next to the mage, quivering. The stone in her pussy was driving her slowly mad, switching between stillness and movement, depending on how she tightened her sex. 

“Which way?” Bob said in a hushed voice as Talli twitched and quivered beside him.

Florentino took a step down each corridor, only to stop and turn around. Finally he chose one and pointed. The passage walls were rough hewn, clearly carved from the stone by chisels, or perhaps claws, while the floor was packed dirt or perhaps the dust made from digging. Talli walked along beside Bob, her body trembling with a riot of sensorial overload, made all the worse by the heightened fear. Her nipples hadn’t stopped tingling since they’d come into the goblin’s lair, but suddenly the two jewels dangling from her tits began twisting wildly.

Talli let out a silent groan and the sensation of the tugging on her breasts sent surges of powerful lust through her. It felt like someone had taken hold of both nipples, pinched them firmly, then twisted them a few degrees back and forth. She’d never felt anything like it. Her body quivered with the intensely erotic sensation and her pussy clenched around the stone in her pussy, shutting down the vibrations once more. She nudged Bob, eyes blinking. He turned and looked at her, then noticed the way the jewels hanging from her nipples were twisting.

“Uh oh,” he said softly.

“Uh oh what?” Gwendolyn asked.

Bob glanced back at the druid. “Magical fields. Look at Talli’s breasts.”

Gwen leaned forward, glanced down at Talli’s nipples, and then nodded. “Intriguing.”

Talli didn’t think it was intriguing. In fact, she wasn’t thinking much at all. Only responding to the way the gems were moving. Despite having orgasmed just fifteen minutes before, the burning need rushing through her veins had become almost as bad as it had been during the walk from camp to the goblin lair. Only the fact that the vibrations between her legs shut off when she tightened, kept her from cumming. Bob pulled her forward behind Florentino and they emerged into a larger cavern. Smoke filled the top of the room, only to seep out through fissures in the cave. The source was a large fire, burning with an unholy blue flame.

“Oh,” said Bob. “Well, that makes sense.”

Florentino was already rushing ahead, his eyes having spotted over half a dozen goblins who had frozen in shock. None of them held weapons per se, though there were a few knives in hand. Most held spoons. Nevertheless, they all attacked the rock giant. Suddenly Molok was whirling through the mix, cutting down goblins left and right. None of them escaped and Florentino tossed the last crushed body aside.

“What makes sense?” Florentino asked the mage.

Bob pointed at the fire. “They’re using magic to burn rocks.”

“You can burn rocks?” Gwendolyn asked curiously.

Bob nodded. “With magic. It’s a horribly inefficient use, but I suppose it's easier than getting firewood. Provided you have a source.” He paused, as if considering something. “Um… which makes me wonder what their source is.” He looked around.

Gwendolyn nodded, looking over at the swordsman. “Because if they have enough mana to burn rocks, then they’ll have enough to throw at us. And our only source is a human girl, who may only be able to cum a half dozen more times,” she said angrily. “What have you gotten us into, Bob?”

The mage shrugged. “Beats me. I didn’t know about this. We were coming for the tankard.”

Florentino looked at the group. “Retreat?”

Bob looked shocked. “What?” He demanded. “Go back? Are you insane?”

Florentino smiled. “I’m alive. That is significantly more important than sanity at this particular juncture.” The rock giant pointed. “That said, I think we can continue. We have not met anything we couldn’t handle yet. And we haven’t even needed to make Talli cum again.”

Everyone looked at the naked girl, her wrists bound to the sides of her bondage belt. She was trembling delicately, dancing on her poor, constantly licked, high heel clad feet. The jewels dangling from her pierced nipples were still waving, as if they were caught in a strong wind, and the streaks of wetness coating her thighs spoke volumes as to her arousal. Every few seconds her hips twitched, as if thrusting against some unseen phallus. But more telling was the desperate need reflected in her eyes. Her eyes flickered from Bob to Florentino, with a longing so fresh it was palpable.

Bob looked at the druid and swordsman. “Any objections to continuing?”

Morlok shrugged. Gwen looked like she was going to recommend going back, but then she too sighed and shrugged. “Fine. Forward,” she muttered.

The party moved through the cavern and down another passageway chosen by Florentino. Then the corridor dead-ended into a perpendicular hallway, cut from the stone. Multiple doors, some made of iron, some made of wood, lined one side.

“This isn’t good,” Florentino said softly.

“Can you sense it?” Bob asked.

The giant raised a finger. “Yes, but not precisely. It’s dwarven make and while I can feel it, it’s just a general pull. Down there somewhere. I’m not sure. As I pass doors, I’ll have a better sense of it. What about the magic source?”

Bob glanced at Talli’s bosom. “I’d say the same direction. The waves coming off it are making the jewels jerk. See?” He pointed at Talli’s sensitive nipples, which were being tugged in a variety of directions.

Florentino nodded. “Quite. That must be difficult for her to bear.” His eyes watched as the jewels danced.

Bob snorted. “Are you kidding? I’ll bet it feels great.” He tapped the giant in the stomach with the back of his hand. “Remember? She’s a real masochist. Come on. Let’s get going.”

Florentino once again took the lead. They passed multiple doors, with the rock giant putting a hand up against each one. Talli wasn’t sure what he was trying to sense, but after almost ten, he paused, cocked his head, and then nodded. The door was made of oak, bound with iron. He tried the latch, but it didn’t work.

“Locked,” he said.

Morlok came over and tried it too. “Knock it down?” Bob asked, scratching his short beard.

“What? And have every goblin behind all the other doors come out to check the noise?” Gwendolyn asked incredulously. She shook her head. Instead she stepped up to the door, put her hand on one of the wooden planks and began chanting. A soft greenish glow of energy came out of her hand and spread along the door. It only took a minute or so, but then the wood began to crumble. The decay spread to the other planks and Talli watched in shock as the entire portal began to fall, collapsing as the wood turned to dust. Soon even the iron frame started to fall, the wooden interior dissolved. Florentino grabbed the metal, set it aside quietly, and pushed into the newly exposed corridor, headed downward.

Morlok looked sour and Bob nodded in agreement. “Yeah, too easy,” the mage muttered. Which is when Florentino burst out into a larger room filled with goblin warriors. Over two hundred of them. It was some sort of barracks, if goblins could have called the disgusting warren a barracks. There was a scream of anger, defiance even, and then they attacked. Florentino was overwhelmed in seconds and as Morlok whirled, swords cutting furiously, Gwen swept her staff over her head, felling two or three. Bob grabbed Talli, pulled her against him, face to face, and jammed his fingers between her legs.

It took less than a second, but for Talli, it seemed to last forever. There was just too much pressure, and as Bob touched her clit, rubbing frantically, the dam burst inside her once more. The swirling tongues tickling her feet, the tugging and pulling on her nipples, the stone inside her pussy, the plug in her bottom pulsing and shaking, all of it came together. Some of it hurt, like the way her nipples were twisting. But even that pain seemed to morph and excite her and she screamed out in ecstasy as her body was finally given the release she craved. Fluids exploded out of her sex, splattering Bob’s hand and the floor, and the mage cried out in defiance, lifting his other arm and pointing toward the roof of the cavern.

Magic poured out of him and as Florentino went down, a series of sparks started shooting out from the roof like tiny meteors. Hundreds of them fired off, flashes of light and smoke that raised a chorus of screams from the goblins. Talli, still lost in the sexual euphoria of climax, barely registered the mayhem as the tiny bolts impacted, felling the small green creatures the way a farmer hews wheat.

The last star fizzled and Florentino looked down at the carnage. Smoke hung in the air. Hundreds of dead goblins lay in piles, most of them with dark black holes burned into their foreheads.

Gwendolyn looked around and nodded. “Effective,” she said critically, “if a little overwhelming.”

“That might have been overkill, Robert,” Florentino said, looking at the wizard.

Bob let out a weak laugh, pulling his hand away from Talli’s pussy, shaking droplets from his fingers. “Well, I wasn’t sure how many there were,” he replied cockily. “It was dark.” He glanced down at his soaked fingers and shook them, cum dripping from his nails. He wiped his hand on Talli’s arm and then looked at the girl’s eyes, studying them. Then he reached up and loosened the gag, allowing the rubber ball to slip out of her mouth.

“Hey. Talli, you okay?” He asked.

Talli blinked and stared at the mage with a silly grin fixed to her face. “That was… pretty,” she breathed. Then she let out a tiny groan and her hips did this slow rotation, grinding softly. “Mmmmmm,” she hummed, closing her eyes. “Can we do it again?”

Bob grinned and looked at the others with delight. “See? See? Can I pick them, or can I pick them?”

Gwendolyn sighed. “Two orgasms in the span of an hour is not exactly an achievement,” she paused, her face grumpy. “Though that last one was relatively impressive. And well timed. We will see how things go from here. The next one may be needed even more quickly.”

Morlock, swords still drawn, shrugged. Bob glanced over at Florentino who smiled patiently. The mage looked back at Talli.

“Well, I think she’s doing great,” Bob muttered sourly. His hand came back up between her legs and she gasped, spreading her thighs as he cupped her sex. His fingers wiggled and the stone inside her pussy, which had been buzzing unless she was tight, slid out into his hand. He wiped it off on her bare leg, leaving a wet smear, then pocketed the thing. Talli groaned, clearly unhappy with the change.

“Don’t worry,” Bob said sincerely. “I’ll get something else up in there.” He glanced at the Rock Giant. “Florentino, would you mind putting a finger in this pot while I cook up something special?”

The Rock Giant smiled and stepped over to Talli. She looked up at him as Bob began rummaging around in his pack.

“How are you feeling?” Florentino asked as he brought his hand up between Talli’s spread legs.

“Okay… ohhhhhhh!” She gasped, eyes widening as the giant’s thick finger slid up between her labia.

Florentino chuckled. “You are very wet,” he said. He wriggled the digit and it slid firmly up inside her. Talli groaned and began bucking, mostly because Florentino’s finger was thicker than most human cocks.

“Feel good?”

Talli nodded. “Oh gods yes,” she breathed. “Oh yes!” Her eyes closed and she swayed a little. Florentino reached out with his other hand and steadied her. The druid eyed the girl and then stepped up to her side.

“What sensations are you experiencing?” Gwendolyn asked.

Talli turned her head and gave the druid a dazed look. “You mean other than Florentino’s finger in me?” That was punctuated by another moan. Gwen gave the girl a rather expectant look.

“Yes. Other than Florentino finger fucking you.”

Talli closed her eyes. “My nipples. I don’t know what you did to me, but I’m so… sensitive! It’s like someone is playing with my breasts, non-stop. Twisting and tweaking the tips of my breasts. It’s… it’s… it just feels so good!” She pulled on her arms, which were still attached to the Bondage Belt. Florentino continued to gently wiggle his finger inside her, while she pressed her clitoris against his palm. Soon she was just thrusting, humping the rock giant’s hand.

“The Piercings of Sensitivity are obviously working,” Gwendolyn observed to Florentino. “And Bob’s Jewels of Magic Sensing are quite effective at stimulating her.”

“Imagine what my tongue could do to her clit right now,” Florentino said agreeably.

For a moment, Talli’s eyes cleared and she focused. “And my feet,” she whispered.

Florentino and Gwendolyn both looked down. “Are they hurting?”

Talli shook her head. “The licking… the tongues… tentacles… whatever… it feels good, but…”

“But what?” Florentino asked, clearly concerned.

“It tickles,” she whispered. “Almost. I don’t know. It feels… so wrong and so right and so weird and… it makes my pussy tighten!”

“Damn it!” Declared Bob. “Where is it?” He stuck his entire head, then half his body into the bag and Talli’s eyes widened, especially since the bag wasn’t big enough for all that, plus everything he’d been pulling out and putting away in it.

Florentino wiggled his finger a little more, watching as Talli twitched. “What about the anal plug?”

Her eyes flipped up to his. “It’s buzzing,” she groaned. “It just buzzes. I… it's doing things to me.” Her eyes softened as Florentino pulled his finger half way out and slid it back in. “Why? Why am I feeling like this? I feel… confused.”

“Confused?” Gwendolyn asked. “Because you want it? And you don’t want it?”

Talli nodded and the druid shrugged. “It’s because you’re being mentally and emotionally manipulated. Bob’s magic is making you feel and want in ways you’ve never been able to express before. Worse, your body is discovering an aptitude for it. You like it physically, even when your mind tells you that you’re behaving like an indecent pervert.” She leaned forward and whispered. “It’s addictive.”

“Ahhahha!” Bob cried out in triumph and emerged from his bag, holding a beaded dangle and new stone. He glanced over at Florentino, saw Talli’s reddening face, and scowled.

“By the Dragon’s tits,” he snapped. “If you make her cum Florentino, I’ll…”

Gwendolyn rolled her eyes. “Dragons don’t have tits, Bob.”

“What?” Bob said, whirling on the druid.

Gwen put her fists on her hips and scowled at the mage. Next to her, Morlok nodded in agreement. “Dragons. They don’t have tits.”

The mage glared at Gwendolyn. “It’s an expression.”

“Of what?” She asked, sneering.

The mage’s eyes got dark. “Of someone being an idiot. Here,” he said, handing the beaded dangle to Morlok. “Tie this to the pommel of your sword.”

The swordsman took the little string and bead and eyed it suspiciously.

“What is it?” Gwendolyn asked curiously.

Before Bob could answer, Florentino piped up. “It appears to be a focus point. It reads kinetic movement and then via magic, translates it to a scrying stone.”

Bob held up the other stone and handed it over to Florentino. “Here. Get your finger out of my girl and stick that up inside her instead.”

Talli whimpered as Florentino drew his hand away from her sex, his middle finger still extended and dripping. He wiped the excess on the stone, then smiled as he pushed the smooth rock up into Talli’s hot and slippery slit. The girl gasped happily, her hips thrusting as the thick stone settled in her pussy.

Morlok finished tying the beaded dangle to his sword. “Now what?” Gwendolyn asked.

Bob grinned, tapped the bead, and then put his fists on his hips. “There,” he said proudly.

Everyone looked at Talli, but she just stood there quivering, just like before.

Bob rolled his eyes and looked back at the swordsman. “Well? Shake your sword or something.”

Morlok frowned and then performed an exquisitely complicated move that involved an incredibly impressive display of skill. The point of his sword swirled around him.

Talli shuddered violently, her face turning beet red as she let out a series of wild, undulating cries.

“See, the stone inside her moves in relation to the beaded dangle,” explained Bob. “This is good, because the more fighting Morlok does, the more it will arouse her.”

Florentino nodded. “Which means that the more desperate we are, the more desperate she becomes.”

Bob looked impressed with himself. “I know. I’m good. Aren’t I?”

Morlok eyed the hilt of his weapon, and then with a ridiculous looking move, began pumping it up and down, no longer doing fancy moves, but clearly just trying to get a reaction from Talli. She went nuts, her knees knocking together as her hips swung lewdly. Bob gave the swordsman an angry look.

“Morlok, it looks like you’re jacking off.”

Florentino grinned. “He is jacking off. He is jacking off Talli.”

Bob glared at the giant. “Florentino! Damn it! Morlok does not need your help!“ He looked back at the swordsman. “And you. Stop it. I want her aroused, not exploding when I don’t need it.” He crossed his arms over his chest. “Are we ready to move on?”

Morlok sheathed his sword.

The rock giant looked around. The room was covered in dead goblins, their ick, and a significant amount of human girl cum. “We’re lucky goblins are too stupid to run away and get their friends.”

Gwendolyn frowned. “Well, that can’t last.”

Bob stepped up to Talli and smiled at her warmly. “You’re doing fantastic,” he said, cupping her cheek and stroking it with his thumb. “I know you’re a little scared, but we will all protect you. Trust me.” Then he brought his hand down to her left nipple and stroked it softly. Then he flicked it, hard. A shot of pain rushed down through her breast, all the way to her pussy. Talli yelped, stiffened, then gasped. As she did, Bob brought his other hand up, grabbed the ball gag, and pushed it back between her teeth.

“I know,” he said as she gave him a pained look, “but it's for our protection. You won’t be able to help yourself, and as much as I enjoy listening to your little whimpers and cries of pain and ecstasy, it could accidentally reveal us when we don’t want to alert anyone to our presence.” He tightened the buckle and pulled away.

Once more they formed their line, with Florentino in the lead. He moved down one of the corridors with Bob following cautiously, holding onto Talli’s leash. His backpack was once again slung over his shoulder and he walked purposefully, watching the Rock Giant’s movements carefully. Talli, wrists still clipped to the sides of the Bondage Belt, felt the slickness of her previous orgasm coating her thighs, the continued twisting of her nipples, as well as gentle twitches from the stone in her pussy.

Gwendolyn came next, her staff clicking almost silently as she walked. Behind her came Morlok, twisting and darting, constantly swiveling to check behind them. Occasionally he would even wait in the shadows, hiding in order to surprise someone that might be following them. In fact, it was during one of these little moments that Talli stiffened, gasping silently, only to nudge Bob to get his attention.

“What?” The mage said as she hopped around, hips wiggling dramatically. “No, you can’t explode right now,” he said with irritation.

That’s when Gwendolyn heard the sound of metal against metal. “Behind us! It’s Morlok,” she declared, lifting her staff and pointing it downward into the darkness behind them. Bob grabbed hold of Talli, twisting her off to the side so that she was between him and Florentino’s back, while at the same time, reaching down to her pussy, slipping two fingers up between her folds and deep into her well.

Inside Talli, the stone danced in swirling movements, flowing in arcs and sweeps that she could only imagine coming from the hilt of Morlok’s sword. Then there was a powerful thrust, a quick parry and riposte, and she quivered violently, staggering right on the cusp of cumming.

“Not yet,” Bob whispered, holding her tightly.

The sound of metal falling onto stone echoed through the hall and there was a sort of agonized groan. The stone inside her went still and everyone stared down the dark hall. Then Talli started jerking, thrusting her hips in a regular back and forth pattern. Everyone turned and stared at her as Morlok came walking out of the darkness, jacking the handle of his sword up and down.

“Ha ha,” muttered Bob. “Stop that, Morlok. Do you think you’re funny?”

Morlok sheathed his weapon and in a totally emotionless voice, replied. “I am funny.” Everyone, even Talli, looked over at the swordsman with surprise. Then Talli whimpered, another spasm of arousal rippling through her and she pressed herself up against Bob, trying to rub her pussy on his hip. The mage pushed her off and then turned back toward Florentino. “Onward,” he declared. “If you can still sense the Tankard.”

“Tankard, yes,” said the Rock Giant. “Large source of magical power, no.”

“I’ll handle the mana,” retorted Bob. “You handle the dwarven artifact.”

Florentino glanced at Talli, who was almost dancing with need, and nodded. “Very well, Robert.” The rock giant turned and headed down the corridor again. They were forced to take several turns down various passages, until they found themselves in one large corridor, only to confront almost three dozen goblins, all of whom were outraged to find the enemy in their lair. Their momentary surprise only allowed Florentino the opportunity to snag three or four of them and crush their bodies into pulp.

And this group had arrows.

Talli gasped as Bob pushed her up against the wall, but even that didn’t save her as one long, penetrating projectile hissed toward her, impacting just to the left of her right breast. Talli screamed behind the gag, but then realized that except for a quick moment, there was no pain. She looked down at her chest in surprise, only to see no arrow sticking out of her body. It had bounced off.

Bob grinned. “Bondage Belt of Armor, remember? Plus the buff!” He half shouted over the ruckus. Then Morlok darted under Gwendolyn’s outstretched arms and began helping Florentino. Bob watched for a moment, standing there in frustration as the other three cut down the goblins. 

While the druid helped, it was the combined might of both the swordsman and the giant that broke the attack. But because of the focus beads attached to Morlok’s sword, Talli felt the fight. The movement of the stone inside her pussy as Morlok twirled his sword, cutting through the goblins and eviscerating them, brought her to the very cusp of orgasm. Her blood seemed to boil with need and she couldn’t keep her loins from thrusting madly. Her chorus of whimpers, moans, and even wails of desperation were kept even from her own ears and when she screamed in frustration, not even she heard it.

“Bob!” Florentino gasped, “one is running!”

Bob darted forward, a throwing knife in his hand. But between Talli’s leash and more than a few corpses, he slipped as he threw. There was a metallic clatter as the knife bounced on the rock and Bob slipped in a patch of green ick. Grimacing, he looked up at the rock giant.

“Did I get him?”

Florentino reached down and picked up the mage. “I do not believe so,” the rock giant replied. “Your aim was disadvantaged by the treacherous footing and thus inhibited proper projectile placement.”

Gwendolyn snorted. “Meaning you suck at throwing knives.”

Bob frowned. “A simple no would have sufficed,” he grumbled. He looked down at the goblin gunk on his clothing. With a frustrated sigh, he looked over at Talli. “I have a feeling you’re about to cum,” he told her.

Talli’s eyes widened as she realized what that meant.

“We should find some place more defensible,” Gwendolyn said, only to look over at Florentino. His arms and chest, except for where he wore the single breastplate, was covered in minor cuts. “Are any of those serious enough to require healing?”

Florentino flexed. “A few of the lacerations sting, but none of them are deep enough to require bandages, much less healing,” he replied easily. “I don’t think any of them require your talents yet.”

The druid nodded as Morlok slipped back into his position at the rear. He gave a look to Gwendolyn and she nodded. “Yes, I know Morlok. We tarry too long,” she said.

Bob nodded. “Well, no point in going backward. We know there’s crap up there. Keep going forward?”

“What if they come at us from both directions?” Gwendolyn asked. “They could trap us in this corridor.”

The mage grinned enthusiastically. “I hope we’re so lucky. I’ve got a new spell that is perfect for exactly this kind of situation.” He gave them a wave. “And the more of them there are, the better it is for us.”

“That does not sound better,” Gwendolyn replied saucily. “Especially since your vessel has already exploded twice.”

Bob eyed Talli. “Well, she is close to cumming. I’ll need… four, maybe five seconds,” he said. “When I yell, everyone takes a big step back. I’ll touch Florentino. Gwendolyn, you touch Talli, then Morlok. Morlok, the second you feel Gwen touch you, I’ll know we’re good and release the spell.”

Talli felt a sliver of fear whisper through the swirling vortex of sexual energy permeating her body. She looked at Bob, eyes reflecting that sliver, and tried to ask a question through the gag. Bob reached up and loosened it, pulling it down.

“What?” He asked.

“W-w-what about me?” She asked. “Wh-wh-what do I do?”

Bob laughed. “What you do best, darling. Cum like a nympho humiliation pain slut is supposed to. You’re close, right? You want it?”

Talli nodded, almost frantically. Bob grinned. He brought a hand up between her legs and gently stroked just her clitoris. Talli mewled, the pure ecstasy in her voice intoxicating. She couldn’t help herself, pushing her pubis up against Bob’s fingers. Then the mage pulled his hand away. “There? See? All better!” He looked at Florentino. “So let’s move on?”

The rock giant nodded and turned his back on the party. Once more they moved down the corridor, but this time with twice the speed. Talli stumbled forward, her feet still subjected to the tickling torment that made her squirm. Her bottom vibrated non-stop with the anal plug, and her nipples still tingled constantly from the waves of magic hitting her. Even the stone inside her pussy still continued to move slightly, since Morlok was walking with his sword drawn, in order to be ready for the coming attack.

It came before they reached a more defensible position. The goblins even gave them a warning, screaming in anger as they rushed en masse up the stone tube.

“Uh oh,” Florentino said. He braced himself.

“Morlock! Any behind us?” Bob asked, turning toward Talli.

“Does it matter?” Gwendolyn demanded, even as Morlok twisted and looked back into the darkness. He frowned and cast a worrisome look at the druid.

Gwendolyn grunted. “Yes. They’re behind us as well. Can you handle it?”

Bob gritted his teeth.  I can divert the energy in two directions. You want more barbecue forward? Backward? Or even?” The mage reached up between Talli’s legs and pulled the scrying stone out of her pussy. Talli mewled, pumping her hips, trying to fuck Bob’s fingers.

Gwendolyn looked back down the tunnel. “Forward,” she replied. “But a blast backward isn’t a bad idea.”

Bob put the scrying stone in his pocket and pulled out a thick, heavy dildo. He held it up in front of the girl.

“This is a Dildo of Haste,” he explained. “It’s going to feel very strange, and very intense. But it will also make you cum faster and turbocharge my spell. Brace yourself.”

Talli’s eyes widened. Then she nodded. She leaned back against the wall and spread her legs as the furious barks, screams, yells, and growls grew louder. Then Florentino made an interesting observation.

“That is a great many goblins.”

And then they hit him forcefully.


Chapter Eight - Multiple Explosions

The feeling of the dildo sliding into her pussy was so satisfying and felt so good, that Talli’s sex-soaked brain was unable to process anything else. Not the attack of the Goblins, not the spears and arrows and knives flying through the air, nor the way Florentino used one of their own dead to catch slews of sharp instruments and halt the crushing advance. Still, the rock giant was outnumbered and as the goblins behind the front of the charge crashed into the one in front of them, Florentino suddenly had no room to maneuver.

Bob lifted his thumb as he rapidly pumped the dildo and the corresponding sensitivity of Talli’s clit responded predictably. She felt everything, from the non-stop almost tickling on the bottoms of her feet, to the twisting tingles at the tips of her breasts. She sucked in a breath as she stood upon the precipice. She wanted to jump. She wanted to cum. But it was just too… sweet. So much pleasure. She just needed something to cut it.

“Cum damn it!” Bob shouted. His free hand came up and he pinched her clit. Not terribly hard, but certainly with force and with that bit of pain, shooting up through her body and then streaking down to her pulsing, throbbing, clenching pussy, she cried out in release. Bob let her go and yelled.

“Now!” The mage screamed.

Gwendolyn took a step back and reached for Morlok. The swordsman did a fucking backflip and landed a step away from the druid, his blade dripping green ichor. Gwen reached back and grabbed Talli’s breast, even as the mage reached for Florentino. Talli screamed out loud, lost in the swirl of orgasm, and then Bob shouted words she didn’t understand. Energy seemed to get sucked out of everything around them just as it was pulled from Talli’s body. Even the flickering light of the crystal torches the team held dimmed. There was a huge breath, as if everything was bracing.

Then Talli groaned and slid downward, her legs no longer capable of supporting her. She felt exhausted, happy and satisfied, but drained.

And fire roared.

A huge explosion, actually two of them, one going in each direction, incinerated the goblins on either side of the party and a massive burst of wind blew the conflagration away from the mage. Talli felt a tiny flash of heat, but after that, there was just cool, fresh air, blowing past her in a gale. She shuddered, chilly for the first time. The sound was horrific, but at least there were no more screams.

Slowly the wind died down and Bob looked around. “Everyone okay?” He asked, breathing heavily.

Florentino turned and Gwendolyn hurried forward. The rock giant was bleeding from several deep cuts and the druid raised her hands, blue light already making them glow. Florentino groaned as the worst of the wounds were healed, but then sighed in relief, smiling with thanks.

Morlok tapped Gwendolyn on the shoulder and held up his right arm. A goblin dart was sticking out of his bicep. Gwen nodded and began the healing process, tugging the dart loose and dropping it on the floor. .

Florentino looked down at Talli, splayed half on the wall, half on the floor, her legs spread open, a pooling puddle of cum soaking the floor between her thighs. The girl twitched mindlessly, her eyes unfocused, a line of drool trickling from the corner of her mouth. The Phallus of Haste lay next to her, glistening.

“Is Talli okay?” Florentino asked hurriedly, glancing down at the girl.

Bob looked down. “Okay? Of course she is. She just orgasmed really fast and that last spell was a doozy. It took a lot out of her.”

Gwendolyn glanced back from Morlok’s arm. “How much out of her?” She asked in concern.

Bob rolled his eyes. “Come on. She’s only had three orgasms. In like two hours! That’s not overwhelming!”

Gwendolyn gave Bob a dark look. “While in general, I would agree with you, there is an energy cost to maintaining such a high rate of arousal, so that she is prepared to cum upon demand.”

Florentino put his big hand under Talli’s chin and lifted up her head. Her eyes didn’t blink, but she tracked the movement. Slowly her irises began to focus. Florentino removed the ball gag and she worked her jaw for a second.

“Florentino?” She asked a moment later. She sounded groggy, but her tone and the subsequent smile, followed by a moan so satisfying that even Morlok looked impressed, spoke volumes.

“Yes,” the giant said. “I’m here, Talli.”

“That was…” she said softly, the corners of her mouth curling upward. “That was… amazing. Can I do it again?” The words were a little slurred, but totally intelligible.

Florentino smiled softly. “Of course,” he agreed.

Bob grinned. “See? I told you!” He said proudly, slapping the rock giant on the back. “That’s my girl.” He leaned over and looked down. “Talli? Are you ready to get fucked again?”

She blinked and looked up. “What?” She asked lightly as her brain struggled to wrap itself around the idea. “When?”

“Right now,” Bob said. “I need you wet and pulsing.” He slipped the stone that matched Morlok’s sword from his pocket. “We can put this back inside you and work you up.” He glanced at the swordsman. “I just need to touch the bead to the stone to reset it and…” The mage’s eyebrow went up. “Where is your sword?”

Morlok gave the mage a dark look.

Gwendolyn coughed gently. “He got hit in the arm with a dart. He dropped it.”

Bob looked shocked, then frustrated. “So, where is the sword?”

Morlok jerked his thumb backward over his shoulder.

“It’s where the fire burned?” Bob squeaked. “Go get it! Those beads are emeralds! They’re expensive!”

Morlok shrugged, then turned and walked back down the tunnel.

Bob rolled his eyes and pulled his pack off his shoulder. The mage rummaged around for a moment, then tugged free a strange looking metal cup. It wasn’t deep enough to hold soup, or even a significant amount of water, and two thin chains were connected to opposite ends. There were also a pair of hooks.

“Florentino, can you pull Talli up?”

The rock giant reached down and easily lifted the girl upright. She leaned against the wall, stupidly grinning.

“She is addicted to it already,” warned Gwendolyn. “The sex.”

“Well of course she is,” said Bob, hooking the first chain to the front of Talli’s bondage belt, right above her pussy. He pushed her forward, toward Florentino, and then reached down between her legs to pull the metal cup up. It pressed against her pussy as he pulled the chain into the crack of the girl’s ass. “And this probably isn’t going to help,” he said with a chuckle. He hooked the chain to the back of the belt and there was a strange flash of blue light between Talli’s legs, which then disappeared.

Talli blinked, looked down, and then stiffened, arms pulling on the bondage belt. She glanced at the mage, then Florentino. “What… what is that?” She whispered. Then she let out an expressive groan. Her hips churned and she turned, twisting around. Her eyes widened as adrenaline surged through her. “What is that?” She looked down at her groin, her eyes looking at the metal cupping her sex. “Oh gods!” Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head and she rolled her hips. She swayed dangerously and Florentino grabbed her, just to keep her upright.

Bob pulled out a skein of rope. “Gwendolyn? Would you mind doing a breast bind on her?”

The druid suddenly looked interested and she took the rope. “I’ll need her hands up please. And it will take me a moment to get it prepped.”

Bob nodded and unclipped Talli’s wrists from her belt. She began to push her hands down to the cup, but the mage made a gesture and suddenly she was hanging from the ceiling of the tunnel, gasping as her pelvis continued to pump.

“What did you put inside me? What is that?” Talli demanded, shuddering. Her eyes rolled up as acute pleasure surged through her. Bob smiled and reached up, unhooking the magic sensing jewels hanging from Talli’s pierced nipples. He put them in a pocket and pulled out the flogger. He shook it out a little, then grinned.

“Know the tentacle things licking your feet?” He asked.

Talli nodded, groaning loudly, her hips jerking.

“Well, the only thing they like better than licking the soles of your cute little feet, is licking the cream out of your cunt.” And with that he began flicking the flogger back and forth across her breasts. He didn’t hit her hard, but the stinging blows made Talli quiver even more strongly as her hips rocked back and forth.

Talli cried out, the sting of the whip much harsher on her breasts than the jeweled hooks had been and she twisted from where she hung. After about a dozen strokes, her bosom began to turn a bit pink. Florentino crossed his arms patiently, watching as Talli quivered and twisted, her body a riot of sensation. The whip felt delicious on her nipples, a blended mix of pain and pleasure. That, combined with the slick, twisting, probing sensation between her legs, the same tentacles that lapped at the arches of her feet now swirling inside her sex, finding her clit and playing with it, was just too much to cope with. She groaned, shaking as Bob kept flicking the whip at her nipples.

“Okay, I’m ready,” announced Gwendolyn. She lifted her hands and moved behind Talli, only to hang the doubled up hemp around her neck. Bob stepped away and gave the druid space as Gwendolyn began twisting and binding the rope. Talli gasped as several strands seemed to part and then encapsulate her breasts, wrapping around the base. Her earrings jiggled as Gwendolyn threaded the rope into the bondage belt, then back up.

“Okay, I’m ready for her arms. Behind the back I presume?” Gwendolyn asked Bob. The mage nodded.

“Absolutely. Elbow to wrist if you don’t mind,” he glanced at Florentino. “I like the way it makes her tits stick out.”

Morlok suddenly came back into the light. He was holding a strange, melted looking piece of metal, his hands wrapped in cloth.

“What is that?” Gwendolyn asked curiously.

Before Morlok could respond, Bob groaned. “His sword. His good one. It got roasted.”

Florentino’s eyes widened. “It would take a great deal of heat to do that.”

Talli whimpered and groaned. “Please… please… I can’t… the thing… it’s… oh gods!” Bob glanced over at her and freed Talli’s wrists for Gwendolyn. Florentino had to help wrestle the girl’s arms behind her back, but it didn’t take long and soon Talli’s back was arched, her bosom pressing forward quite impressively.

Morlok dumped his melted sword on the ground with an exasperated sigh. Then he looked at Bob expectantly.

Bob gave the swordsman a frustrated grimace. “Okay. Fine. Bastard? Long? Rapier?” He went back to his bag, a look of expectation on his face.

“Morlok prefers longswords,” Florentino replied. Bob nodded and tugged a blade out of his bag that clearly couldn’t have fit inside of it.

“Here,” he said, tossing the sword, still safely ensconced in its scabbard, to the swordsman. Morlok caught it, drew the blade, checked it, then shrugged.

Bob spread his hands. “Sorry. I just tossed everything from the Orc War Party that looked useful or valuable into my pack. And beggars can’t be choosers.”

“We need to get moving,” Florentino observed.

Bob held up a finger. “Hold on,” he said. “One more thing.” He reached into the bag again and pulled out another chain, this one only a foot or so long. Two metal clamps on either end glittered in the light, and he stepped up to Talli, his fingers already manipulating the two sets of pincers. “Since you seem to respond so well to just a little bit of pain, here’s something more for you to think about.” He set the clamps in place and let the smooth pincers bite down on Talli’s nipples.

“Ohhhhhh!” Talli gasped, groaning as the pain shot down into her chest. But no one could mistake the flush of aroused need that seemed to flash down to her sex and she quivered. “It hurts! But… why… do I like it?” She shook her head, her breath coming in ragged draws.

Florentino blinked. “Are her breasts getting bigger? Or did the ropes tighten?

Gwnedolyn leaned over, one eyebrow raised, then she gave Bob a dirty look. “Clamps of Engorgement?” She asked in a disgusted fashion. Indeed, Talli’s breasts had grown an entire size. The ropes which had been snug around the base of each tit now dug in deep, causing the skin of each mound to bulge into a taut ball.

“Yes,” Bob said. “It works well with the rope and look how it makes her tits stick out!” He said defensively.

Gwendolyn shook her head. “You,” she said wryly, “are a disgusting pervert.”

“She’ll be close to popping again soon. Give her about ten minutes,” Bob said in a pleased voice.

Gwen frowned. “Presuming we have ten minutes.”

Florentino shrugged. “The tankard isn’t that far.” He turned and started down the tunnel. Bob grabbed his pack, slung it over his shoulder, and then snagged Talli’s leash, pulling the bound and tormented girl forward. She mewled a little bit as she was forced to walk, as well as tolerate intense sexual torture. Between the tongues licking the bottoms of her feet, and the swirl of the same mucosa stimulating her pussy, she was quickly coming to a froth.

“Should we gag her again?” asked Gwendolyn, as Talli continued to make an undue amount of noise, moaning as her hips rolled with the intense sensory stimulation shooting up from her sex and breasts.

Bob glanced over at the girl and then shrugged. “I’m pretty sure they know we’re here now, after I roasted a thousand of their compatriots. They’re just a little more cautious about rash attacks.” He shrugged. “We can let her rest her jaw for a bit.”

The tunnel had an odd darkness to the walls, but was also oddly free of debris. Morlok ran a finger along the wall and it came back covered in soot. The floor was almost scoured. They continued downward for almost fifteen minutes without finding a single charred body. Then Florentino came to another junction and he paused.

“The tankard is down there,” he pointed to his right, “but I think we need to go straight.”

“Straight?” Asked Gwendolyn. “Why? If the tankard is to the right?”

Florentino shook his head. “I just have a feeling. The rock here isn’t right. If we go straight at the tankard, I think something bad will happen.”

“Something bad has already happened,” Gwendolyn groused. “From the start.” She looked over at Talli, who was once again trembling.

Florentino gave Gwendolyn an aggrieved look. “I like her,” he said quite firmly to the druid. “Talli is sweet and beautiful. And she tastes wonderful.”

Gwen glowered. “You said that about Ilea. Can the girl cum enough?”

Suddenly she looked up. “Oh gods… I’m so close!”

Bob glanced over at the girl, then gave Florentino a look. “How close?” He asked.

The rock giant gave Talli a direct look, then nodded. “You might want to remove the abyssal portal you have strapped to her sex. They’ve found her clitoris and won’t leave it alone. She’s about to have an orgasm.”

Bob let out a frustrated sigh. “Well, fuck.” He reached down between Talli’s legs and unhooked the metal cup from the bondage belt in the back, then drew it away from her sex. All of them could see the huge, fluid coated… thing… as it wriggled madly, looking for a way back into Talli’s sex. She whimpered, her hips pumping in desperation, eyes closing in frustration as she was denied the stimulation that would have undoubtedly pushed her over the edge.

“Please?” She begged. “Please can I cum?”

Bob shoved the portal cup back into his bag. “Soon, Talli. Soon.” He looked over at Florentino. “Soon, right?”

The rock giant shrugged. “Maybe. I’m not entirely positive. The geological structure of the goblin’s cave has lead and magnesium ore veins running through it. These cloud some of my senses and I’m not quite sure of distances. I know the tankard is near. But I’m not sure if I’m sensing it ahead, or through rock. For all I know we could be a level above it, and have miles to travel before we get to the next gallery.”

“What’s magnesium?” Gwendolyn asked.

Bob let out an expressive huff. “Geology lessons later.” He looked at Talli, then reached out and replaced the gag that Florentino had removed from her mouth. He tightened it behind her head and her next mewl of need was soundless. “Sorry, Talli. I’ll make it up to you later.” He leaned in, gave her a kiss on the cheek, and then tugged on her chain.

“Don’t you need to put something in her, or on her, to keep her aroused?” Gwnedolyn asked worriedly, eying the girl.

Bob looked at the druid. “Her breasts are bound. Her nipples are clamped. Her bottom is stuffed with a vibrating plug, and the bottoms of her feet are being delicately and incessantly licked. What more do you want me to do to her?”

Gwendolyn glared at Bob and the mage sighed. “Okay. Fine. Right on the edge.” He opened his bag again, dug around inside, and then pulled out a single clamp. There were two gems, one blue and one red, attached on a single chain of gold that was threaded through an eye hook on the end of the clamp. “This will do,” he stated. Then he looked over at Talli. “Spread your legs wide, dear.”

She didn’t even hesitate. Her eyes looked at the mage desperately, making it clear that the only thing going through her mind was the sexual longing burning its way through her. The high heeled sandals made her legs look even better as she exposed her slit. Bob leaned down, rubbed her clit for just a second, then secured the clamp to the swollen, pierced, and clearly sensitive nub. The second he did, the azure colored sapphire snapped upward to touch the clamp.

“Oh. She’s closer than I thought,” Bob noted wryly.

Talli’s eyes widened and she thrust her hips out, shaking her hips. She didn’t make a sound, though that was because of the Gag of Muffled Cries. 

“Is that the hot cold clamp you were working on last year? I thought you couldn’t get it to work.” Florentino asked, eyebrows raised.

Bob nodded. “I played around with the idea and figured out a process. The closer she gets to orgasm the closer the cold gem gets to her clit. It’s touching it right now, so I’m guessing she was right on the cusp. Or close to it. So she’s getting surges of icy delight flooding up into her pussy. That should settle her down slightly.”

“Not too much I hope,” Gwendolyn muttered.

Bob shook his head. “If she starts losing the edge, the ruby rises closer to her clit. It warms her back up.” He grinned. “And by ‘warms her back up’ I mean that it not only heats up the clamp, but it makes the clamp oscillate, forcing her pussy to rhythmically tighten.”

“Thus bringing her back to the edge of orgasm,” Florentino added. “And the cold gem.”

“Precisely.” Bob smiled and straightened up, even as Talli wriggled. He gestured at the girl. “Oh. You can close your legs now.”

She didn’t. Instead she thrust her hips forward, trembling. Bob let out a frustrated sigh, then pulled on her leash, tugging her off balance and forcing her to take a step. As she did, Talli’s eyes rolled, clearly trying to express the fervor of sensation afflicting her clit. Everyone watched as her hips swayed erotically and she arched her back, pressing her swollen and engorged breasts forward.

“Can we continue now?” Bob asked. Florentino nodded and Gwen shrugged. As usual, Morlok just gave everyone a dark, enigmatic look.

“This way please,” Florentino said, selecting one of the corridors. The party continued downward. It actually came as a surprise when two rogue goblins came around a corner, barrelling into them. The rock giant grabbed the first one instantly, crushing its skull like a grape, while the other one turned to flee. Bob barely had time to turn his back as the little monster lept at him and it was Gwendolyn’s staff that smashed the thing to the ground with a sickly sound.  Bob glanced at Talli, to see how she was faring and noticed that the red stone was now pressed against the clamp clinging to her clit. The girl was grinding her hips.

“Keep going,” Bob urged. Then he glanced at Talli as she pushed herself up against him, trying to rub her pussy against his hip. “No, not you, Talli. Florentino.” He pushed her away, his eyes glancing down to watch as the ruby moved away from Talli’s clit and the sapphire was rising up closer. Talli whimpered.

Florentino continued down the passageway. A minute later he stopped. “There is a very large, open cavern ahead.”

“How can you tell?” Gwendolyn asked from the back.

Florentino blinked. “Because I am a rock giant?”

Bob sighed in exasperation. Then he grinned. “Okay, dungeon bingo?”

Morlok frowned.

Gwendolyn rolled her eyes. “I do not like this game.”

Talli looked over at the mage in confusion as Gwen sighed and shook her head. “Skeevers,” the druid replied with a shrug. Bob grinned and looked at the swordsman.

Morlok took a long time to answer, but eventually spoke. “Bats,” the swordsman added.

“Wow, Morlok,” Bob said cheerfully. “That’s original. I think there will be more goblins.”

Gwendolyn rolled her eyes. “Cheater.” Bob shrugged. Then he looked at Florentino.

Florentino paused thoughtfully. “A slagilith,” he replied. Everyone looked at the rock giant with skepticism.

“What the hell is a slagilith?” Bob asked with a surprised look.

“It is a kind of rock monster,” Florentino explained. “It is a sort of primitive golem imbued with an elemental spirit. They are not difficult to defeat, provided that you have a pickaxe. I would also advise wearing Rings of Recoil. They tend to drop adamantite ore, and occasionally uncut diamonds or rubies when killed”

Everyone stared at the rock giant. Even Talli, who’s hips were still twitching.

Bob frowned. “Ooookay. Everyone got their pickaxes?”

Gwendolyn snorted and looked away. “Florentino has a vivid imagination. He’s also never right.”

Morlok shook his head. “I do not have a pickaxe,” he said.

“That would seem to be a minor problem,” Florentino said politely.

Talli snorted and began laughing silently. The rock giant looked over at the naked girl in confusion.

Gwendolyn started chuckling. “A miner problem...” she repeated, getting the joke. Talli, still gagged, looked like she was having a conniption and Gwendolyn patted her on the back.

“I do not understand,” Florentino said, still not getting it. He looked at Morlok, who shook his head.

Bob waved his hand, grinning. “I’ll explain it to you some other time,” he said. “Until then, you’ll need a pickaxe.”

“Pickaxe?” Florentino asked again, still confused.

The mage grinned. “Because it’s a miner problem. Get it?”

Florentino shook his head.

Bob waved his hand. “Okay. Just be prepared for whatever is up ahead. Might be skeevers. Might be bats. Might be goblins. I want everyone to be ready.”

“We don’t need to be ready for a slagilith?” Florentino asked curiously.

The mage sighed. “Florentino, have you ever won Dungeon Bingo? Ever?”

The rock giant looked down and scuffed his foot against the rough floor. “No, Robert.”

Bob smiled and patted the rock giant on the back. “It’s not that I doubt you, it’s just... you always pick the least likeliest thing that will want to kill us. Remember Castle Amber? Or how about the sinister secret in Saltmarsh? Or the Reavers in Harkenwold? Huh? Did you get Dungeon Bingo right any of those times?”

“No Robert,” Florentino agreed.

“Which is why I’m not pulling out pickaxes for everyone.” He glanced around. “Okay. Everyone ready? Talli? Are you on the edge?”

Talli, eyes brimming with lust and need, nodded desperately. Her entire body was quivering and the clamps on her enlarged nipples and clit seemed to shake.

“Okay then,” Bob declared. “Everyone get their pickaxe ready. Let's deal with the slagilith.”

“But you said…”

“Never mind, Florentino. Go.”

They crept forward, the darkness enfolding around them until the giant’s crystal light seemed to disappear, unable to bridge the empty space before them. There was a chittering sound, a rush of wind, and something huge flew through Florentino’s light. Talli jerked back, almost bumping into Gwnedolyn and the rock giant moved the light downward when he realized he was standing on a ledge. The floor of the cavern moved and as the white light illuminated the bottom, the sea of skeevers moved with a sickening wave. On the far side came the shout of a goblin and within a second a spear was hurled at Florentino, who batted it out of the air with a raised fist.

“No slagilith,” Bob said cheerfully, looking down into the crevasse. “But that’s still a crap ton of rats.”

“And bats,” added Florentino, glancing up.

“And goblins,” spat Gwendolyn, pointing across the cavern.

Oh my...


Chapter Nine: Dungeon Bingo and a Prize

In seconds, the rats surged forward and only the fact that there was a fifteen foot vertical cliff between the skeevers and Talli’s toes, kept them from being reached. They immediately realized the real threat was across the pit, where the goblins on the other side were screeching in fury, pointing at the party. Morlok spun in front of Gwnedolyn and Talli, his sword flicking through the air, knocking two more spears away.

“Back into the tunnel!” Bob shouted, pushing Talli backward. She stumbled in the still unfamiliar high heels, but was caught by Gwendolyn, who kept her upright as they shuffled backward. Florentino finally found shelter with the rest of them and Talli was shocked to see he was bleeding again, this time to a cut on the right bicep. He paid it no mind though and looked over at the mage.

“The passageway we need is on the lower level, to the right,” he said apologetically.

Bob groaned. “Where the rats are?”

The rock giant nodded. “There is a gate there. Gwendowlyn should be able to open it. Getting to it will be a problem. The goblins on the far side will be able to hurl additional projectiles at us while we are dealing with the rats.”

Gwendolyn leaned forward and looked right at Bob. “For the record, both Morlok and I won Dungeon Bingo.”

Bob gave her an irritated look. “Yeah. Whatever.” Morlok leaned in, a satisfied expression on his face. “Yes! I got it,” Bob insisted. “You both won Dungeon Bingo. But those bats aren’t going to try to eat us, okay?” He ran a hand through his hair, clearly thinking. He looked at Gwendolyn.

“Can you poison them, or do something to them? You know, druidic magic?”

Her eyebrow went up. “You want me to cast a poison cloud, in a contained space, with us at the top?”

Bob hesitated. “It’s just a guess here, but I get the feeling that you aren’t enthusiastic about the idea.”

“What clued you in?” Gwendolyn asked. “The sarcastic tone?”

Bob smiled. “Well, if you have any bright ideas, I’d love to hear them.”

She shook her head. “There are over a thousand rats down there, Bob. Yes, I could poison them all, and eventually they’d die. Long after the five of us expired. Unless you’re going to also cast some magic to keep the gas from getting to us.”

Bob grimaced. “So, we’re back to me doing something.” He clapped his hands together thoughtfully. “Alright. I can handle this.”

Everyone looked at him expectantly. Then they all glanced at Talli.

“This will be number four,” Gwendolyn reminded him sternly.

Bob gave her a glare. “I can count,” he retorted. “I planned for eight in total.”

Florentino gave the mage a look. “Robert, technically you planned for six. The other two orgasms are our safety margin. And that was with Ilea.”

Bob nodded and began rummaging in his pack. “I’m aware of that.” He let out a grunt of triumph and pulled out a piece of wood planking that was approximately three feet long and six inches wide. “Perfect.”

Morlok eyed the board skeptically, but wisely kept his mouth shut.

“What is your plan, Robert?” Florentino asked curiously, glancing at the timber.

The mage smiled. “How many skeevers can you fight at one time, Florentino?”

The rock mage shrugged. “Ten, maybe eleven. But there are hundreds in that pit. Maybe even thousands. They will swarm me. I’m afraid this is up to you. You’ll have to kill them all.”

Bob held up a finger. “A wise mage once said that the enemy of my enemy is my friend.” He paused for a second. “Though honestly that may not apply here, since I’m pretty sure that rats would be just as happy to kill and eat us as they would the goblins.” He handed the board to the rock giant. “When I tell you, throw the board up in the air toward the ledge where the goblins are. I need it to land with one end in the pit and the other end on the ledge”

Florentino nodded and took the plank.

Gwendolyn’s eyes narrowed. “It isn’t big enough,” she said in confusion. “It will just fall into the pit with the rats.”

Bob ignored the comment and looked over at the swordsman. “Morlok, I want you to come out with me on the ledge. Your job is to keep me from becoming a pin cushion.” He looked at the druid. “You can keep an eye on our rear.”

Gwen shrugged and turned, looking back down the hall. .

Then Bob turned toward Talli, who was quivering again as the ruby slid up closer and closer to her clitoris. “And you, my darling little cumslut, get to explode for us!” He tugged her chain, moved behind her, and wrapped his arms around Talli. She crooned as his hand slid around to her backside and he began spanking her bottom with sharp slaps. Every few blows he would grab her butt cheek, squeezing hard. Talli quivered, shaking from the sensation. But then Bob slid his hand down between her legs and she gasped, the sound muted entirely by the gag she had jammed between her teeth. The clamps of engorgement swung from her nipples and her breasts seemed to heave as Bob’s finger slid into her slit, playing with her.

“She is close,” warned Florentino.

“That’s the point,” Bob said roughly, still finger fucking Talli. “I can feel her trembling. Are we ready?”

Everyone nodded except Talli. She swooned, struggling to achieve the climax offered. “Here we go,” Bob warned. He began rubbing his thumb against the clamp on Talli’s clitoris and she froze in his arms, stiffening as a surge of sensory overload rushed through her loins. Her back arched as her vision swam and colors and sounds seemed to blossom around her. Wave upon wave of need turned into hot pleasure and even the throbbing of her nipples and clit added to the overall force.

Bob knew what she needed though, to push her over the edge. He grabbed hold of the clamp on her clit and pulled, stretching her clit even as he twisted. She opened her mouth to scream, the gag catching every sound and then fire laced through her veins, ripping her open as the orgasm tore its way out of her.

“NOW!” Shouted Bob as Talli began squirting, her hips jerking violently as the orgasm overwhelmed her. Florentino threw the small plank through the air, but Bob darted out onto the ledge, shot one hand out, muttering a single word and as the wooden board sailed across the cavern, above the rats, it suddenly increased in size.

By a thousand.

A massive timber the size of a huge oak tree crashed into the ledge where the goblins were scurrying, crushing two of them and knocking a handful into the skeever pit. The rats, kept hungry, attacked in a heartbeat, devouring not only the goblins that fell, but a few of their fellows that had been smashed flat by the end of the board. It took only another half a minute for the rats to realize that what little food had fallen into the pit was gone.

But there was now a way to get more food.

The skeevers surged up the board, their clawed toes having no problem with the wood. A mass of rodents gained the ledge and in seconds tore into the few remaining goblins. Then the skeevers moved into the tunnel, rushing through them in a horde, searching for their next meal.

Bob grinned and looked back. Talli had sagged and Gwendolyn had grabbed her. He hurried over, taking her from the druid. “Skeevers are one of the few things that will eat goblins,” he told Gwendolyn.

Florentino looked down at the empty pit. “Robert, is there not a chance that we will encounter the skeevers on our way back up?”

Gwendolyn and Morlok gave the mage a dark look and Bob rolled his eyes “Well... yes. But in smaller numbers,” he said assuredly. “And they probably won’t be as hungry, right?”

Everyone sort of looked sideways at the mage. Bob let out a frustrated sigh, then reached up and loosened the ball gag in Talli’s mouth. “How ya’ doing, sweetheart?” He asked.

Talli’s eyes were slightly unfocused and she swayed. “I’m… I’m good,” she whispered, still clearly lost in a daze of sexual euphoria. Bob nodded and reached up.

“This might hurt, just a tiny bit,” he said, only to pinch the clamps attached to Talli’s nipples. They came off and Talli let out a mewl of pain as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips of her breasts. At the same time, both boobs shrank down to their original size as the engorgement charm faded. The rope harness Gwendolyn had tied now hung loosely and Talli shrugged, stretching.

“Here, let me get that,” Bob said. He untied her wrists and she brought her arms forward, rubbing them.

“Thank you,” she said honestly. Bob grinned.

“You’re doing great by the way. Four orgasms in two hours is pretty good!”

Talli blinked, unsure how to respond to that. She shifted her weight back and forth, stretching. Bob glanced down at her pussy and noticed that the ruby was back up near the clamp on her clit. “How sensitive are you?”

“Sensitive?” Talli asked, not sure what the mage was asking.

“Yeah,” Bob said. “Sensitive. You know. Your clit. If I let Florentino lick you like a lollipop, how many licks would it take to get to your creamy center?”

Talli looked at the mage in bewilderment. “What’s a lollipop?”

Gwendolyn shook her head. “That’s just sad,” she said. “Come on Florentino. Let’s go look at the gate.” She tilted her head and looked right at Bob. “You. Do something about that.” She pointed at Tali.

Bob blinked. “What? Get her aroused again?”

“The lollipop, Bob. You can’t let her die without having a lollipop.” Gwendolyn jumped off the ledge into the arms of the rock giant, who had simply slipped down the vertical slope. Bob looked over at the swordsman who stood there silently, his blank eyes unblinking. Finally Bob grabbed his pack, rustled in it, and came out with a paper wrapped wand. It was at least eight inches long and as thick as one of Florentino’s fingers. He held it up, pulled the paper off it, and handed it to Talli.

“Here,” he said roughly.

“What is it?” Talli asked suspiciously.

“It’s a lollipop,” Bob replied. “Different fruit flavors with a cream center. Suck on the tip and when its somewhat smooth and slick, stick it in your pussy and fuck yourself with it. Then put it back in your mouth”

Morlok’s eyebrow went up.

Talli took the sweet, peeled the paper off, and then gave it a tentative lick. Instantly her eyes widened and she took the whole thing into her mouth.

“Make sure your teeth don’t touch it,” Bob told her.

Talli pulled it out. “Why?”

His lips pressed together in a surly expression. “Practice. Now stick it in your pussy. Pump it two or three times, then put it back in your mouth.”

Talli gulped. “Wouldn’t that… change the flavor?”

He grinned. “Definitely.”

She brought the lollipop down between her legs as Bob looked over the ledge to see the druid pushing a small seed into the ancient lock. Gwendolyn waved her hands and it looked like nothing was happening. Behind him, Talli pushed the hard phallic shaped sweet up inside herself and groaned as instant pleasure surged through her. She did the three thrusts as Bob had suggested, but discovered she didn’t want to stop. She tilted backward, her spine against the rock wall as she began to masturbate herself. It wasn’t until she groaned that Bob looked back, just a little aghast.

“Whoa! No exploding yet!” He blurted out, grabbing her wrist and yanking the candy phallus out of her slick slit. “Suck it. Suck it!” He urged. She brought the lollipop up to her mouth and the tangy flavor of her own cum mixed with the sweetness and pleasure surged through her. She sucked hard, cleaning the full length of the pop until her own flavoring was gone. Then she jammed the stick right back up into her pussy. This time though, she only pumped twice, making sure that the entire pop was covered with her goo, before bringing it back up to her mouth.

Bob let out a sigh and looked back down into the pit. A small green vine was growing out of the lock. “Can you hurry it up?” He called down.

Gwendolyn looked back up at the mage. “No,” she said in disgust. “Unlike your magic, mine comes from the earth itself.”

“Mine comes from the earth,” Bob said defensively. “Just via unusual avenues.” He glanced at Talli, who was now moving the lollipop from pussy to mouth as if she were using a tool to eat herself out. “I mean, what’s more natural than a mother whose body is being used to create energy?”

Tallula blinked and the lollipop froze between her mouth and pussy. “Mother?” She whispered. Bob turned and muttered a bad word. He hurried back over to the naked woman. 

“Talli,” he said sternly. “Put the lollipop in your pussy.”

She looked at him. “But you said…”

He nodded, grinning. “I know. I know. A slip of the tongue. Do you want to cum again? You do. Don’t you?”

Tallula looked down at Florentino, her eyes focusing, clearing. “I want… I want…” Her voice sounded tiny and confused.

Bob reached into his pocket and pulled out one of the vibration stones. He gestured with his other hand and suddenly both of Tallula’s wrists were pulled upward. She gasped, eyes starting to clear. “Wait,” she whispered. “No. This isn’t… it’s not…” Her eyes widened. “My children!” She stammered. But then she groaned as he pressed the magical construct against her sex. The vibrations overwhelmed the clamp and suddenly Talli shuddered, eyes once more going unfocused. Bob let out a sigh of relief, but held the stone against her pussy.

“Yeah, okay,” he said. He reached down and freed her clit from the clamp and a second later she was rocking her hips urgently, clearly working herself back up into a froth. He let her do that for a moment, then pulled the stone away. “You, my dear, are very naughty.” He reached into his robes again and pulled out the small flogger. She looked at him, panting roughly, her hips twitching. “Want this?” He held up the stone. She nodded desperately.

“Ten strokes of the whip,” he told her. “Still want it?”

Talli didn’t even hesitate. She licked her lips and arched her back. Bob swung the flogger, but not very hard. The leather straps snapped against Talli’s nipples and she mewled, but not in pain. It was very clear she liked the intensity and sting of the whip. He delivered the full set, then cupped the stone in his palm and once more pressed it to her groin.

“Lollipop,” Morlok said in Bob’s ear, startling the mage.

“Damn it!” Bob said, jumping and shaking the flogger in Morlok’s direction. “Don’t sneak up on me like that!” He looked at Talli, who was ignoring the entire exchange, her body still responding to the stone in Bob’s hand.

“What about the lollipop?” Bob asked. Morlok tapped his chest and looked hopeful. Bob blinked in surprise.

“You want the lollipop?” Bob asked incredulously. “Do you know where that thing has been?”

Morlok nodded. The mage reached up, grabbed the lollipop out of her fingers, and then handed it to Morlok. “Here. Whatever.”

Morlok stared at it for a moment. Then slowly pushed Bob aside.

“What are you doing?” Bob asked, giving the swordsman a bewildered look. “Wait. Are you wanting to push it into her?”

Morlok nodded.

“Just so we are clear here,” Bob asked, somewhat dismayed. “You want to push that lollipop into Talli, into her pussy, and then suck on it?” Bob asked somewhat incredulously. Morlok nodded, his face darkly serious.

Bob stood there flabbergasted. “Morlok, I’ve known you for three years. I’ve had seven vessels in that time, representing four different races, with ages spanning a mere eighteen years of age all the way to one hundred and eleven. I’ve had brunettes, blondes, orc green and even a redhead. You have never, not once, despite multiple offers, made any kind of request. Not even the simple act of getting your cock sucked. And now, in a dungeon, you want a Talli flavored lollipop?”

Morlok didn’t reply. He just looked at the mage. Finally Bob shrugged. “Yeah. I mean hell, whatever.” He pulled his hand away from Talli’s pussy. The stone was slick and wet and Talli whimpered. Morlok stepped up to her and then with a fencer’s graceful thrust, slid the narrow candy wand up into her sex. He wriggled it around as she gasped, eyes widening, her pussy tightening, then pulled it free.

“Finally!” Gwendolyn announced with enthusiasm. Bob turned and saw that the lock had shattered, vine roots growing out of it. Florentino reached up, grabbed the iron gate and tugged. It opened with an ominous creak and he shined a light down into the darkness.

“I can feel the tankard,” he announced. “We go this way.”

Bob nodded. “Come get us,” he said. He turned back to the swordsman, who had stuck the lollipop in his mouth and was already sliding his blackclad body over the side of the ledge. Talli, who was still bound by her hands above her head, whimpered in need. The mage smiled. “You sure ripen quick,” he said with a pleased look. He raised the flogger and gave her breasts another few snaps. Talli gasped and whined, arching her back.

“Robert?” Florentino said from just a few feet away. Bob turned and looked to see Florentino’s head just a few feet lower than the ledge.

“Okay, okay,” Bob muttered. He gestured with his hand and Talli’s wrists came free of the invisible bonds. She sagged, one hand going straight down to her pussy.

“Oh no,” Bob said, making another gesture. “None of that.” Talli’s hands were both drawn upward, just under her breasts, as if chains were connecting her wrists cuffs to her collar.

“Please,” she groaned, whimpering and looking at him desperately. “Please fuck me?”

Bob hesitated. He took a deep breath, as if he was struggling for control.

“Please?” Talli begged. “You did it before. That first time. I need it. I want it!”

The mage frowned. “Talli, let me assure you, that you are one of the most erotic and sexually intense vessels I’ve ever had the pleasure of tormenting to orgasm. But I also don’t want to screw up a good thing. As much as I would love to fuck you silly, I can’t risk it.” He grabbed her arm and pushed her forward. “Here, jump into Florentino’s arms.”

The rock giant held out his hands. “Jump, Talli.”

She didn’t even hesitate and jumped. Florentino caught her easily and then set her down on the floor of the cave. She moaned, dancing just a bit as the tongues licking her arches along the bottom of her shoes swirled. Morlok stepped up to her and she immediately spread her legs. The swordsman dipped the lollipop into her sex again and for a moment she moaned loudly. Then, as Bob made the descent, Morlok pulled the sweet away and stuck it back into his mouth.

They all walked over to the passageway. Gwendolyn looked up, saw Morlok, and frowned. “Bob,” she said in a chiding voice. “I said to give Talli the lollipop.”

Everyone looked at Bob. “I did.” He looked at Morlok. “Gwendolyn is worried that Talli isn’t getting the full experience.”

Morlok nodded, popped the lollipop out of his mouth, and then calmly bent at the waist and pushed it up between Talli’s legs. It slid into her slit and she groaned passionately.

Gwendolyn stared in astonishment as Morlok pulled the lollipop back out and popped it in his mouth. She shook her head as Bob stuck his head into the tunnel.

“Gods,” Bob winced. “That reeks!”

Talli blinked. She couldn’t smell anything.

Bob looked over at the Rock Giant. “I’m beginning to think that we should have gone the other way.”

Florentino frowned. “While this does seem roundabout, I assure you that it is safer. Geologically at least.”

Even Gwendolyn seemed bothered by the stench. “Not for our sense of smell,” she groused.

Florentino raised his crystal, shining a beam of light down into the darkness. The tunnel looked damp and slimy. There were even skeever bones lying against the walls, picked clean and almost bleached.

Morlok kicked at one carcass, the lollipop still in his mouth.

“Alright, everyone,” Bob replied. “Let’s just get this done.”

The rock giant led the way, followed by Bob, then Talli. The corridor was too narrow for Bob to walk next to the naked girl, but he glanced back frequently to check on her. Gwendolyn came behind and Morlok ghosted in and out of the shadows at the rear, clearly making sure they weren’t followed. Twice, Talli almost slipped but was caught by Gwendolyn, who shook her head ruefully.

“I know those shoes are a requirement, but they’re ridiculous, no matter how sexy it makes your butt look.”

Talli blinked. “My bottom looks sexy?”

Gwen grinned. “Shocked? Surprised I might find you attractive?” The old woman shrugged. “I’m not dead,” she retorted.

Talli shook her head. “It’s not your age! It’s that… that you’re…”

“A woman?” Gwen asked. “Oh dear, you are provincial, aren’t you?” She shook her head. “If you survive this I’m going to take you to my bedroll one of these evenings and teach you some things about your own gender you might not know. Men are dimwits. They think with their cocks and are all about practicality and competency. That has its merits, but women add in some other flavors. Like artistry, passion, and detail. Trust me. When I’m done with you, you’ll think twice about asking Florentino for another fuck when there are better options.”

As they walked, the corridor widened out and suddenly they emerged into a large cavern. It wasn’t as big as the pit where the skeevers had been held, but the passageway disappeared right into the water. Another opening in the cavern was on the opposite side of the pool.

“Florentino,” Bob said with irritation.

“I’m a rock giant,” Florentino said quietly. “Not a water giant. I did not sense this pool.”

Gwendolyn looked at the black water. “There’s something in it,” she said ominously.

Bob, who had put down his pack and started rifling through it, looked up. “Like what?”

The druid shook her head. She squatted down, holding her hand over the still pool, being careful not to touch the water. “I’m not sure.”

Bob gave Florentino a sly look. “Maybe it’s a slagilith,” he sniggered. Florentino ignored him.

“Don’t touch the water,” Morlok intoned solemnly between licks.

Bob looked up at the swordsman. “What? Why?”

Morlok shrugged. “Don’t touch the water.”

Bob snorted, stuck his hand, then arm, then entire head into the bag. He grunted loudly. “Damn! This is heavy!” He tugged and suddenly the bow of a freaking rowboat appeared. It wasn’t very wide, or long, and would only fit two people. Talli watched in astonishment as he pulled the entire damn thing out of his bag, shoving the tip toward the pool. The front of the boat hit the water, splashing noisily, and everyone froze, sucking in a breath.

Nothing happened.

“See?” Bob said, looking at the swordsman with a sneer. “Nothing.” He stuck his hand in the water and splashed. “Don’t touch the water,” he intoned solemnly, clearly making fun of Morlok. “Sheesh.” Bob shook the water off his hand and then pulled an oar out of his bag, along with a long hemp rope.

Morlok frowned. “The boat is only big enough for two.” He glanced at Florentino. “Or one.”

Bob rolled his eyes. “Okay. We tie the rope on the end so it can be pulled back over to this side.”

“Where are you getting all of this stuff?” Talli suddenly asked, looking at the leather pack.

Gwendolyn chortled. “Bob’s bag of holding?” She asked. “It’s an old mage’s trick.”

Florentino shook his head. “It is not a bag of holding.”

Bob grimaced. “That’s a conversation for another day.” He clapped his hands together and then rubbed them enthusiastically. “Okay. Here’s how we do this. Florentino goes first. Once he’s on the other side I’ll take Talli across. Then Gwendolyn and Morlok on the final trip. Any objections?”

No one said anything and Florentino got into the boat. He filled it almost completely and the oar looked ridiculously small in his hand. Bob tied the rope to the stern and Morlok grabbed the end of the rope. Then both men pushed the boat and the rock giant completely into the still water. Everyone waited for a moment. Florentino looked around warily. Nothing happened.

They all watched the rock giant slowly paddle his way across the pool toward the other side. Talli stood there apprehensively. She kept expecting something to surge up out of the water, exploding with violence and ripping Florentino out of the boat. But he made it to the other side without happenstance. He climbed out of the boat, set the crystal on the shore so that it illuminated the water, and put the oar back in.

Morlok pulled the boat back and Bob smiled. “See? Nothing to worry about,” he declared. Gwen gave him a skeptical look. The mage held out his hand to Talli. “Come my dear. Time for a little sail.” She took his hand and climbed into the boat. “You sit here in front of me.”

Talli sat down and grasped both sides of the gunwale, holding on.

“It’s weird, not wearing clothes,” she said as Bob started paddling, humming under his breath. Bob let out a soft chuckle.

“You’ll get used to it. Besides, I like seeing you like this.” He paddled out into the center of the pool and nothing happened. “See? Everything’s fine,” Bob said. Talli nodded as Florentino smiled. Talli couldn’t help herself. She waved at the rock giant. Then they passed the midline and Bob picked up speed, heading for the safety of the far side.

It made no difference whatsoever.

A huge, thick, slimy tentacle exploded out of the water, splashing the mage and his magical vessel. Talli screamed, scrambling back as a second tentacle slammed down on the edge of the boat.

“FUCK!” Bob roared, lifting the oar and slashing down, smacking another writhing arm. His hand shot out and a barely visible magic missile sizzled against a fourth tentacle, but it did almost no damage, only leaving an angry scorch mark.

“Bob!” Talli screamed, tipping backward into the bottom of the boat. Her left leg was hauled up into the air and she was suddenly dangling upside down, several feet above the boat. Then she was swung out over the water.

“Talli!” Florentino roared. He jumped into the water and started swimming toward them.

Three more tentacles rose up and grabbed Talli’s body. Writhing arms wrapped around her elbows, then her ankles and she was opened up. Talli screamed as another tentacle, this one oddly shaped, rose between her outstretched thighs. Before Bob could do more than cast another magic missile, the thing plunged itself right into Talli’s sodden slit, penetrating deeply.

Talli’s scream didn’t quite sound the same as the first one.

“Robert! Do something!” Florentino shouted, still swimming. He wasn’t very good at it, lumbering forward through the water. Clearly it was deep.

“What?” Demanded the mage helplessly, gesturing wildly. “She has to fucking cum for me to do anything!” He glanced up, noticing that Talli was now being violently fucked by one of the tentacles. In fact, both of her breasts were also being squeezed and some sort of suckers had attached themselves to her nipples. Talli cried out again, but clearly not in terror. Her feet kicked as her toes curled and she arched her back and thrust forward as the monster ravished her.

“Oh,” Bob said stupidly. “Well, yeah. Maybe I’ll get the opportunity.”

From the opposite shore Gwendolyn fired some sort of green energy at the arms holding up Talli and they writhed. A fresh tentacle exploded out of the water near the far shore, clearly intent on smashing the druid, but was sliced into multiple writhing chunks by a very reactive Morlok. The creature shuddered and for the first time, they all saw its body emerge from the water. Two huge eyes looked at them with fury and the beak-like mouth snapped angrily.

Florentino grabbed hold of the boat and looked over at the beast. “Robert! It’s a garatu! You have to save her!”

The mage sucked in a breath, waiting. “I’m going to! Just… just be ready. Okay?”

Florentino blinked and nodded, kicking in the water. Gwendolyn fired another blast of druidic magic and the garatu roared in the small cavern. Talli screamed as she was wrenched in different directions.

“No one attack it!” Bob roared. “Just let it have her!”

From the shoreline. “Are you mad?” Gwendolyn yelled from across the water..

Bob threw an angry look at the druid. “Trust me!”

Talli screamed again, her body rippling as another tentacle ripped the butt plug out of her ass. The steel dropped into the water and Bob winced. Then the slimy appendage probed Talli’s bottom, pushing into her open back end. In seconds both her ass and pussy were stuffed, writhing stalks swirling and thrusting in and out of her body. A third tentacle pushed into her mouth and she started sucking, gagging as it went deep.

“Well, you don’t see that every day,” Bob said blankly.

Suddenly Talli stiffened. Her eyes closed and her entire body froze. Then she quivered violently and fluids started gushing out from between her legs. The monster moved her directly over its mouth and Bob shouted out in triumph as the energy of her orgasm was channeled straight to him.

“Now it’s my turn!” He exclaimed. He threw his hand out, muttering a few choice words and something flashed in the cavern. The squid-like monster suddenly thrashed, twisting violently and Talli screamed as the tentacles in her pussy, ass and mouth suddenly were pulled free. She fell abruptly, splashing down into the water with a cry and Florentino dove, heading for her. Gwendolyn fired another sickly green bolt, but it splashed off the tentacle that was headed straight for her. She dodged to the left and gasped as the slimy arm smashed against the rock… and shattered. Into rock.

More of the creature began to freeze as Bob’s spell turned flesh to stone and it only managed a few more thrashes before it sank to the bottom of the pool, a finely carved marble statue. Florentino came to the surface, gasping, Talli in his arms. He swam toward the other side and pushed the trembling, fully fucked girl onto the stone out of the water. She coughed up a bit of water and then lay there. Bob sat back down in the boat with a thud and let out a weak laugh.

“Yeah. Like that. Hey Florentino!” He shouted angrily.

The rock giant looked out over the water. “Yes, Robert?”

“Can you sense it now that it’s stone?” Bob crowed. “I beat it. Me. And you know what?” The mage asked. “It was well-armed.”

Florentino paused. “Well… armed.”

Bob nodded gleefully, waving both his arms. “Get it? Multiple arms?” The rock giant frowned at the mage, then sighed. Florentino went to Talli’s side and checked on her.

“Well-armed?” Morlok asked the druid.

Gwendolyn sighed. “You aren’t missing much,” she muttered. She pointed to the oar, which was floating just a few feet away and Morlok used his sword to snag it and bring it to shore.

“What I don’t understand,” said Bob, pulling another oar out of his bag and continuing toward Florentino, “is why it went for Talli?” The rock giant helped Bob get out, then shoved the boat hard, back toward the other side. The rope trailed in the water and Bob watched with an upturned eyebrow.

“Hey, are you saying we didn't need the rope?” He asked ruefully.

Florentino shrugged, then gestured at the naked girl. “Talli appears none the worse for wear.”

Bob glanced down at Talli. She let out a groan and then wrapped her arms around herself, only to start shuddering. None of them noticed the way her hips began thrusting.

“Sorry,” Bob said to the rock giant.

Florentino nodded politely as across the pool Gwendolyn and Morlok got into the boat. “There does not appear to be any harm done. Talli appears to have survived the encounter.”

Bob nodded. “Five orgasms. Two and a half hours. You have to admit, that’s impressive.”

Florentino nodded. “Indeed. She is keeping up with Ilea’s previous statistical performance.”

Bob grinned. “And have you noticed Talli doesn’t give me as much lip?”

“Ilea did have a gift for sarcasm,” the rock giant admitted. “And she disliked you intensely.” Bob gave the giant a surprised look, but then shrugged.

“I can sometimes be difficult,” he admitted.

Gwendolyn, who sat at the front of the row boat closing in on the rocky shore, nodded. “Actually, you are difficult most of the time,” she assured the mage.

“Hey!”

Then the boat rocked up against the ledge. Gwendolyn stepped out, followed by Morlok, who started to lift one end of the boat so that the stern began filling with water.

“What are you doing?” Bob spluttered.

“We don’t want it to be used,” Gwendolyn said darkly. “And we cannot leave it here. This way they will think the beast is still in the water.

“But what if we have to use it?” Bob asked, just a bit upset, watching as the boat started to sink.

The swordsman ignored the mage’s question and as soon as the rowboat had fully disappeared, Gwendolyn asked. “Can you put it back in the bag?”

Bob groaned. “Not now that you sank it!” He said angrily. “Damn. I liked that boat.” He stalked over to Talli and bent down over the girl.

Talli’s eyes were closed and she was breathing steadily, but one hand was now between her legs and Bob was more than a little surprised to find that she had two fingers in her slit, curling and pumping them. He tapped her on the shoulder and she opened her eyes to look at him.

“Talli,” Bob started to say, “I appreciate your eagerness to get aroused again, but you should let your pussy rest a minute or two before…” but she reached up and grabbed him, hauling the startled mage down on top of her.

“Oh my!” Gwendolyn said as Talli rolled, throwing her leg over Bob, her hips churning. Bob squealed as her wet hands dug at his robes, then the trousers underneath, and his granite like prick suddenly came into view.

“Talli! No!” Bob shouted as her fingers aimed his cock at her cunt, and she impaled herself on his shaft. He groaned, closing his eyes, but before she could pump more than a few times Florentino hauled her off the mage, the girl squirming and fighting. Then Florentino realized she was trying to get the rock giant’s cock free so she could impale herself on him.

“Robert?” Florentino said with concern, slightly unsure of himself.

Bob rolled, a look of urgent desperation on his face. He jammed his hands down between his legs, his cock so rigid and hard that he looked like he was in pain. “Gwen! It’s… poison! Or something!” His eyes widened as his shaft bobbed, his hand wrapped around the pulsing, granite like post. “Probably the something, because right now Morlok looks incredibly fuckable,” he gasped.

Morlok drew his sword with a panicked expression and Gwendolyn glanced at Florentino, who was still struggling with Talli. She shook her head and went for Bob first. She held out her hand over him as she dropped to her knees and the mage hugged himself, struggling to control the urge to grab the old woman and fuck her brains out.

“Finding me attractive now, are we?” Gwendolyn said as a green glow began coming from her hand.

Bob grit his teeth. “Always… found… you… attractive.”

The druid laughed as the green energy around her hands began to spread over the mage. “I was a looker in my younger days,” she assured Bob.

“Still… are… a… looker,” Bob managed to grunt. Then he gasped and he started to relax. His exposed cock suddenly spurted a glob of thick white cream and then went flaccid. “Ohhh…” he groaned, shuddering. “Damn it to hell.”

“Um, Gwendolyn?” Florentino asked with some urgency. Talli sat cradled in his arms, trying desperately to force his fingers into her cunt. It was clearly a fight. The druid rose and moved up, her hands still glowing, and pressed them right to Talli’s pussy. The girl cried out as Gwen slid two fingers into her pussy and then Talli jerked, her entire body rippling. Talli grabbed Gwen’s wrist and began forcibly thrusting the druid’s hand into her pussy. Gwen pulled just long enough to bring her slick fingers together and suddenly the old woman’s entire hand was inside the girl. Talli went nuts, trying to spread her legs even wider as Gwen began pumping her hand in and out of Talli’s gaping wide hole.

“YES! Oh GODS YES!” Screamed Talli.

“No, Gwen,” Bob said weakly. “Don’t let her…”

Fluids exploded out from between Talli’s legs, splattering the druid’s robes. Talli’s toes curled and she shuddered, hips still pumping against Gwen’s hand. Her head snapped back as she cried out in ecstasy. Again.

“Cum,” the mage finished ruefully.

“That’s six,” Florentino said with satisfaction as Talli slumped, eyes unfocused, a line of drool dripping from the corner of her mouth. Gwen pulled her hand away, shaking it as Talli’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head. Then Talli passed out, her head falling to lay softly against Florentino’s shoulder.


Chapter Ten - Uplifting Arousal and Runes

“Talli,” Bob said again, shaking the girl lightly on the shoulder. She lay on a soft bedroll, which the mage had pulled out of his pack. Gwendolyn knelt on the other side, one hand extended as she poured healing magic into the girl. Bob looked up, concern written large on his face. “What’s wrong with her?”

Gwen frowned. “Nothing really. But that last orgasm overwhelmed her nervous system. She’ll recuperate, but anything remotely resembling sexual arousal was pretty much used up. It’s almost like you have a fresh slate again.”

Bob rocked back, looking frustrated. “Seriously? I spent almost two days getting her riled up for this campaign!” He pursed his lips and blew out an aggrieved breath. “Fucking krakens. Too bad I killed it,” he muttered.

Florentino, who was standing over Tallula’s head, looked over at the mage. “It was a cave garatu. Why are you disappointed that you had to kill it?”

Bob glanced up at the rock giant. “You didn’t feel the arousal. It was incredible. Intense. If we could have found a way to harvest the stuff that thing injected into Talli, and bottled it, we could have made millions.”

Florentino cocked his head to the side. “How would you harvest it?”

Bob shrugged. “I don’t know! We’d have found a way! Maybe bait it with Talli and then find a way to suck the stuff out of her or something.”

Gwendolyn looked up. “Robert, it was addictive.”

The mage blinked. “Addictive?”

The druid nodded. “It’s not the kind of thing you can bottle and sell.”

Bob scratched his head. “Why the hell not?” He demanded.

Florentino coughed politely. “Creating an addictive drug that induces non-stop sexual activity would undoubtedly have negative effects on society.”

“Like… how bad are we talking?” Bob asked hopefully.

Gwendolyn frowned. “People would fuck instead of eat, you nitwit.”

“Oh,” Bob replied. “Well, that does put a damper on the idea,” he admitted.

Gwendolyn shook her head. “Not to mention the problem of trying to farm a kraken that lives in the depths of a goblin cave. We might as well try to find a magic tankard that turns piss into wine.”

Florentino chuckled.

Bob glared at the rock giant. “No one likes a smart ass, Florentino.” He looked back at Tallula. “So what do we do about her?” He asked Gwen. “We don’t have time to let her sleep.”

“She’s not sleeping,” the druid retorted. “She’s unconscious.”

“What’s the difference?” Bob asked with a snort, then held out his hand before Gwendolyn decided to rip off his head. “At least for our purposes.”

Gwen rolled her eyes, held a hand out over Tallula’s forehead, and then whispered a few barely audible words. Tallula’s eyelids flickered and then snapped open. She let out a cry and jerked, looking around frantically. Bob reached out and grabbed her wrists as she started to flail.

“Talli! Talli! You’re okay!” He urged, almost throwing himself across the shuddering woman.

“Talli,” Florentino said in concern. “I am here. You are safe.”

Tallula, her chest heaving, looked up at the rock giant. Then her eyes flickered over to Bob. She managed to take control of her movements and then, with a touch of fury, she ground her teeth together.

“My name is Tallula,” she hissed. “You fucking bastard!” Her knee jerked up, almost catching Bob’s chin and he jerked back. Then she pointed the heel of her sandal at his face and kicked. The abyssal fetter caught it just in time, keeping the narrow point from penetrating into Bob’s skull.

“Fuck!” The mage yelped, jumping clear.

Tallula surged up from the bedroll, clearly intent on attacking the mage again, but Florentino grabbed her, holding her back. Bob, sprawled on the floor of the cave, suddenly looked angry. He raised a hand and within Florentino’s arms, Talli suddenly found herself hanging in the air, arms and legs outstretched to their maximum reach. She let out a screech as her movements were restricted and Florentino let her go.

Over at the bedroll, the druid began laughing.

Bob glared at Gwendolyn and then grabbed his pack. A moment later he produced a glass bottle and a very soft and narrow paint brush. He uncapped the container and dropped the brush in, approaching Tallula.

“Don’t you dare touch me!” Tallula hissed.

“Desperate times call for desperate measures,” he said simply. Gwendolyn stood up.

“What is that?” She asked curiously.

Bob swirled the brush in the liquid contents of the bottle and then pulled it out. The tip was gold. Tallula flinched backward as he touched the soft bristles to her skin, above her right breast, and began writing. A moment later she groaned softly.

“Rune magic?” Gwendolyn asked in shock. “You?”

Bob grinned, drawing another impressive glyph, only to draw a second line down the slope of Tallula’s breast, straight to her nipple. He drew a circle around the areola, then a line across the pierced tip. “I know,” he said smugly. “I’m full of surprises, right?”

“You occasionally have the capability to impress me,” Gwendolyn allowed, watching as Bob moved the brush to the other side of her chest and began writing again. Another line went down to Tallula’s nipple. She pressed her lips together, clearly trying not to react to the obvious magic influencing her. Gwen moved closer, brow furrowed as she tried to figure out the runes.

“I don’t recognize these symbols,” Gwendolyn said in confusion as Bob wrote something new along Tallula’s rib cage, drawing another line straight to the tip of her breast. “I’ve never seen these!” It was clearly bothering the druid as she watched Tallula shudder and then groan as her nipples tightened.

Florentino came around, curious. Then his eyebrow went up. “It says ‘Talli the Cum Slut.”

Bob whirled, glaring at the giant. “Seriously? Damn it, Florentino! When I want a translation I’ll ask for it!”

Gwendolyn straightened, crossed her arms, and gave Bob a look of contempt. “Talli the Cum Slut?” She sneered.

Florentino gave her a knowing nod. “The script is dwarvish, which is not generally used for rune work, nor for this specific language. That said, the words themselves are Primordial, spoken by the Elementals. I have rarely seen it transcribed into written form.” He looked at Bob with admiration. “I was unaware you were familiar with the language.”

Bob shrugged and went back to writing on Tallula’s body. “I try to learn a smattering of every language. Usually starting with the bad words.” He wrote something on Tallula’s torso, right above her shaved pussy. Florentino bent down, read it, and then looked at Gwen. “Fuck me here,” he said, providing a translation as Bob drew a line straight down to Tallula’s clit, painting the pierced and somewhat swollen nub with gold. Gwendolyn tapped her foot, then her eyes narrowed.

“It’s a potion,” she said, suddenly understanding. “The words don’t mean anything. You could be drawing a smiley face on her and get the same effect.”

Bob grinned. “Well, they do mean something. Just not magically. As for the potion, it’s topical and fucking expensive. There’s five hundred gold pieces worth of gold dust suspended in this oil, and on top of that I had to get two different mages to make it.” He moved to Tallula’s hip and wrote another dwarvish word.

“Milf,” Florentino translated cheerfully. “That was not Primordial. It is a new word in common, meaning…”

“I know what a milf is, Florentino,” Gwendolyn drawled.

Bob ignored the rock giant and continued writing and drawing lines to each one of Tallula’s sensitive spots. Through it all, his canvas quivered and moaned, and by the time he moved around to her backside and was drawing on her bum, her hips had begun to rock back and forth.

“She appears to be getting aroused, Robert.” Florentino looked down into Tallula’s eyes. “Talli? Are you getting aroused?”

Her bottom lip trembled as she moaned, but then tears filled her eyes. “I’m slipping,” she whispered. Florentino looked at the way her limbs were bound. She wasn’t even touching the floor of the cave.

“You don’t appear to be moving,” he said after a moment.

“No,” she whispered. “Me. I’m slipping. I can feel it. The pressure, the wants, the needs. Oh gods… my children!” She closed her eyes, tears actually falling to streak her cheeks. Then she gasped, stiffening as Bob brought the brush down through the crack of her ass and started rubbing the bristles around the tiny brown star of her bottom. A spasm rippled through her and when Talli opened her eyes again, she looked up desperately at Florentino.

“Please?” She begged. “Please fuck me?”

“Okay,” Gwen said reluctantly to Bob, who was still kneeling behind Talli’s butt, painting away. “Color me impressed.”

The mage grinned. “Once I’m finished, we can put the abyssal bikini bottom back on her and those tongue things will have her close to orgasm in minutes. Remember how much she liked it the first time?”

Florentino started to reach down, clearly intending on fondling Talli’s pussy, but Bob stopped him with a quick shout.

“No! Don’t! You’ll smear the paint! It needs to dry!”

Florentino frowned and pulled his hand back. Bob stood up and came around Talli’s outstretched body. “Just… just wait, okay? Three or four minutes.”

Florentino nodded and took a step back. He picked up the light crystal and turned the beam so that Talli was fully illuminated. Her skin seemed to flicker, though the rock giant could still read the words that Bob had written. “Was it actually necessary to denigrate her?” Florentino asked, sounding slightly disappointed.

The mage wiped the brush off simply by rubbing it against Talli’s labia, making her whimper and groan even more erotically. “Yes,” he replied simply. “Yes it was.” He capped the bottle and stuck it, and the brush back into his bag. “Lest we forget, Talli is a vessel. She’s here to cum, and cum frequently, so that I can save our asses when giant squid monsters attack us. Or when there are twelve thousand skeevers waiting to turn us into rat shit. Or when there are about two thousand goblins wanting to skewer us for an evening meal.”

Florentino’s eyes narrowed. “I have not forgotten,” he said simply. “It is just that I like Talli.”

Gwendolyn snorted and crossed her arms. “You like all of the vessels,” she commented.

Bob nodded. “It’s true Florentino. You fall in love with each one.”

The rock giant blinked and looked startled. “I do not,” he said politely. “I can appreciate their physical beauty. But Talli is different.”

Bob shrugged. “Whatever.”

“Still,” Gwendolyn continued, “I have to admit that there is a quality to Talli that we have not observed in your other chosen vessels. I’m shocked that she has managed to produce the energy we have required, and from the way her pussy is already leaking fluids, I suspect she’ll be good for two more orgasms.” She eyed Bob. “Provided there are no additional surprises.”

“Paint’s dry!” Bob said suddenly. He reached into his pack and pulled out two thick copper thumb rings. Two small copper rods, connected to a pair of clamps, were bonded to the rings. He walked over to Talli, gestured, and her left hand came loose. He took her thumb, threaded the ring on, and whispered a word. The ring tightened and he brought the clamp up to her left nipple. She whimpered as the pincers closed tightly. Then he did her other hand.

“What kind of clamps are those?” Florentino asked politely.

“Clamps of Can’t Touch This,” Bob replied promptly.

Florentino blinked. “That’s an odd name.” He blinked, then his eyebrow went “They don’t have an enchantment, do they?”

“Break it down,” Bob said smugly, watching as Talli was forced to keep her arms just below her breasts. She tried to get her fingers up to the clamps, but the rods only caused the clamps to twist her nipples and she was unable to release herself. But then she kept twisting and pulling on the tips of her tits, clearly responding to the tension and discomfort in sexual ways. “She can’t touch her nipples, or her clit.”

“The Earring of Masochism,” Florentino observed. “It makes the clamps into a positive sensation.”

“Precisely,” Bob said proudly. “Though, Talli seems to be a closet masochist even without the damn earring.” He got out the small metal crotch cup Talli had worn earlier, the one with the small abyssal portal in the center, and he hooked it to her belt.

“Please?” She begged, looking at it with disgust. “Not that thing? Please?”

Bob laughed. “Talli, you know how it will feel. You want it, don’t you?”

Talli looked conflicted. “Sir, please… I don’t want it, and I do! I’m… it’s just… I feel so dirty with those things inside me! They wriggle and then they find my clit and…”

Bob pushed the cup against her sex and Talli’s eyes widened as she let out a sharp little cry. Then her body shuddered and Bob could feel the movement. “What’s it like?” He asked her. “Tell us.”

“It’s…” she gasped. “It’s… so strong. It goes deep, so deep into me, then all the way out. There’s two… no three… one licking my clit, swirls. Stabs. Another one is trying to get to my bottom.”

“What?” Bob said in surprise, looking down. “Your bottom?”

She nodded, her face turning red.

Bob blinked. “Um… do you want that?”

Talli’s face scrunched up. “YES!” She wailed. Then she began pumping her hips. Bob attached the back strap of the portal cup to the bondage belt she was wearing and looked up at Florentino.

“You know, I’ve been considering a whole new set,” he said as Talli trembled, her hips rolling as she struggled against the tongues licking her insides..

“Indeed?”

Bob nodded. “Well, if I could put an abyssal portal in a cup that goes over her pussy, why not one for each breast? And if I’m doing that, why not her ass too? Especially if she wants it? A sort of bikini.” He paused, a finger on his chin. “Of course, it can’t be made of cloth. And solid steel isn’t flexible. What if my next vessel has really small boobs?”

“Chainmail,” Morlok said suddenly.

“What?” Bob asked.

“Chainmail,” the swordsman repeated.

Bob blinked. “You want me to make a chainmail bikini for her?”

Morlok shrugged.

Bob thought about it. “Morlok, that’s actually brilliant. Can you imagine how awesome she would look? It would be sexy as hell. I could even have the chainmail enchanted. The portals won’t interfere with it, because they’d be in the padding!”

“You’ll spark a whole new clothing style,” Gwendolyn said wryly. “Girls everywhere will be wearing chainmail bikinis.”

Bob glared at the druid. “Don’t be snide just because you didn’t think of the idea,” he said. “Florentino loves it.”

The rock giant smiled ruefully. “I do appreciate beautiful females in skimpy clothing,” Florentino admitted. “Though I question whether or not that many sources of stimulation might overpower the wearer.”

Talli groaned. “I’d feel this… on my breasts? And in my bottom? Not just my pussy and feet?”

Bob nodded. “Exactly. What do you think, Talli? Could you take it?”

Her eyes half closed in ecstasy. “Not for long,” she whimpered. “Before cumming.”

“Ahhhh,” Bob said dismissively. “You’d get used to it. That’s the problem with keeping vessels too long. They get accustomed to the constant sexual stimulation and tension. I have to keep coming up with new things to get them going.”

Talli gulped. “I’m ready,” she said softly.

“Ready?” Bob asked. “For what?”

“For you to put my feet on the ground,” she whispered.

The mage looked surprised. “Oh! You want your arches licked too!” He grinned. “The paint is working really well, then! Good.” He gestured and she dropped an inch. She almost fell over, especially with her thumbs still attached to her nipples, and she moaned again as Bob caught her. Then she got her feet in the right spot and her toes curled at the tips of the open sandals.

“We should paint your toenails when this is done,” Bob said offhandedly. Talli blinked and looked down.

“Why?” She asked breathlessly.

Bob blinked. “Uh… because it makes you more attractive.”

“It does?” She asked. “Okay.” Her buttocks were clenching and she wriggled her hips lewdly, though totally involuntarily.

“Talli, are you up for continuing?” Florentino asked cautiously.

The beautiful, naked, bound girl nodded. “I think so.”

Bob clapped his hands together in delight. “Perfect! How close are you to exploding?”

Talli bit her lip. “The tongues are… intense. But I’m adjusting. Sort of. I’m not that close.”

“Good,” Bob said with satisfaction.

“Yet,” she added.

Gwen chuckled. “Alright, let's get moving.”

As before, Florentino took the lead and everyone was quite pleased to see that the tunnel turned upward. Soon they were actually climbing, moving from one ledge to another, frequently with Florentino’s help. Only Morlok seemed to be able to scamper up the rockface without the giant’s assistance. It was strenuous, especially for Talli and there were several points where Florentino was forced to let Morlok take the lead so that he could carry the panting, quivering girl upward.

“Sir? I think you need to take off the cup,” Talli said suddenly, leaning back against the passageway wall.

Bob, who had just managed to pull himself up onto the ledge, looked up. “What? Already?”

She nodded roughly. “I can feel it. Another few minutes and I won’t be able to hold back anymore.”

Bob sat up. “Alright. I appreciate you telling me.” He glanced over at Florentino. The rock giant shrugged.

“She is not that close,” he replied. “I would have told you.”

Bob snorted as he moved over to Talli. “Yeah, when I had sixty seconds or less,” the mage snapped. “I like her warning better.” He unhooked the back strap and then pulled the cup away from Talli’s sex. For a second, he could see the long, rough, wiggling tongue as it came out of her sex, a second tendril sucking at her clitoris. Then the portal closed and Talli groaned, her elbows wriggling. Her thumbs were still clamped to her nipples.

“This would be easier if her hands were free,” Florentino observed.

“She’ll masturbate,” Bob retorted.

Florentino gestured at the pack. “Not if you put her in the chastity belt.”

Bob gave the giant an incredulous look. “The chastity belt. Are you nuts? I need her to be accessible.” The mage snorted. “Besides, it’s hardly a chastity belt. It has two phallic probes. It vibrates when it gets close to lawful evil and reacts to magic by vibrating.”

“What you need,” said Gwendolyn as she got up onto the ledge, “is something that stops her from cumming.”

Bob gave the druid a dry look. “Well gosh, why didn’t I think of that?” He asked loftily. “You think I haven’t tried to make something like that? What do you think my problem is? Stupidity?”

Gwendolyn smiled, but didn’t actually say anything. Bob’s eyes narrowed.

Florentino put a hand on the mage’s shoulder. “No one is calling you stupid, Robert.”

Bob sighed and looked at Gwendolyn. “Everyone I’ve spoken to, including you by the way, have assured me there is no magic that will prevent a girl from orgasm. So here we are, playing a balancing act between stimulation and satisfaction. I try to keep her as close as possible to cumming without letting her go over the edge until we need her to. That’s the best I can do.”

Gwendoln looked over at the mage. “How does this resolve the current problem?”

“Which is?” Bob asked.

“Freeing Talli’s hands so that she can at least keep her balance as we lift her up these ledges,” Gwendolyn replied.

Bob and Talli looked at each other. “Can you keep your hands out of your pussy?” The mage asked.

Talli licked her lips. “Will you leave the clamps on my nipples? Just free my thumbs?”

“What?” Bob blurted out.

“What?” Florentino said in surprise.

“What?” Gwendolyn asked in shock.

Talli blushed. “I like… I like the way they feel. How my nipples are throbbing. It hurts, but it feels… I don’t know. It goes straight down to my pussy.” She closed her eyes and Bob noticed the way she was constantly tugging on her breasts with her arms.

“Oh dear,” Gwendolyn said with a sigh. “She really is a masochist.”

Bob shook his head. “It’s got to be the earring.”

Gwendolyn clearly disagreed. “Not to this extent. She liked it when you whipped her too. Next thing you know, she’ll be asking for a spanking.”

Talli blinked, not realizing that was an option. She opened her mouth and Bob lunged forward and put a finger against her lips.

“No,” he said firmly. “Do not ask for a spanking.” His eyes narrowed and he reached up to her hands. “I’ll give you one later.” Her thumbs came loose and she groaned as she stretched, lifting her arms up. The movement was slow and sensual, almost like a dance and Florentino practically drooled. Talli noticed and smiled wickedly as she licked her lips. Then she did a little hip wiggle, that was even more sexual, before moving to the next ledge, holding her hands out to Morlok who was above her, and looking at Florentino.

“Lift me up please?” She asked.

The rock giant didn’t hesitate. He grabbed her by the waist, lifted her easily, and Morlok pulled her up. She fell against the swordsman, pressing her clamped breasts against him.

“Oops,” she said unapologetically. “Sorry.”

Morlok stood there for a second, totally flummoxed, but then she grabbed his sword hand and brought it downward. “I promised not to touch myself,” she whispered. “But it doesn’t mean you can’t have a taste.” She pressed his fingers against her slit, thrusting as she inserted his extended digit into her pussy.

“Morlok, so help me, if you let her pop I will personally put ants in your sleeping roll,” Bob hissed.

Morlok ignored the mage, fingered the quivering girl for a moment, then pulled his hand away from her. Talli groaned in disappointment, clearly pouting, as the swordsman stuck his finger in his mouth.

“Gross,” Gwendolyn muttered. “Do you know what was just in there a moment ago?”

Talli stared right into Morlok’s eyes. “You can do it again,” she whispered. But then Florentino was on the ledge and he pulled her away from the swordsman.

“You,” the rock giant said, “are being a naughty girl.” He reached down and hauled Bob up. The mage stumbled a bit, but then turned on Talli.

“And you know what we do to naughty girls, right?” Bob warned.

“Spankings?” Talli ventured. Then she literally turned around, bent over, and wiggled her bare bottom.

“What the hell was in that paint?” Gwendolyn asked incredulously as she climbed up.

Bob frowned. “Essense of succubus sweat, some gnomish aphrodisiac, some fiveleaves, and sundrop. Why?”

“Are you sure you got your proportions right?” She asked with a skeptical look.

Bob stood there looking a bit disturbed. “I didn’t personally make it. I bought it. Okay? I’m not good with potions.”

“Did you follow the application instructions?” Gwen asked.

Bob bristled. “Of course I did!” Then he looked sideways. “Sort of. Mostly. Kind of.” Everyone but Talli turned and looked at him. Bob raised his hands. “Okay! I may have put a little more on her than I should have. But look where she was!”

Gwen’s eyes narrowed. “How much more?”

Talli looked around. “Um… I’m having trouble.” Her hands fluttered around her belly button. “I’m… I’m not sure I can keep my hands up.” She looked at Bob. “I’m sorry. I’m really sorry!” Then she put her hands between her legs, frantically rubbing herself.

“Fuck! Stop her!” Bob exclaimed. He started gesturing even as Florentino surged forward. The giant got there at the same time that the abyssal fetters drew Talli’s hands outward. Talli let out a choked sob, her desperate attempts at self-satisfaction thwarted.

“You,” Gwen said, standing up and looking at Bob, “are an idiot.” She walked over to Talli and held out her hand. Green energy flowed across the druid’s fingers. Gwnedolyn frowned, then let her hand drop. “Well, it’s not that bad, all things considered. She is right on the edge though. Three or four good penetrations would do it. Push her right into orgasm.” She turned and looked at the mage. “You took her from exhausted and sated to energized and so insanely horney that she’d be willing to fuck a cactus right now. You can’t do that to a woman.”

Bob’s eyebrow went up and he looked over Gwendolyn’s shoulder. “Pretty sure I can,” he replied jauntily. “She’s handling it, isn’t she?”

Gwen frowned. “Well, yes. But there’s more at stake here than just her physical form. What about her mind?”

“I don’t mind her mind,” Bob retorted.

“But she has one,” Gwendolyn said more sternly. “Bob, this one is brighter than the other human girls you normally select. She’s not stupid. Just ignorant. She’s got intelligence.”

“For now,” Bob shrugged. “I’ve noticed when we get right down to it, you don’t exactly need a high intelligence stat in order to lay on your back and spread your legs.” He pointed. “And that’s what we need her to do. At some point. The fact that she’s ready for it now is just a bonus.”

“You’re disgusting,” Gwendolyn replied, turning away.

Florentino sighed. “What are we going to do about her hands? We went maybe twenty feet. We still have another forty or fifty to climb.”

Bob looked upward. “It’s almost vertical, isn’t it?”

Florentino followed the mage’s gaze. “Yes.”

The mage looked thoughtful, then smiled. “Rope of Binding.”

Florentino looked intrigued. “Oh,” he said. “Yes. That will work. Won’t it?”

Bob went back to his pack and rummaged around. Finally he found what he was looking for and pulled out a thick, forty foot long piece of hemp rope. The material looked scratchy and rough, and was stained in odd areas. It was tightly wrapped in a piece of leather and he held it up gingerly.

“Hands first,” he announced. He looked at Florentino who nodded. Then the mage released Talli’s hands.

She moved fast, her fingers flashing downward toward her pussy, but the rock giant was ready for it. He grasped her forearms and pulled them forward. It tipped her completely so that she lost her balance, but with her feet still bound, legs spread, she had no choice but to rely on Florentino to keep her from falling. The rock giant shifted and suddenly her wrists were sticking out past his arm, right in front of Bob.

“Perfect,” the mage muttered. He loosened the leather wrap and the rope, all by itself, suddenly writhed like a snake. The loose end immediately went searching and touched Talli’s wrist. Then it moved fast. Florentino let one hand go even as the rope encircled Talli’s arm and snaked its way up her shoulder. She cried out, alarmed at how quickly the rope yanked her left arm back behind her, then slithered down her other arm. Florentino let that one go too and suddenly she was bound at the shoulders, elbows and wrists. It forced her breasts forward and then the rope began wrapping itself around her torso, just under her breasts. A knot formed in Talli’s cleavage, then each full mound was wrapped. It all tightened and then another loop formed around her waist, just above the bondage belt. Two more strands slithered between her outstretched legs. The double bind caught her clit between the scratchy hemp lines and another knot formed, this one right above her clitoris. Then the rope continued down her legs as Bob released the abyssal fetters and she kicked on one leg for a second, before starting to fall over. Florentino caught her, holding her upright by the rope knotted between her tits, and then her other leg was pulled up, the high heeled sandals touching her ass, leaving her hogtied.

“Impressive,” Gwendolyn observed as Florentino lowered her delicately to the ground. Talli twitched, moaning with sexual need.

Florentino nodded. “We haven’t used this in a long time,” he said knowingly. “Not since we captured Fiona.”

“Ah,” Bob said with a smile. “Fiona.” Then he looked over at Florentino, clearly struggling to remember. “That was the redhead that we sold to Helenae, right?”

Florentino smiled. “I’m sorry Robert, but we did not sell Fiona to Duchess Helenae. Nor was Fiona the redhead. That was a girl named Breanne.”

Bob shrugged. “They all start to blur after a while,” he said. Bob produced another length of rope and handed one end to Florentino, who quickly tied it to Talli’s new harness. She mewled, wriggling, struggling against the bondage. Then she realized that the rope digging into her crotch was scratching at her clit. She began thrusting desperately and Bob looked over at the giant. “Head on up, please,” he said, handing the other end of the rope over as well.

Florentino climbed quickly, followed by Morlok, almost all the way to the top of the shaft. There was a glimmer of light from up top and then the rope connected to Talli’s harness went taut. She was lifted from the ground and gasped as the ropes around her breasts tightened, and the crotch rope dug up even tighter between her legs. Then she started to rise.

“Is her weight on her breasts and sex?” Gwendolyn asked worriedly, looking at the girl as she wriggled like a landed fish.

“What?” Bob asked. “Oh. No. The Rope of Binding adjusts itself so that it produces the most stimulation in the absolute worst spots if you are trying not to cum. Her weight is on her torso, but she’s working herself toward orgasm.”

“Is she going to orgasm?”

“Eventually, if we don’t untie her first,” he replied. “But it’s just till we get to the top.” He grinned. “Probably. I’ve seen a girl pump herself to get the knot over her clit moving enough to rub herself into an orgasm, but it took an hour and left her exhausted afterward, because it was a fight the entire way. And she was an orc girl.”

Gwen frowned. “This must have been before I joined your little group. When you were selling slave girls to the dark elves.”

Bob nodded. “Yeah. Um. That was a one time deal,” he told the druid. “Back then it was just me and Florentino.” He looked up. Talli had made it to the top, still wriggling, with the occasional drop of vaginal fluid falling. Then she disappeared over the ledge and a moment later the non-enchanted rope dropped down.

Bob gestured to Gwendolyn. “Ladies first,” he said politely.

“Talli went before me,” the druid noted wryly.

“Yes, well, beauty before age?” Bob added.

Gwen laughed. “You are an obnoxious little man.”

Bob grinned. “Of course I am.”

Gwen grabbed the rope and was pulled skyward. She disappeared, leaving Bob alone on the bottom ledge. Left with only his own crystal glowing dimly, he glanced around into the inky blackness, suddenly on edge.

“And this is where something dark and disgusting reaches out of the shadows and grabs me,” the mage muttered.

And something dark and disgusting reached out of the shadows and grabbed him.


Chapter Eleven - Ups and Downs

Bob’s head bounced off something hard and the impact left him dazed as he was hauled horizontally down the small tunnel. It wasn’t very big and his arms and legs were scraped by some of the more jagged edges. For a moment he struggled to figure out what was happening and he lifted his arms, only to hit his knuckles against the rock. He yelped, kicking, but whatever held him was wrapped tight around his ankles. He couldn’t see, which did not help in the slightest, so he wrapped his arms across his chest and tried to lay as flat as he could. Mostly to keep from braining himself.

It took almost a full minute before he felt the tunnel bottom drop out from under him. He fell down a steep slope, skidding in wet muck before landing in a wretched heap. Whatever had him by the feet was still holding on and with a shout he summoned what little magic he had and fired a small, sizzling missile, straight between his toes. There was a hiss, followed by a sharp squeal and then a scurrying sound as whatever held him let go. Bob sat up. His pack was still back on the ledge, but no mage kept his pockets empty and he quickly pulled out a light crystal, holding it up.

The cavern he was in was only the size of a tavern common room, and a small tavern at that. There were maybe three tunnels leading away, including the one behind him. The floor of the cavern sloped down to a single spot, where a stalagmite rock formation was sitting in the center of a lake of muddy, smelly sludge. Bob stood up, looking around to see where the creature that attacked him might be hiding, but didn’t see anything else.

“Okay,” Bob said uneasily, holding up his hand. “Too easy.”

Suddenly, the rock formation moved and four tendrils seemed to shoot out from the backside of the thing. A single, reddish, slitted eye appeared, along with a disturbingly wide mouth arrayed with dozens of sharp teeth and before Bob could think of a sarcastic comment, one of the tendrils wrapped around his ankles again and yanked his feet out from under him. He shouted as he once more hit the ground. He rolled, but that only entangled his feet even more. He fired off a magic missile, dropping his light source. The level one spell missed the bulk of the creature and Bob muttered a curse. He’d aimed right above his feet. The next one sped across to strike the body of the beast, whatever it was, and it flinched but otherwise held on. A second tendril snaked toward him and Bob yanked his dagger out of its sheath, swinging it wildly.

“Tentacles!” He yelled. “Why the fuck does it always have to be tentacles!” He hacked downward with the knife. The blade severed the tendril, but while the cut off end oozed green ichor, the rest of it just slid upward. Bob was about to cut more, when the second tendril wrapped around his wrist, hauling the knife upward.

“Fuck!” He snarled, trying to kick and fight at the same time. “I swear to the Gods, if you try to fuck me like that other thing did Talli, I’ll be pissed as hell!”

Bob rolled again, which only managed to wrap the second tendril around his waist. He lifted his left hand and this time targeted the tendril with another magic missile. The pulse of energy hit the tendril holding his knife hand and it separated, giving him a moment’s opportunity to slash and hit the squishy, but strong arms gripping him.

A fourth tendril came out from the creature and Bob never saw it. It lashed around his neck and he gasped as it tightened, both hands coming up. He tried hacking at it, his vision starting to darken, when suddenly he felt it.

Power. And plenty of it.

A massive surge of energy flooded into him and he let go of the tendril that was choking the shit out of him, and thrust his hand forward. A blue burning fireball, thousands of times hotter than the tiny magic missiles he’d been firing, burst from his fingertips and went streaking across the cavern to explode against the creature in a conflagration that scorched his eyebrows. The tendrils all burst into flame and Bob’s first gasp of air was hot. He scrambled back. Flames licked all along the edges of the muck as a few of the more combustible bits of debris caught on fire. The creature didn’t appear harmed, but it was armless now and only rocked back and forth. Then, much to Bob’s dismay, the arms started regrowing.

“Oh, come on,” he muttered. “That’s just not fair!”

There was still more than enough energy accessible to him, though it was starting to fade. He muttered a few choice words under his breath and then made a gesture with his hands. Suddenly a giant glowing hand made of magic appeared around the creature and grabbed it. Even as its arms regrew, it could only grab the hand. Bob glared viciously.

“See? How do you like it?” He asked. Then he clenched his fist.

The creature didn’t stand a chance. It exploded, its guts squirting out in a disgusting flurry around the giant, semi-transparent hand, adding a new layer of disgusting grime onto the floor.

“Yuck,” Bob muttered. He turned his back on the squishy remains and looked for exactly what he expected to find. She was laying at the mouth of the narrow tunnel, her naked body streaked with dirt, mud, and slime. But on her face was a look of utter ecstasy, the euphoria of satisfaction writ large upon her face.

“Talli,” Bob said softly. He climbed up to her and shook his head. Even filthy , she looked amazing. The clamps he’d put on her nipples were gone, as was the rope around her frame. She wasn’t even wearing the high heeled sandals. Only her collar, bondage belt and the abyssal fetters still remained on her body. Underneath the mud and muck he could see the golden glyphs on her skin, muddled and partially wiped away. She opened her eyes and looked up at the mage.

“Florentino lowered me back down and Gwendolyn freed me,” she said simply, sitting up and looking around. “We could hear you, so we knew you were still alive. Florentino couldn’t get into the tunnel and Morlok refused, saying he’d get stuck. Gwendolyn was about to come after you, but then Florentino said that if I got close enough to you, and exploded, you could get yourself out of trouble.”

Bob sat down next to her. “And you did,” he said. He looked across the cavern with an amazed sigh. Then he looked back down at the woman. “Tallula, thank you,” he said honestly.

She blinked. “What… what did you call me?” Her eyes went slightly unfocused and she stared up at him.

He looked at her. “Your name.” She stared up at him, slightly confused and he slapped his knee. “Yeah, don’t worry about it. Lets get the fuck out of here.” He gestured at the tunnel. “You go first.”

“So you can look at my ass?” She asked in a teasing voice.

Bob laughed. “Honey, your ass is so amazing right now, that I plan on staring at it the whole way.” He grinned. “Frankly, your beautiful pussy will be visible too, so it will be an even better view.”

Talli smiled. She turned and crawled into the darkness as Bob retrieved his light crystal. He kicked at the roasted and crushed corpse of the creature once before hurrying after her. The crawl through the tunnel was unpleasant and took much, much longer than his pathward down, but eventually he felt Talli let out a cry of excitement and Florentino’s large hands pulled her upright. Bob emerged a moment later.

The rock giant set Talli aside and grabbed hold of the mage and to Bob’s shock, Florentino hugged him.

“What the hell?” Bob spluttered. “Put me down, you oaf!”

Florentino set Bob down and smiled. “You’re okay, Robert?”

“Of course I’m okay!” Bob said ruefully. “Though I wouldn’t have been without a certain someone masturbating at just the right moment.” He pulled Florentino over to the side, glanced at Talli and then in a quiet voice, asked the question. “You forced her down the tunnel? Are you nuts?”

Florentino’s eyebrow went up. “She volunteered.”

Bob’s surprise was even more evident and he swallowed hard. “Oh. Well. It makes sense,” he offered lamely.

“It does?” Florentino asked curiously.

“Well of course,” the mage allowed. “After all, the best bet for getting out of here is me. Without me, she’s worthless. She’ll just slow you down. So it makes sense that she would figure that she needed to be the one to get me.”

Florentino nodded in apparent agreement. “Absolutely. All that went through her mind, which was so mad with lust that she left a freaking trail of pussy juice down the tunnel, was that without you along, we’d leave her here. And somehow, she still managed not to finger herself until she got close enough to you to make sure you could use her power.” Florentino smiled. “Talli sure is one calculating bitch.”

Bob looked up the giant, silent for once in his life. Finally he frowned. “I’m not absolutely positive, but I’m pretty sure you were being sarcastic.”

Florentino just looked at the mage with a soft smile.

“You are a bastard,” Bob muttered.

The rock giant nodded. “I’m sure that the marital status of my parents is definitely questionable by human standards.” 

Bob sighed. “Let’s just get this done.”

“Can you please give her something more substantial to wear?” Florentino asked politely. “She’s got some pretty deep scratches from her crawl.”

Bob turned and went over to where his pack was sitting. He opened it and a second later a bucket of warm water, a sponge, and two towels were sitting on a large, open blanket.

“Talli, come here.” He said, pointing. She walked over, hesitant to get her muddy feet on the blanket. He knelt down. “Give me your foot.” She lifted her toes up, one hand against the rock wall. Bob started washing her toes, then her instep. When the sponge slid across her sole, she smiled.

“A few days ago and I’d be laughing crazily if you’d done that.”

Bob finished cleaning her foot and she stepped onto the blanket. Then he patted his thigh and she put her other foot on his leg. “Well, the sandals have a couple of positives.”

“They feel good,” she admitted. “At least most of the time. Sometimes the thing licking the bottoms of my feet gets a little intense and it stings a little, just across the arch.”

“Move over here,” he said, pointing to the center of the blanket. “Don’t worry about getting the blanket dirty. We’ll leave it here.”

She nodded and sat down. Then he released the bondage belt around her waist. He started soaping her back, even washing a bit of grime out of her hair. Then came an awkward moment when he did her thighs and she laid back, spreading her legs wide apart.

Very wide apart.

“Um… this might… I’ll be gentle,” Bob said in a flustered tone.

“I don’t want you to be gentle,” she said. He began soaping her loins and she moaned softly. Her hands came up to her breasts, pinching her nipples and clearly working herself back up into a froth. Bob cleaned her pussy and couldn’t help noticing how incredible her slit looked. The folds were full and soft and glistening. Suddenly he pushed his fingers into her and the resulting groan of passion that came from her mouth seemed to energize him.

“It’s not… it’s too… sweet,” she gasped. She lifted her head, pushing on him. “Sir… Robert… Bob?!”

He looked up, fingers wet.

“It’s too… it’s soft,” she panted.

“Soft?”

She licked her lips, eyes gleaming with desperation. “I need… I need it harder. Hit me. Spank my pussy. Get the flogger. Or a crop. Whip me. Right between the legs. Then fuck me.”

Bob bit his lip. He pulled back. “You’re… you’re responding to the conditioning of the piercings,” he said, clearing his throat. “Let me find something… to uh… satisfy you.”

Talli sat up, legs still spread. “I want you to satisfy me,” she insisted.

Bob looked panicked. “Florentino!”

Talli looked up, smiling as the rock giant stepped over. “Good,” she said simply. “I can do you both.”

Bob gestured at the girl. “Deal with this,” he said in a frantic tone.

Florentino blinked. “What do you want me to do?” He asked.

“I don’t know!” Bob hissed. “Just… just lick her, or finger fuck her, or fuck her ass for all I care! Just distract her while I gin up something to keep her libido under control.”

Florentino grinned and looked down at Talli. “Morlok and I both agree, you taste good.”

“Then eat me,” she said passionately, thrusting her gaping pussy forward. Her bare little feet waved in the air and that was all the rock giant needed.

Bob got out of the way as Florentino grabbed the girl by the hips and hauled her upward, his mouth coming down on her slit. Talli let out a cry, but it was one of passion as the giant’s rough tongue began delving into her crevasse. Bob shook his head and quickly went back to the bucket. He cleaned himself and then found a new robe in his bag. He dressed, tossing the ruined rags away. Finally he pulled out a new outfit for Talli, making a few changes as he went.

“Here,” he said, tossing the leather accouterments down on the blanket. Florentino lifted his face out from between Talli’s legs. She mewled with need, repeating “don’t stop!” over and over.

“Talli,” Florentino said, lowering the girl’s bottom to the blanket. “You need to get dressed.”

“No!” She said desperately. “I need to cum!”

“You’ve already had seven orgasms. We need you properly aroused so that when we need you, the energy to climax again is there.” Florentino picked up the first boot. “Look at this! Isn’t this better? Robert has given you a full leather boot! No tongues licking your feet!”

Talli, her face a little flushed, sat up, intrigued. She blinked. “But I liked the tongues,” she said with a pout. Bob looked over at her.

“You can wear the sandals again, Talli. But after we are done climbing. The boots will protect your cute little toes. And I promise to paint your toenails when we get out of here.”

“You will?” She asked in surprise. Then she smiled. “Okay.” She held up her leg and Florentino pushed the boot onto her. It came up over her knee, all the way up to the middle of her thigh. But no higher. The second boot went on and she climbed to her feet. “Oh. I’ve never had anything like this!” She turned girlishly, examining herself in the light of the crystals pointed at her.

“I can’t wait for Gwendolyn to see it!” She exclaimed.

“I can see it,” the druid called from above. “Though the angle isn’t good. Climb on up so I can see it properly.”

Florentino held out the next piece. “Here. Put this on first.” He held out the leather corset. Talli stood there, not sure what to do.

“Lift your arms above your head,” Bob advised. Talli put her hands up, then settled them behind her head, interlacing her fingers. Florentino fit the corset around her middle and Bob moved behind her, lacing it up the back. The leather was thick and there were some artistic cut outs in the front, revealing Talli’s belly button and exposing more and more skin the closer to the edge. It didn’t cover her breasts at all, instead pushing them up slightly and pillowing them. Talli licked her lips.

“Now the bolero jacket,” Florentino said. He held out the leather coat and Talli pushed her arms through. The abyssal fetters evidently didn’t care about the coat and she shrugged as it settled. Then she tried to close it, discovering that while there was a flap to button beneath her collared throat, the front of the jacket was non-existent, exposing both breasts. Florentino blinked. Talli was fully covered, except for her upper thighs, ass, pussy, and bosom and the contrast made her twice as sexy as before. She cocked a hip, licking her lips, eyes hungrily looking at Florentino.

“Fuck me now?”

Bob tapped Florentino on the elbow. “Let’s get her tied up. Where’s my Rope of Binding?”

Florentino’s eyebrow went up. “Your Rope of Binding?” He asked carefully.

Bob rolled his eyes. “Yeah. You know, the Rope of Binding? The rope she had tied all around her before...” He paused, then a forlorn look crossed his face. “You didn’t...” he whispered.

Florentino flinched. “I’m sorry, Robert. But with you unavailable to free her from it, so that she could go and rescue you, Gwen had to...”

“She didn’t,” the mage repeated. “She didn’t cut it, did she?”

“I’m sorry, Robert.”

Bob swayed and clapped a hand to his face. He looked up the shaft toward the druid. “Do you have any clue how much time and effort and...”

“Money?” Morlok said from up above.

“And money,” Bob immediately agreed, “was invested in that fucking rope?”

Gwen stuck her head over the edge, eyes narrowed. “Yes, well next time, to save your Rope of Binding, I will let you get eaten by a Roper.”

Talli had dropped to her knees and pushed her hand up against Florentino’s breechcloth. She pulled his cock out and began eagerly sucking it, bobbing her head back and forth. Florentino smiled over at Bob, who gritted his teeth and turned away. He stalked back to his bag, pulled a non-enchanted rope out of it, and stalked back to the giant.

“Talli,” he said, ignoring the fact that she was in the middle of giving a blowjob. “Lay on your back and lift your arms and legs into the air.

The giant cock sucking girl (meaning she was sucking the cock of a giant, and not that she was a giant girl who was cock sucking, nor was she a girl sucking a giant sized cock, though the giant’s cock was appropriately sized for the giant,) pulled up enough to look up. “Are you going to fuck me?” She asked pleadingly.

Bob grinned and pointed. “I promise to fill your pussy,” he assured her.

She lay down immediately and lifted her arms and legs into the air. She pointed her toes straight up and Bob wriggled his fingers. Then he stepped over and pushed the rope between her right leg and forearm, then looped it over something invisible, to do the left side.

“Am I tied?” Talli said in surprise and she bent her knees, discovering all too quickly that her left wrist was bound to her right ankle. The other side was similarly secured and Bob tied off the rope loop and handed the end of the skein to Florentino.

“You couldn’t have waited until she was done felating me?” The rock giant complained.

“What?” Bob said, clueless.

“Felating,” Florentino said. “It’s a verb. It means to provide sexual gratification through oral gratification.”

“What? Are you a dictionary now?” Bob snorted. “Be pedantic on your own time and haul her up to the top.”

Florentino grinned. “Pedantic. Adjective. Ostentatious in one’s learning. Overly concerned with details and minute formalisms.” He grabbed the rope and started to climb.

“I thought you said you’d fuck me,” Talli reminded Bob as she waited to be hauled upward.

“I said I’d fill you,” the mage replied, pulling a stone out of his pocket. It was smooth and rounded and there was a glyph etched in the side and painted with dark enamel. He knelt down and began rubbing it up and down through Talli’s slit, eliciting a chorus of moans from the woman.

“Please?” She begged. “Please push it into me?”

“Damn girl,” Bob muttered. “Ever hear of foreplay?” But Bob acceded to her demands and with a thumb, forced the rounded stone deep into Talli’s pussy, letting it settle inside her. She groaned, then wriggled her hips. She lifted her head, looking around her elbow.

“It’s not doing anything,” she told Bob.

He rummaged around in his pocket and pulled out two small gold clamps, the bottoms of which were adorned with a tiny set of stone beads dangling on a chain. “It won’t, until I put these on,” he replied. He moved around to where her head was and reached in between her outstretched legs.

“Ohhhh!” Talli said with brimming excitement. “Clamps!” Then she blinked. “Are they going to hurt?”

Bob pinched open the first one. “That will be up to you,” he said, slipping the first set of pincers over her left nipple. It bit down and she blinked.

“That doesn’t hurt at all,” she complained. Bob moved the other clamp into place and let it latch down. The second it did, Talli gasped.

“Hurt now?” He asked.

“No!” She blurted. “The thing in my pussy! It’s shaking!”

Bob paused. “Oh. Right. Okay. Now, whatever you do, don’t squeeze the stone in your cunt.”

Talli looked up at the mage. “Why?” She asked quickly. “Because I don’t think I can keep from…” Then she gasped. “Oh! They tightened!”

“The clamps?” Bob said knowingly.

She nodded.

“The more you squeeze the stone in your pussy, the more the clamps will tighten,” Bob said. He noticed that the rope threaded around the invisible chains of the abyssal fetters began to tighten. “Florentino is going to lift you up to the top of the shaft, okay?”

She nodded, then groaned again.

“Are you tightening… deliberately?” He asked in a worried tone.

“Absolutely!” She replied, then moaned again. “Oh gods! Oh yes!”

Bob leaned over. “Talli, if the clamps get too tight, you just need to not squeeze the stone, okay?” He glanced down, noticing that the girl’s hips were twitching and from the way her ass was clenching, it was pretty clear she was tightening down pretty dramatically. He leaned back with a shake of his head. “Yeah, well, I guess the best teacher is experience.”

Suddenly the rope going up snapped tight.

“I’m going to pull her up now!” Florentino called down.

“Good!” Bob said loudly. “Because she’s a fucking handful!”

Talli’s body came up off the ground and she gasped as her arms and legs were suddenly pulled upright and taut. She rose another few feet and Bob got a closeup view of her beautiful little slit and winking button and then she was above his head. He looked up, watching as the half dressed girl was lifted up the shaft, with only her butt visible from his perspective. Then the darkness enshrouded her and Bob grabbed his pack and started to climb.

Ten minutes later he slid himself onto the shelf ledge, breathing heavily, and looked around. Morlok was sitting in a dark corner, his eyes reflecting a bit of the light, his sword out and resting. Gwendolyn was also sitting, her staff cradled in her arms. Florentino was also sitting, but instead of a weapon, he was holding Talli in his lap, her head bobbing up and down, her mouth filled with cock.

Bob rolled his eyes. “Of course,” he muttered. He took several deep breaths, then hauled himself to his feet. “Has anyone checked out the passage?”

Morlok nodded. “It goes forty feet deep, sloped upward. There is a trickle of water, or possibly something else, from the smell. Then there is a curve. The end of the tunnel is blocked or collapsed, but it is loose rubble. I could see light and there was noise. Talking. It sounded like goblins.”

Bob looked at Florentino. “A blocked passage?”

Florentino smiled. “It will not present a problem, Robert. I assure you that I can easily move the debris.”

“Before or after you cum?” Bob asked, gesturing at Talli. He wriggled his fingers and her hands and feet suddenly flopped. She lost her balance and twisted, her mouth coming off the giant. But Florentino grabbed her and in seconds she was on his knees, one hand grasping his shaft, the other caressing his balls. Then her mouth was back on him, trying desperately to suck something as thick as her forearm.

“After?” Florentino asked hopefully.

Bob gave the giant a frustrated look. “Make it quick,” he muttered. He looked at Gwendolyn. “Want to come check out the tunnel with me?”

The old woman nodded. “Absolutely. It’s better than being forced to watch Florentino get his jollies.” She rose to her feet and Morlok uncurled too.

Bob nodded and Morlok led the way into the tunnel.

The trickle of fluid on the floor of the tunnel drained away into a hole before it got to the ledge, but Bob had to admit that Morlok was right. It was probably not water. He grimaced and they continued forward. After the turn they crept quietly, right up to the end of the tunnel.

“This was stacked here,” Gwendolyn whispered. “It didn’t fall. It was constructed.”

Bob nodded. He leaned over and looked out through a crack. “I can see, sort of.” He looked around. “It’s a large cavern. I can see bodies. I don’t know if they’re dead or sleeping.” He grimaced. “That’s a lot of goblins,” he muttered. He reached up and plucked at one of the stones. It came loose and some dust rained down, but it widened the hole. Bob stuck his nose back up to it.

“I think we’re in the latrine. Oh! There it is!” He exclaimed quietly. “The tankard!”

Morlok’s eyebrow went up. Gwendolyn looked surprised and she pushed forward, wanting to see for herself. Bob moved away and the druid looked.

The cavern was quite large and there were hundreds of bodies laying around. Only the center of the room was lit and there was a conglomeration of about twenty or thirty very much active and upright goblins. They were all drinking and several goblins were in the process of hauling what looked like water in buckets over to a sort of chiseled altar made of stone. Gwen watched as they poured the water into the tankard, then poured the contents of the tankard into another bucket which was ravenously fought over with a bevy of squeals, shouts, and cries by the waiting throng.

“Well, it’s not exactly different from some taverns I’ve been to,” she admitted in a whisper. She looked back at Bob. “So what’s the plan?”

Bob bit his lip. “I’m… I’m not sure. There’s like, three or four hundred goblins in there.”

“Presuming the ones on the ground are asleep,” agreed Gwen. “They could be passed out. Absinthe is a very potent alcohol and goblins are not exactly good about knowing when to quit.”

“Alcohol poisoning?” Bob asked hopefully.

Gwen shrugged. “Some, but only a small percentage. It’s more probable that they pass out first.”

Morlok wrinkled his nose. “Smells like beer,” he muttered.

Bob ignored the swordsman. “Well, we have to assume that every single passed out or sleeping goblin will wake, angry and armed. Which means we need to eliminate them.”

“Kill them all and let the gods sort them out?” Gwendolyn asked ruefully.

“Yes,” Morlok agreed readily.

Bob shrugged. “We’ve already committed enough goblin murders today to qualify for awards, either as genocidal maniacs or the best exterminators on the planet. Either way, I’m certainly not going to lose any sleep if I send another five or six hundred goblins to a permanent grave.”

Gwendolyn nodded. “I concur. That leaves us with the question of how to exterminate five hundred goblins at once.” She settled back and smiled at Bob. “This seems to be your time to shine again.”

Bob sighed. “Yeah. Right. I mean, sure, I have some big spells left. But figuring out the right one to use… without roasting, flash frying, or turning us into toads or something is the issue.”

A noise behind them made all of them turn, but it was just Florentino and Talli. Talli walked forward, clinging to the rock giant, the beads on her nipple clamps swinging from her exposed breasts. Then Bob noticed that her gag was back in her mouth, the red rubber ball clenched tightly between her teeth. The rock giant nodded.

“She was becoming quite vocal,” he explained. “And she agreed to put it back in.”

Talli nodded, but at the same time, her body movements made it clear that she was very much aroused. She looked at Bob, pointed to her loins, and then held up eight fingers. Her hips jerked back and forth.

“Eight?” Bob said dumbly, then got it. “Oh! You’re at an eight out of ten. I get it.” He grinned. “She’s telling me how aroused she is.”

Gwen rolled her eyes. “No kidding,” she replied.

“What’s the plan, Robert?” Asked Florentino.

Bob briefed the giant on what they could see and then thought about it. “Well, unfortunately the best spell for this was my shooting stars spell. Except I used that when we entered the cave. That one takes at least a day of preparation.”

“What about your firestorm spell?” Asked Florentino. “That one does not take time to prepare.

“Sure, if you want to risk melting the tankard into a lump of slag,” replied Bob sourly. “Do you know how hot that spell gets?”

Gwen tapped her finger against her chin. “We need an area of effect spell, obviously. And it has to be something that won’t hurt the tankard, while at the same time not affecting us.”

Florentino nodded. “Fire would seem to be out.”

“Lightning?” Morlok asked.

Everyone looked at him, even Talli, who was rocking her hips back and forth. One hand still clutched at Florentino, but the other was fluttering around just above her sex, clearly on the verge of rubbing her own clit.

“Um, Morlok, we’re in a cave,” Bob said gently.

“So no lightning.”

Bob shook his head. “No lightning.”

Gwen suddenly looked up, eyes brightening. “Ammonia.”

“Ammonia?” Bob repeated. “For… cleaning?”

The druid shook her head. “No. It’s a byproduct of urea. In low concentrations it can cause coughing and irritation to the nose and throat. But in high concentrations it causes immediate burning of the eyes, nose, throat and respiratory tract. Long enough exposure will result in blindness, lung damage, and even death.”

“Well, that sounds fun,” Bob replied, still not getting the idea. “Where are you going to get it?

Gwnedolyn smiled. “You still have that wind spell, right?”

Bob nodded. “Yes, but it’s unidirectional, and a little underpowered. I’m not sure…”

“You can keep the ammonia out of this tunnel, right?” She interrupted.

Florentino let out a laugh. “Oh, I get it.” He grinned. “That’s brilliant.”

Bob blinked. “Forgive me for being the slow kid in the classroom…”

Florentino pointed at the druid. “Gwendolyn can convert all of the urea in this tunnel into high concentrations of ammonia. This will cause the symptoms she described. You will keep the tunnel free of the miasma, leaving us unaffected until the goblins are overwhelmed. They will either pass out or flee. Then you will blast the rest of the ammonia clear, allowing us to retrieve the tankard.”

Bob’s mouth dropped. Then he closed it and nodded. “And that’s a plan,” he said. He licked his lips. “Okay. So, my wind spell is going to take a load of power, which means…” he glanced at Talli. Her eyes widened and she nodded eagerly.

“Okay,” He said to Gwen. “How long do you need for the setup?”

She snorted. “Druidic magic is different. I can cast the spell now. All of the raw ingredients I need are already here.” She glanced around, wrinkling her nose. “Unfortunately.”

Bob digested that. “Okay. So right before Talli cums, you cast the spell. Talli pops. I cast wind to keep the ammonia from killing us.” Bob glanced at the rock wall behind him. “Um, when do we let Florentino knock this down?”

Gwendolyn shrugged. “I don’t need it down for my spell to work. Do you?”

Bob frowned, thinking. “Honestly? It will be easier to keep this area clear with it in place. But when you want the main cavern blown out, I’ll need it down.” He then turned, thinking of something. “Uh, how long, exactly, do I need to keep up the wind?”

Gwendolyn blinked, then looked thoughtful.

Florentino cleared his throat. “Ammonia levels are measured in parts per million, which quantifies the number of particles per million in three cubic feet of air. If my recollection is accurate, it will take approximately eight to ten thousand parts per million to exterminate the goblins.”

Everyone, including Talli, just stared at the giant. Finally Gwendolyn cleared her throat.

The druid frowned. “I’m not sure how many parts per million particles of ammonia my spell will produce. I wouldn’t even know how to measure it.”

Florentino nodded. “That does pose a problem. Still, even at the levels I just mentioned, we are still looking at a minimum of five minutes.”

“Five minutes!” Exclaimed Bob. “You want me to sustain a wind for five minutes!”

Florentino nodded. “A small wind here in the tunnel, just so that there is a positive air pressure, but not enough to clear out the cavern. Then a massive blast.”

“Do you have any freaking idea how heavy air is?” Bob demanded.

Morlok blinked. “Air is not heavy.” He waved his hand around.

Bob ignored the swordsman. “I’m going to need to make her cum just to start the spell,” he said dispiritedly. “And then she’ll need to cum again, five minutes later, so I have enough power to clear out the cavern.”

“Two orgasms?” Gwendolyn asked in a worried tone. “But, she’s already had seven!”

Bob frowned. “I know. That’s what worries me.” He glanced at Talli who was now leaning against Florentino, eyes closed. Her hand was rubbing vigorously now. “Well,” said Bob. “It’s not like we have another option. We’ll just have to wing it on the timing.” He clapped his hands together and began rubbing them.

“What do I do?” Asked Morlok.

“The second Bob clears the room, you run through it and stab any goblin still twitching,” Gwendolyn said.

“They should be unable to see, and will even be having trouble breathing,” Florentino added.

Morlok nodded, his fingers tightening on the handle of his sword.

Bob looked at Florentino and nodded. The giant smiled, then turned toward the girl leaning against him. His hand went down between her legs, pushing her own fingers aside and she gasped, eyes snapping open.

“It’s time, Talli,” the giant said with a grin. He slipped his finger into her, tapping the stone, and she shuddered. Bob looked over at her and wiggled his fingers, causing her arms and legs to get pulled outward as the abyssal fetters were activated. Florentino appreciated it and Talli moaned, though none of the sound could be heard.

Gwendolyn got into position, peeking out from between the rocks into the cavern and she glanced back at Talli. Florentino’s finger couldn’t penetrate deeply into Talli’s pussy because of the buzzing stone, but his palm was rubbing her clit in circles, sending intense waves of pleasure shooting up through her body. A ripple of spasms shot through her and everyone could see her heaving chest, the little stone beads that hung from her nipples dancing as she trembled. Her eyes met Florentino’s and he nodded. With his free hand, he began spanking her bottom, even as his fingers dug at her softness. Then her eyes rolled back into her head and a gush of wetness exploded into Florentino’s hand.


Chapter Twelve - Bottoms Up

Bob felt the power rush into him and he nodded at Gwendolyn. The druid rose up and extended her hand. Green energy burst into flame around her fingers and she pointed, letting the magic shoot out through the cracks of the tunnel into the main cavern. There was a hissing noise and suddenly Bob smelled something acrid. He heard a shout, then cries, then moans, and Gwendolyn slumped back, nodding weakly.

“Now,” she whispered.

The mage gritted his teeth. The spell he needed was complicated, especially since he had to extend it over such a long period of time. The strong scent became worse, itching and stinging and he muttered the words needed. Then a breeze flashed behind him, sucking up air from the long, deep shaft they had climbed not thirty minutes before. It wasn’t a good smell, the wet, dank decay strong in the air, but it was a damn sight better than the acrid ammonia swirling through the cavern.

“Robert,” Florentino said sharply, as he pulled the vibrating stone out of her dripping slit. “Her fetters!”

Bob didn’t even turn around. He snapped his left hand backward and wiggled his fingers in a familiar pattern and Talli dropped, the abyssal bonds holding her arms and legs spread wide apart disappearing. Florentino caught her, cradling her leather clad body, only to bring her forward into his lap. With a quick sweep of one hand, he exposed his stiff cock and then impaled her fully on his length, eliciting a shocked expression from the gagged girl. Florentino didn’t give her the opportunity to control the depth of penetration, or the speed in which she was fucked, bouncing her with his strength. She leaned back, shuddering as pleasure burned through her. Then the clamps on her nipples fell off, clattering to the sides of her legs. She cupped her breasts, squeezing her own nipples.

“Damn,” Morlok muttered from off to the side.

Bob muttered something under his breath and looked at Gwendolyn. “Do I need to start breaking down the wall?” He asked. “Florentino is busy.”

Gwendolyn shook her head. “Not yet. We want the ammonia to circulate more. Just keep up the air pressure!” She put her head to one of the gaps. “I can’t see. The entire cavern is filled with ammonia mist.” Then she drew her face back, blinking furiously. “Fuck! That stings!” She exclaimed, wiping a hand at her now watering eye.

Bob felt like he was tearing apart as he slowly allowed the huge surge of energy provided by Talli’s orgasm to power the wind spell. Air continued to flow past him, striking the rubble wall, flushing through the gaps and cracks to prevent the ammonia mist from getting to them. Behind him he could hear the slapping sound of Talli’s body getting hammered by the rock giant and the mage could feel the waves of orgasmic energy coming from the woman. It was actually astonishing. None of his other vessels had been so obviously multi-orgasmic and elf girls were positively impossible to force through multiple orgasms so quickly. Even most human girls had trouble going straight from one orgasm to another.

Most human girls. Talli certainly was special.

Gwen, still blinking tears, grimaced. “How are you doing, Bob?”

The mage gritted his teeth. “I’m down to about half,” he said roughly. “Then I’ll be out.”

Gwendolyn sat up. “How much time is that, roughly?”

Bob tried to do the math, but having to divide his attention made the calculations too difficult. He ended up guessing. “Another two minutes? Three?”

Gwen whirled and looked at Florentino. “We need her cumming in two minutes.”

Florentino looked over Talli’s head, still bouncing her. “Coitus is not exactly a science,” he said. “But she is responding well. I can feel the pressure inside her.”

“What will set her off?” Gwen asked, tears still wetting her cheeks.

“She has shown positive responses to a variety of stimuli and I’m not sure which…” Florentino began, still fucking Talli, when Morlok snarled and hopped down from his seat. He pulled a leather thong out of his tunic, took three steps over to where Talli and Florentino were sitting, and quickly secured her hands behind her back. Talli closed her eyes in ecstasy, tilting her head back and thrusting her breasts forward. Morlok grabbed her by the hair, tugged her even further, and then began flicking his fingers hard against her nipples.

Florentino opened his mouth to protest, but then his eyes widened as he realized that Morlok’s actions were exactly what was needed. Talli shuddered violently, her hips working and grinding even more furiously as her body thrummed with need and power.

“She is almost there, Robert,” Florentino called out. Morlok grabbed the girl’s nipples from behind, viciously pinching and twisting the hard little pink nubs.

Bob felt the power sputter, then cough, then die. “Too late,” he groaned. He saw the mist start to form just to the other side of the rock wall. Gwen, a look of fear in her face, started to back away as the white cloud seeped into their little passage and the acrid, burning smell of ammonia hit them like a brick.,

“Cum damn it!” Morlok shouted and slapped Talli’s ass hard. She went stiff and Florentino shouted.

“Robert!”

Bob’s head snapped up as another surge of tremendous magical power flooded into his veins. He shouted, no longer trying to control the magic, but pushing it forward as fast and as strongly as possible. A torrent of air, almost hurricane strength, rushed past him, smashed into the wall of rubble, and then blew it out in a cascade of flying rock and dust. Even more air, and then wetness as some of the kraken’s pool, so deep below, was sucked up in the torrent and sent out to clear the cavern. The scent of ammonia disappeared and Morlok hurried past the mage, through the storm, and into the cavern. His sword swung and Gwendolyn followed him.

Talli slumped in Florentino’s arms and the rock giant pulled her delicately off his rock hard cock and cradled her as he stood, ducking to keep his head from hitting the rock above. Bob kept up the air, but then felt the power fade and lowered his hands.

“Gwen?” he muttered.

“Bob!” Shouted the druid. “Get in here! Now!”

Bob stumbled forward, following behind Florentino, and stumbled into the cavern. There were goblins everywhere. The ones who had been passed out from drink had died, writhing on the fumes, while a number of goblins near the cavern entrances were squirming, blind and choking. Morlok was working his way through the forms, stabbing anything making noise and leaving quiet behind him. Bob looked toward the center light, realizing that a fissure of quartz crystal was allowing sunlight down into the cave. And there, cheeks still streaked, stood Gwendolyn holding the Tankard of Gharbahz.

It was definitely Dwarven make, styled more like a beer mug than a flask, but it could easily have doubled as a pitcher. Dwarves are not known for drinking pints, but quarts. Gwendolyn hurried over and handed it to the mage and he felt the magic enchantments on it. Bob nodded.

“This is it.” He looked around. “How the hell do we get out of here?” He asked.

Florentino, still holding Talli who lay practically unconscious in his arm, grinned ruefully. “Well, we should just look for the hidden passage that leads straight to the first chamber we found after we entered the goblin lair, bypassing any remaining enemies and providing a linear escape so we don’t have to backtrack through the maze we just went through.”

“Are you serious?” Bob asked in shock. “There is a hidden passage that leads straight back to the entrance of the cave?”

“No,” Florentino said. “I’m joking, Robert. But the passageway on the left follows the quartz vein upward, toward the surface. I don’t sense an opening, but if there is a large enough vein of crystal, I can crack it and get us out.”

“What if you can’t crack it?” Gwendolyn asked.

Florentino chuckled. “That’s not the problem. I can crack quartz. The problem is climbing out. We have to find a vein thick enough that a body can fit through it.”

Morlok hurried up. “They’re all dead, but I can hear sounds coming from the passageways. I’m guessing that a bunch of them managed to get away with minor exposure.” He wrinkled his nose. “There’s also vestiges of the ammonia down all the passageways.”

“Yay,” Bob muttered. “Brilliant plan, Gwen.”

The druid wrinkled her nose, her eyes red and swollen. “I’m the one that got exposed, you bastard. You might be a little kinder.”

Bob frowned. “Sorry.”

Florentino nodded toward the passageway he had indicated a moment before. “Shall we? We don’t want to be here when the goblins come back in, looking for their prize.

Bob jammed the tankard into his pack and pointed. “Okay, Morlok you take the lead since Florentino has to carry Talli.” His eyes flickered to the limp girl. The fact that her leather outfit didn’t cover her boobs, loins, or breasts just made her look even more scrumptious, especially relaxed. Bob noticed that Florentino had unbuckled the girl’s gag, pulling it down to her neck, her small and puckered lips looking incredibly kissable.

“Gwendolyn, if you will follow behind Florentino. I’ll be in the middle, trying to be helpful without getting myself killed.” He reached into his pack and pulled out a small, pistol-like crossbow.

“What is that?” Morlok asked, intrigued.

“It’s a mini-crossbow,” Bob replied in irritation. “What does it look like?”

Morlok nodded. “A mini-crossbow.”

“Which is what I just said!”

Florentino stepped between them. “Morlok, please take the lead.” The giant pointed with one hand, still supporting Talli. “That way.”

Morlok nodded and turned, entering the passage cautiously. Florentino gave Bob a direct and accusatory look, but the mage sniffed and marched past the giant. Gwendolyn patted Florentino on the arm, her staff clutched in one hand and gestured to him to go next. Florentino bowed his head and carried Talli into the tunnel.

There was a bit of ammonia scent there, but it wasn’t bad and except for a few wrinkled noses, they were able to proceed. As Bob hurried along, he came across a goblin body. It was lying still and the thrust wound to the heart made it pretty clear that Morlok had dispatched it. Bob continued warily, crossbow ready. Another two bodies appeared as they moved forward, the crystal light in Bob’s hand illuminating the crumpled forms.

“He’s enjoying this way too much,” Bob muttered.

Another dozen or so goblin bodies followed and then Morlok appeared suddenly. Bob almost shot him.

“Damn it! I might have shot you!”

Morlok hurried forward, eyes sparkling. “May I borrow that?” He asked in excitement, gesturing down at the crossbow. “Please?” The swordsman begged.

Bob rolled his eyes and just held out the device. “Extra bolts on the side,” he muttered. “This is the safety. Click here to fire. To cock, grab here, pull here and then use your knee to counter leverage and then…”

“Yes yes,” Morlok said, whirling away and disappearing into the darkness with the weapon.

“Reload,” Bob finished lamely.

They kept walking and then heard the sound of the crossbow firing. There was a hard gasp, then nothing. Bob picked up the pace and hurried forward. Morlok was standing there, the crossbow already expertly reloaded, waiting.

“I like this. I will keep it,” Morlok said simply.

“Hey,” Bob said pleasantly to Florentino. “You know what? I’m thinking of giving my mini-crossbow away. Do you know anyone who would appreciate having it?”

Morlok pointed at himself. “Me. I would like to have it.”

Bob looked shocked. “You? Morlok? Really? You’d take my crossbow?”

Morlok nodded somberly.

Bob smiled. “Well great. What the fuck did you shoot with it?”

Morlok pointed and Bob turned, pointing the crystal light. There was a surprised looking goblin, the feathers of the crossbow bolt embedded in its forehead, pinned to the wooden door behind it. 

“Why is there a door here?” Gwendolyn asked, intrigued.

“Why is it guarded?” Asked Florentino. He glanced down the tunnel. “Do we bypass or investigate?”

Bob gave the giant a crazy look. “We investigate!” He declared. He went over to the door, touched the handle and tried to open it. Morlok raised his new crossbow, but Bob shook his head. “It’s locked.” He glanced at the giant. “Hey Florentino, come pick the lock.” The mage asked, stepping back.

Florentino sighed and lowered Talli to the floor. The girl murmured sleepily, but managed to open her eyes long enough to sigh happily. Then she pillowed her head on her arms and closed her eyes. The rock giant moved forward, looked at the lock, then slammed his fist hard against the door.

The entire frame shattered and the door shot into the room.

Light spilled in and Bob gasped. Gold coins, gems, arms, and even armor of different kinds were stacked haphazardly in various piles. “Well, well, well,” he said with a pleased look. “This isn’t bad at all.” He shrugged out of his pack and stepped into the treasure room. He went right over to the gold coins and pulled a canvas sack out of his pack. He began loading it.

“Do we have time for this?” Gwendolyn asked carefully.

“We always have time for treasure,” Bob assured her. “We’ll make time.”

Florentino shrugged. “I have to agree with Robert. The tankard takes time to generate sufficient funds. Having liquid assets will be beneficial.”

Gwendolyn sighed. “Alright,” she said, going into the room. She filled her own purse, then started dumping coins, armor, and other treasures into Bob’s pack. Florentino helped her, scooping up large amounts until most of the heavy stuff was tucked away in Bob’s bag. Then the giant realized he was just in Bob and Gwendolyn’s way, so he stepped back outside the room.

“Are you okay?” The giant asked the girl, settling onto the floor beside her and putting a hand on her shoulder.

Talli opened her eyes. “I’m tired, but I’m great.” She closed her eyes and stretched. “I’ve never felt like this, ever.”

“Felt like what?” The giant asked as she arched her back, her breasts pushing forward.

“Satisfied,” she replied simply.

Florentino nodded. “You have endured nine orgasms, which is astonishing. This is on par with most elf women.” He reached down and rubbed his thumb across one pierced nipple. “And you have done it on command, in very difficult circumstances.”

Talli hummed, reaching up to grab his wrist and hold his hand against her chest. “And that’s good, right?”

“Very good. Without you, we would not have survived. Several times.”

“I loved it when you were inside me,” Talli said softly, moving Florentino’s hand around in a circle. It was a soft caress, his palm bending the tip of her breast gently.

“I liked being inside you,” Florentino said with a laugh.

She smiled up at him. “Want to do it again?”

The rock giant chuckled. “Yes, but we can’t. Not yet. First you need to regain your energy. Rest. Hopefully there will be no more challenges that will require you to cum again.”

Talli nodded. “Still, it feels nice to have your hands on me.”

Florentino smiled and began caressing her, rubbing her arms through the leather jerkin, then moving to her breasts. It didn’t matter. Her eyes eventually closed. Twenty minutes later, Bob came out, his pack slung across his back, mouth curled in a wide smile.

“Too easy,” he said smugly. “Even without the tankard, this haul would have been worth it.”

“Really?” Florentino said, looking up. “We almost died. Several times.”

“But we didn’t,” Bob replied. He glanced down at Talli. “She’s asleep?”

Florentino nodded. “About fifteen minutes. She’s exhausted.”

Bob shrugged. “Well, she’s had a busy day,” he admitted. “Nine orgasms.”

“Nine,” the giant agreed. “More than expected.”

“Better than Ilea has ever done,” Bob added.

Florentino’s face clouded over. “Better than she ever will,” he said sadly.

Bob looked around. “Where’s Morlok?”

Florentino pointed back down the passageway. “He explored forward first. There’s a cavern up ahead. It’s rough going, but Morlok said there was quartz there. Then he went back down to the main chamber where we got the tankard.

“Why?”

Suddenly, Morlok came running into the light, his face darkening.

Florentino stood up. “Trouble?” Morlok nodded.

“What kind of trouble?” Bob asked with a sigh.

Morlok just gave Bob a calculated look. Florentino nodded.

“Goblins. How many of them?” Asked Florentino.

Morlok frowned. “A lot.”

“Define ‘a lot’,” Bob said ruefully.

Morlok looked at the mage. “As many as we have already killed.”

Bob blinked. “Which time?”

Morlok didn’t reply and Florentino winced, answering for the swordsman. “All of them, Robert.”

Bob whirled and stuck his head back into the treasure room. “Gwendolyn! Time to go! Now!” He swung back around and pointed at Talli. “Florentino, you’ve got girl duty.” He looked at Morlok. “You’ve got the lead. Go fast and clear anything in the way because we’re going to be following quickly.” Morlok nodded and hurried forward down the passage, sword out.

Gwendolyn came out of the treasure room. “What’s wrong?”

“Revenge party,” Florentino said simply, even as he scooped the sleeping Talli up into his arms.

Gwendolyn frowned. “I’m guessing we are not the ones seeking revenge,” she commented.

“No we are not,” Bob replied, grabbing his leather pack.

“How many?”

Bob smiled. “All of them.”

Gwendolyn glanced at Talli, a worried look on her face. “She’s asleep?”

Florentino nodded. “Nine orgasms,” he reminded the druid. “That’s more than we expected even Ilea to do.”

Gwendolyn pursed her lips. “Unless we needed ten. Ilea could have handled that.”

Bob took a deep breath. “Let’s not invite trouble,” he said simply. “Go. Morlok is clearing the path.” Gwen nodded and hurried up the passageway.

“Robert,” Florentino said softly. “I’ll need time to shatter the quartz vein, presuming we can even find one thick enough for us to use.”

The mage gave the giant a bleak look. “Yeah, I figured. Maybe we can find something to barricade the passageway or something.”

“Possibly,” the giant allowed. “Though the probabilities are not good.” He shifted Talli, who moaned softly in her sleep, then settled back down in the crook of Florentino’s arm like she was a baby. They started after Morlok and Gwendolyn. Bob took the rear and reached into his pack. A moment later there was a light tinkle of metal and Florentino looked back to see the mage spread hundreds of tiny spiked caltrops along the passageway in various spots.

“That’s clever,” Florentino said. Then came the echoes of goblin speech coming up the corridor.

Bob nodded. “They’re in the passageway. Figure five minutes?”

Florentino nodded. They picked up the pace and then emerged out into a rough hewn cavern. A flash of light from the other side showed them where Morlok and Gwendolyn were and they hurried over.

“The goblins?” Gwen asked.

“They’ve started up the corridor,” Florentino said. “Figure they’ve gotten to the treasure room by now. We’ll know when they start this way. Robert booby trapped the passage.”

Morlok grimaced. “This is the back of the cavern. And the largest quartz vein.”

Florentino nodded. He lowered Talli down to a bare patch of rock that was relatively flat. She woke up for a moment, then closed her eyes again. The rock giant came over, set his hand against the crystal, and closed his eyes. The sound of goblin fury got just a tad bit louder, then changed pitch abruptly into injured screams of agony.

“I think they just found my caltrops,” Bob said. He glanced over his shoulder. “Florentino?”

The giant looked down. “It’s big enough. But there are turns. Shattering the crystal will only take me a few minutes. Climbing out won’t be easy though.” He gave Bob a sad, knowing sort of look. “Especially with goblins on our tail.” He paused. “You should all back away. There will be quite a bit of debris.”

Bob took a deep breath. “Okay.” He looked back at the passageway. There was literally nothing to block it. “Gwen? You got anything to slow them down or block that hole?”

The druid shook her head. “Nothing that won’t just piss them off. I’ll be able to take out maybe a dozen or two, but after that...”

“Right,” Bob said. He set down his pack and pulled a thick, rubber rod out of it. “Well, guess it’s up to me.”

“And Talli,” Florentino said. He reached up and put his hand back on the crystal. A soft hum seemed to come from all around them and Bob went over to the sleeping girl. She looked so peaceful, so soft and pliant. Her bare breasts were exquisitely framed by the leather jacket and corset, and her legs were open just enough that Bob could see her perfect, puffy little slit, the tiny pink clit pierced with the ring, forcing it perpetually out of the hood. He wondered if she were wet, then realized it probably didn’t matter. He knelt down, pushed her knee even farther to the side, and then pressed the dildo against her sex.

She was wet. At least enough for Bob to slide the phallus in. He began pumping it vigorously, trying to focus on what he was doing, rather than the screaming fury of the goblins. Talli woke up with a groan, arching her back. She finally opened her eyes and looked at the mage.

“What... what’s going on?” She managed to stammer, hearing the barks, cries, and screams of the goblins.

Bob looked right at her. “Talli, I want you to focus. I need you to cum, okay? Every goblin that we haven’t yet killed is on its way up here. So think about sex. Think about what you want me to do to you.”

Talli looked frightened. She glanced back at the tunnel, only to have Bob snap his fingers, the other hand still thrusting. “Talli! Look at me!” She did. “Think about your pussy! Doesn’t this feel good?”

She nodded, gulping. “Yes... but...” she stammered. Bob grimaced.

“Look, Talli, the goblins are going to kill us and eat us. At least most of us. If you survive the initial onslaught, they’re going to take you down to one of their torture chambers. And if you thought fucking a rock giant was bad, just wait till they tie you spread-eagled on one of their tables. They’ll whip your breasts while filling you with tiny green cocks. Then they’ll whip your pussy between fucks. This will go on for not just days, but weeks. Non-stop fucking torture until you are so sore you won’t be able to even...” Bob’s voice was suddenly drowned out by a tremendous cracking sound. Everyone turned to look as half the fucking cavern seemed to explode and a torrent of tiny quartz shards seemed to start pouring down from the ceiling.

“Conchoidal fracture,” Florentino shouted over the noise. Little crystals flowed down the cavern floor, all the way to the passageway. For a second, Bob’s heart filled with hope, but then the torrent slowed and there wasn’t quite enough to block the tunnel entrance. Still, it would definitely slow them down. He continued pumping the dildo in and out of Talli’s pussy, but he blinked, an idea forming.

Talli blinked in shock at the crystal falls and then she looked at Bob. “Was that good?”

He nodded. “Yes, but not good enough. I still need you to cum.” He glanced at the tunnel. “And very, very soon.”

She looked upset. “But I’m so tired!”

Bob grimaced. “Talli, I know. I’m sorry. If there was another way for me to do this, I would. Now think! Fantasize!”

She looked over at the rock giant. Florentino was lifting Morlok and Bob’s bag up into the crack. Morlok started climbing. Then the angry howl of the goblins sounded much closer and Bob began pumping the dildo furiously.

“Gwendolyn!” shouted Florentino. “We’re out of time! Come on!” The rock giant held out his hand and Gwen reached up. The giant lifted her skyward. She managed to get a grip on the tight crevasse and started worming her way up.

Then a goblin burst into the room, its curved and serrated sword flashing. It spotted Talli, Bob, and Florentino at the far end, even as it struggled to wade through the broken and sharp pieces of quartz crystal. Florentino scooped up a large shard and hurled it downward. It struck the goblin right in the noggin and literally snapped the creature’s head back, green ichor exploding out the back of its skull. Florentino picked up another shard and ten goblins pushed into the cavern.

“Times up, Robert,” Florentino called.

Bob looked down at Talli, slightly panicked. “Please? Please? Please cum?”

Talli turned her face up to the mage. “Tie me open.”

“What?” Bob said in confusion.

“The fetters!” She said quickly. “The ones on my feet. Spread my legs open as far as you can! Until I’m doing the splits!”

“What? Why?”

“JUST FUCKING DO IT!” She screamed.

Bob, still thrusting the dildo into her cunt, jerked his hand. Suddenly her legs were yanked outward.

“More! Force my legs open. Put me in the splits!” Talli ordered. Bob adjusted the angle her legs were drawn out. She groaned, closing her eyes. “Now hit me,” she demanded. “My pussy. With that paddle. The leather one. Hit me hard!”

Bob looked flabbergasted. “Hit you? I need you to cum!” He shouted. More goblins had managed to get into the room and Florentino was hurling crystals as fast as he could.

Talli suddenly lunged up with her hands and grabbed Bob’s robes. “I’ve fantasized about it. I want it. I need it! You don’t have to hurt me that much, but I need a little. Do you understand?”

Bob gulped and nodded. He dropped the dildo and began rummaging through his pockets. “I can’t find it! I think it’s in my pack!” He turned and looked for his bag, but he couldn’t see it anywhere.

“Robert!” Shouted Florentino. “Hurry!”

Bob snarled an oath and stood. He reached under his robes for his trousers belt and he yanked it off. He doubled the leather into a loop and then stood over Talli, who was frantically rubbing her clit.

“Move your hand!” Roared Bob.

Talli’s hands shot up to her breasts and she began pinching the nipples, arching her back and groaning. Then the belt snapped down. It struck her wet slit perfectly and she cried out, hips thrusting upward. The sting was hot and she nodded frantically.

“YES! MORE PLEASE MASTER!”

Bob swung again, the leather strap slashing into her cunt. She twisted, but her bound open legs held her in place and Bob hit her again. He kept glancing over at the tunnel, the beating of Talli’s pussy increasing as more and more Goblins came in. Soon Florentino’s rock throwing wasn’t enough and he moved down past Bob and Talli, putting himself in their path. The violent little creatures surged toward the rock giant, spitting and screaming. Suddenly Florentino was fighting hand to hand, crushing and throwing goblins.

“Cum! Cum! Damn it! Cum!” Screamed Bob, swinging the belt downward.

And then, Talli screamed. Fluids exploded out of her pussy, soaking the leather strap and showering the crystals beneath her bottom. A ripple of spasms rocked the girl and she arched her back, thrusting her pelvis upward as the strap smacked her petals. Power surged into Bob and he threw down the belt. His trousers fell to his ankles and he almost stumbled, but his hand came up and with a shout, he hurled magic downward toward the tunnel.

The energy of Bob’s spell sucked up quartz crystals and within a single second, a grinding, crackling ball the size of a beer barrel hurtled past Florentino’s shoulder. It struck a goblin square on and it was like a piece of meat going through a grinder. There was an explosion of green goo and then nothing that even resembled a goblin made it through the roiling and moving ball of sharp crystal. Goblins hurled themselves out of the way, but many of them were sliced to ribbons as more and more crystal was sucked up into the magically created orb. It got to the opening of the tunnel and crashed into it. Then it disappeared, rolling down the passageway.

Florentino hurried forward, killing the ten or so goblins still in the room, moving around. Bob slumped and fell down next to Talli. Slowly, Florentino made his way back up toward the mage and his vessel and looked down at them.

“Ten,” Florentino said softly, looking at Talli. She blinked up at him, still dazed, still lost in the euphoric bliss of orgasm. Then her eyes shut and a very unladylike snore came from her open mouth.

Bob looked up at the giant. “Can I pick them? Or can’t I?” He said with a grin.

Florentino looked down at the mess between Talli’s legs, which were still outstretched. “Did you whip her pussy?” Florentino asked curiously. There were dark marks on Talli’s labia and even a few welts on her thighs. Bob nodded.

“With my belt,” he said grimacing. “That’s going to hurt. Remind me to keep a healing paddle or whip on me at all times from now on.”

Florentino nodded. “I didn’t know you were quite this sadistic. How did you know she’d respond so well to it?”

Bob sat up and pulled his trousers back into place. “I didn’t. She did.”

“What?” Florentino said in surprise. “She did?”

Bob nodded, retrieving his belt. He studied the soaked end, sniffed it, then shrugged. “Smells like her,” he said simply. “Yeah. She told me to bind her legs open like that and then whip her.” He grinned as he threaded the belt back around his waist. “She wanted that little paddle.”

“It’s in your pack,” Florentino said apologetically. “I sent it up with Morlok.”

Bob shrugged. “I made do.” He wiggled his fingers and the abyssal fetters released. Talli groaned as her legs were freed, but she didn’t move to close them. There was still more than an ample amount of fluid dripping from her slit. “Ready for the climb out?” Bob asked the giant.

Florentino reached down and scooped up Talli. She murmured in her sleep, but curled up in his arms. “Absolutely. Let’s get out of here.”


Chapter Thirteen - Happy Endings

Talli groaned as she came awake and the bright morning sunlight stung her eyes. It took her a moment to take stock and the first thing she realized is that she was tucked away, snug in her bedroll. Blinking sleepy sand from her lashes, she looked out across the small camp and saw Bob sitting quietly by the fire. A kettle of some kind was heating over the flames and the scent of freshly cooked bacon filled the air.

“Ah!” Bob said brightly. “You’re awake. Florentino went to get some more water. He’ll be back in a moment.”

Talli nodded and rubbed her arms. She felt decent, which was a surprise, but she also realized a moment later that she was completely naked, her leather jacket, corset, and thigh high boots gone. She didn’t feel bad about that. The abyssal fetters were still on her wrists and ankles though, as was the collar; a poignant reminder of her status as Bob’s magic vessel.

“Where’s Gwendolyn?” Talli asked.

“I’m here,” Gwen said. Talli twisted in the roll and looked behind her. The druid was sitting underneath one of the nearby trees, her staff in hand. “I healed you yesterday. You may be feeling a few minor aches from it, but nothing serious.”

Talli blinked. “Healed?” She asked. “Was I hurt?”

Gwen glared over at the mage. “Bob left a few welts in some delicate spots. It would have made walking any appreciable distance difficult.”

Talli thought about that, then looked back at the mage. “You whipped me. Between the legs.”

Bob looked up. “You asked me to!” He protested.

Talli didn’t respond to that. Instead she bit her lip. “I did,” she admitted. “I knew I had to explode and that was the only way I knew I could... you know.”

Gwendolyn sighed. “You are a masochist,” she said simply. “Which creates some problems because Bob is not much of a sadist.”

“Hey,” Bob protested. “I can handle a little bit of sadism.”

Gwen snorted. “You are a sensualist, Robert. You don’t mind a little bit, but if she gets to craving something more serious...”

Bob held up his hand. “Look, let’s not dwell on that right now. The big thing is we accomplished what we set out to do. We have the Tankard of Gargbhaz. We looted the goblin’s treasure room. We’re all alive. And Florentino should be back with my horse and some water in a moment.”

Talli cleared her throat. “Is that bacon I smell?”

Bob laughed. “Come on over and have some.”

Talli slipped from the bedroll, exposing her beautiful naked body. She was barefoot and as she stood, both Gwen and Bob couldn’t help but admire her exquisite beauty. She padded over as Bob slung a soft blanket over a log, giving her a place to sit. She dropped down, not realizing that Bob had picked a spot where he’d be able to see right up between her legs. He handed her a plate with bread, cheese, and bacon, then passed over a cup.

“It’s just some sweet wine,” he said apologetically. Talli looked down, surprised.

“We rarely got wine,” she said simply. Then she drank a bit. “Mmmm.”

She was almost done with the food when Florentino walked into camp. His left hand held the reins of Bob’s horse, and a huge bucket was in his right hand. He set the bucket down and tied the horse to the tree.

“Morning, Talli,” Florentino said in a friendly tone. “How are you feeling this morning?”

She blinked. “Honestly?”

Florentino laughed. “Yes, honestly.”

She set her plate down. “I’m trying to decide if asking for someone to fuck me right now is appropriate.”

Bob chuckled and slapped his knee. Florentino came over and sat down next to her. “It’s always appropriate to ask. It might not be appropriate to jump on someone and ravish them.”

She leaned over, her hand slipping between Florentino’s legs and fondling his shaft. “Is this appropriate?” She asked huskily.

“Totally,” responded the rock giant. He pulled her over into his lap and she let out a gasp as the tip of his thick cock rubbed against her petals. She reached down behind her, guiding him in as she sank down with a groan.

“Well,” Bob said ruefully. “That didn’t take long.” He got up, ignoring the way Talli was bouncing on the giant, and grabbed the bucket. “Fortunately, some of us have better things to do than fuck around.” He carried the water back to the fire and then reached for his bag. He pulled out the enchanted tankard.

Gwen leaned forward. “What are you doing?”

Bob grinned. “Making some absinthe,” he replied glibly. He reached back into the pack and pulled out a case of empty bottles, then some corks, and set them down. “Waste not, want not.” Then he poured half the bucket of water into the tankard. Everyone, except Talli, looked at the huge tankard, then watched as Bob lifted it to his mouth and took an experimental sip.

“AaagghhhA!” Bob suddenly spluttered, spitting out the fluid. It hissed as it hit the fire, then flared slightly.

“What?” Demanded Gwen, rising from her spot and hurrying over. “Are you okay? Is it too strong!”

“Beer!” Bob spluttered, setting down the tankard. “And disgusting, weak, tasteless beer at that!”

“You aren’t serious,” Gwen said in dismay. She reached down, grabbed the tankard and took a swig. A moment later she too spat her mouthful out. “Yuck!” She added, her face wrinkling.

Florentino, sitting patiently as Talli groaned, bouncing desperately, clearly getting close to an orgasm, lifted his hand. “Can I try?” He asked curiously.

Gwen, wrinkling her nose, picked up the tankard and handed it to the giant.

“You don’t want to do that,” Bob said, still dumbfounded. “Why the hell is it making beer? Do you think the enchantment is broken?”

Florentino took a sip, swallowed, then a huge gulp. He drained half the tankard down and then nodded. “Indeed, this is a weak ale, sometimes called small, and quite thin.” He smacked his lips. “It has a sort of metallic taste too, doesn’t it?”

“We can’t sell that!” Bob said angrily, gesturing at the tankard. “We’ll be taken for fools. No one would pay to drink that swill!”

Florentino frowned and looked down at the cup. “It does have sufficient alcohol to get a human intoxicated. They would just need to drink eight or nine of the tankards to do it.”

“A penny a pint?” Gwen asked hopefully.

Bob’s expression got hard. “Do you know how many pints we’d have to sell? Time would do us in, all by itself!” He rolled his eyes and turned away in frustration. “Stupid Tankard!” He shouted. He shook his head. “Thank the gods we cleaned out the treasury.” Just as he started to settle back down, Talli cried out, quivering as she exploded. She slumped forward, twitching as Florentino stroked her back, his thick cock still buried in her slit. It took her a minute or two to catch her breath, but then she sighed in satisfaction.

“Thank you,” she said simply. “I needed that.”

Florentino grinned. “I hope you need it often. I’m more than happy to provide.” He coughed delicately. “Of course, I haven’t exploded yet.”

“Oh!” Talli gasped. “Of course. Right. I’m sorry,” she said simply, then started bouncing again. “Like that?”

Florentino smiled. “Turn around. I want to cup your breasts.”

Talli blinked, then maneuvered herself around so that she was facing the fire, and opposite that, Bob. She bounced and then Florentino’s hands were holding her breasts, his fingers playing with her nipples, lifting her up and down.

“Why won’t you fuck me, Bob?” She asked. “You did before. That first day.”

Bob frowned and looked away.

“Don’t you find me attractive?” She asked roughly, still rocking as Florentino’s shaft went in and out of her pussy.

Bob let out a deep breath. “I’m going for a walk,” he muttered. Then he stood up and walked away. Gwen shook her head and sank down in his vacated spot, watching the show across from her.

“Did I say something wrong?” Asked Talli, still rocking with Florentino’s thrusts.

Gwen shook her head. “I’ve never know Bob to have sexual relations with his vessels.”

Florentino nodded. “It’s complicated. As is Robert.”

Talli nodded, but then gasped as Florentino’s right hand slipped down between her legs and started rubbing her clit, even as he continued to thrust. In seconds she was moaning, leaning back against the giant’s chest.

“Yes!” She groaned. “Right there! Now pinch me! Hard!” Florentino squeezed her clit, eliciting another cry. “Oh yes! I’m going to cum again!”

Morlok walked out of the forest then, his eyes flickering to the frantic coupling of giant and human girl. Talli squirmed, twisting and kicking, her toes curling as Florentino worked her right back up to the edge.

“Engaging, isn’t it?” Gwen asked the swordsman, pointing at the tryst before them. He looked at Talli, then spotted the tankard. He reached down, picked it up, and before Gwen could warn him, took a huge gulp.

“Gods! YES! I’m cumming!” Talli cried out, more fluids squirting out of her cunt, soaking Florentino’s balls. Morlok took another swig and watched silently. Then Florentino groaned and Talli’s eyes widened as the giant shot his load deep into her pussy.

“Entertaining,” Morlok muttered, took another deep drink from the Tankard, and walked off with the cup.

Gwen just stared.

***

It was nearing the end of the day and the afternoon sunlight was low in the hills before them. Bob was up on his horse, while Talli walked beside the rock giant. She was once again wearing the high heeled sandals, the soft tongues licking at the soles of her feet. Her breasts were covered by a thin, gauzy cloth that hung around her shoulders and did nothing for her sense of modesty. A gold belt was wrapped around her waist, a loin cloth of sorts covering her dripping wet slit. But like the top, the material was see-thru, making it obvious that her clit was pierced and adorned. In addition, two sets of arm binders had been put on her, at the elbow and then wrists, forcing her breasts forward and more importantly, keeping her hands away from her sex.

Talli wrinkled her nose. She had to admit that Bob had warned her not to touch herself several times. But the vibrating beads hanging from her clit, combined with the two jewel clamps on her nipples, made it almost impossible not to touch herself. Then there was the oozing goo of Florentino’s cum leaking out of her sex. All in all, there were so many things affecting her arousal!

“I still can’t believe he likes that swill,” Bob muttered, glancing back at Morlok, who was bringing up the rear. The swordsman was still drinking from the Tankard. He’d drain it, then pour more water in.

Florentino shrugged. “Well, at least he isn’t likely to get that drunk,” he said. “He’s had to sneak away to urinate two or three times already.”

“Is it that bad?” Asked Talli curiously.

Bob nodded immediately. “It’s awful,” he declared. Florentino shrugged.

“It wouldn’t be my first selection” admitted the giant. “Or second, or even third. In fact, I think I’d prefer water.”

Gwendolyn sighed. “Well, at least this proves there’s a market for it.”

“Whatever,” Bob replied. He glanced back at Talli, his eyes thoughtful. Then with a melancholy sigh, he turned back around, turning the horse a bit.

“Why are we straying off the track?” Gwendolyn asked a few minutes later. “This isn’t the way to the Westerning Hills.”

“Minor errand,” Bob said, clearly not wanting to elaborate. Behind him, Talli was teasing Florentino. With her hands bound down behind her back, she was trying to walk in front of the giant, her fingers touching the bulge of his cock. But since his step was much longer than hers, he’d almost invariably trip, catching himself as she scampered away.

“You little vixen,” Florentino called out. The breeze caught Talli’s outfit, blowing the gauze upward and exposing every little charm, right down to the pierced pink tips of her exquisite breasts.

“You could spank me if you like,” she teased. Florentino scooped her up, slung her over one arm, and did exactly that, giving her half a dozen light hearted swats before jamming a finger into her pussy. Talli groaned, wriggling her hips. Then Florentino moved one lubricated finger up to her bottom, while his middle finger slipped into her well.

“Oh gods... yes! Push it in!” She mewled.

Bob frowned. “Florentino,” he called out. “Please put Tallula down.”

The rock giant looked up, caught slightly off guard, but then pulled his hand out of the girl’s lower half. He set her down as she whimpered with disappointment.

“I think Robert would like you to pay attention to where we are walking.”

Talli snorted. “I’d rather pay attention to you,” she said simply.

Florentino smiled. “It’s very pretty here, don’t you think?” He gestured at the trees. Talli looked around briefly, shrugged, and went back to trying to touch Florentino’s cock. The rock giant finally took her by the shoulders and held her firmly in front of him.

“Look, Talli. Look.”

Talli looked around and suddenly she gasped. She knew where she was. There was a familiarity to the woods nearby, and the hills in the distance. She blinked as memories began working their way through the fog in her mind, though it was the need between her thighs that fought the hardest. She licked her lips, trying to remember, trying to find something lost. The scent of woodsmoke was in the air and she remembered a hearth, stirring stew. Then Bob reined in his horse, stopping. Gwendolyn looked up in confusion, one eyebrow arched. It didn’t help that Morlok literally ran right into the back of her.

“Idiot,” barked the druid. “Put the tankard down. You’ve had enough.”

Morlok belched. Then he blinked. Gwen rolled her eyes.

Bob dismounted and pulled his pack down. Florentino looked at him sadly, even more so when the mage pulled out a dress. And not a skimpy or revealing one.

“Here,” Bob said roughly, as if he were struggling with some bitter thought. “Put this on.” He held out the dress and Talli looked at it, blinking.

“Um... my arms?” She reminded the mage.

Bob smacked himself on the forehead. “Oh. Right. Turn around.” He produced a key and a second later both of the elbow binders were in his hands. She turned back around and took the dress, lifting it. It was dark green and there was a white, stitched-in blouse. One thing for sure was that it wasn’t very slutty, or even sexy. In fact, it covered everything. Decently.

“You... you want me to wear this?” Talli asked, just as confused as everyone else.

“Yes, Tallula,” Bob replied. “I want you to wear this.”

“But...” Talli said, her mind reeling. “It’s not... it’s not... it won’t show me properly.”

Bob smiled. “Well, there’s proper, and then there’s proper. Come on. Florentino will help you.”

The giant turned on her with a knowing look. “You really were the best of them,” he whispered. He loosened the gauze from her bosom, baring her breasts. He handed the top to Bob, who took it. Then Florentino knelt and began stripping the bottom of the outfit from Talli’s hips.

“What are you doing?” Gwendolyn asked the mage, eyebrows still arched.

Bob didn’t answer, but took the rest of the outfit from Florentino. Then the rock giant helped Talli into the new dress. It slid down over her head, covering her completely, almost down midcalf. Even the collar was conservative.

“Lift her up, Florentino,” Bob said, swallowing. “I need to remove the sandals.”

“I don’t understand,” Talli whispered.

Gwen looked upset. “Neither do I!”

Florentino scooped up Talli and held her feet out to the mage. Bob unlaced the sandals, the abyssal portals already closed since she wasn’t touching the ground. The soles of Talli’s feet were damp and Bob used the edge of his robe to dry her instep.

“There,” he said simply. “I can’t do anything about the piercings,” he said apologetically. “But you won’t need these anymore.” He waved his hand and Talli gasped as the abyssal fetters loosened and fell free of her wrists and ankles.

“Wait,” Talli said in a panic. “Are you getting rid of me?”

Bob scooped up the fetters. “Getting rid of you?” He let out a sad chuckle and shook his head. “No Tallula. I’m setting you free.” He stuffed the binders into his pack. Florentino set her down.

“There you go, Tallula,” the rock giant said politely.

She blinked. “What... what did you call me?”

Florentino smiled, but he also blinked, tears in his eyes. “Tallual. It’s your name.”

She shook her head. “No. No... it’s Talli,” she insisted. “My name is Talli.”

The giant lifted a hand and stroked her cheek. “No. It’s Tallula.”

Gwen whirled on Bob. “Are you out of your damned mind? She’s the best fucking vessel you’ve had in years, and you’re letting her go?”

Bob put his pack back on the horse. “Yes. That is precisely what I’m doing.” The emotion in his voice was very real and his fingers fumbled at the pack buckles.

“Well, you’re fucking mad,” the druid exclaimed. “She’s pretty, she’s orgasmic, she’s got insane stats on endurance and constitution and I saw what you did to her in the cave, spreading her legs open like that. She’s got dexterity too! Why the fuck would you let her go?”

Bob took a deep breath. “Because Florentino isn’t the only one in love with her.”

Gwen blinked. “So because you want to dip your wick in her you think this is the right idea? Just fuck her and hope for the best!”

Bob whirled, grabbed the druid by the shirt, and put his face an inch from hers. “She saved my fucking life!” He whispered angrily. Then he thrust Gwendolyn away. “And not like she saved us the other times. She willfully crawled down a fucking slimy dark tunnel and came for me!” He snarled and turned away.

“Tallula?” Talli whispered dumbly, the memories starting to coalesce. “My name is Tallula?”

Florentino nodded. “Don’t you remember? You live right over that hill. Bob told me about it. You have two children. And a husband. Do you remember his name?”

Talli blinked and tears started to flow. “No,” she said, almost sobbing. “No. I don’t. I don’t know...” Then she looked up at Florentino. “What’s his name?”

“Jak,” supplied Bob. “His name is Jak.”

And Tallula gasped. “Jak,” she said, a shiver running through her. “Jak,” she repeated. Suddenly she put her hands to her mouth. “Oh gods! Jak!”

Gwen’s eyes narrowed and she glared at Bob. “The piercings,” she hissed. “Those won’t come out! Do you have any idea what effect it will have on her? What happens when you remove the collar?”

Bob looked at the druid. “I’m not removing the collar.”

Gwendolyn shook her head, her voice low so that Talli wouldn’t hear. “Bob, it’s not just the collar. You have to be actively siphoning power from her to keep the madness at bay! If you aren’t at least close to do that, the collar is pointless! She’s been changed by this, Bob. You can’t just let her go! She has needs now that her oaf of a husband won’t be able to meet! She’ll go looking for other sources. It will destroy her. And him! Think about what you’re doing!”

Tallula suddenly dropped into the dust of the track, sobbing. Florentino bent down, putting a hand on her shoulder. “What have I done?” She wailed.

“It wasn’t you,” Florentino said softly. “You are innocent.”

She shook her head, looking up, not at Florentino, but at Bob. “I know you. I want you. I remember... all of it!” She wailed. “And even now,” she blurted out, still crying. “I want you to rip this dress off me. I want you to tie me up! I want you to whip me between the legs, and then fuck me hard! I can’t! I can’t! I can...”

Her voice seized up as Gwendolyn’s hand glowed green. Slowly Tallula blinked, her sobbing hysterics halted. She took a deep breath and then calmly, rationally, looked over at the druid.

“Thank you,” Tallula replied woodenly. She climbed to her feet, dusting off her new dress, ignoring Florentino’s hand. “I’m... alright.”

Florentino, looking just a little surprised, nodded.

Bob bit his lip. “Good. Tallula, I’m sorry about all of this. But honestly, you were amazing. Jak is a lucky man.”

Tallula turned and then went to Gwendolyn. The old woman stood there, eyes half closed, but she accepted Tallula’s kiss on the cheek. Then Tallula faced Florentino.

“Thank you for showing me... me,” she said simply. She cupped his cheek and he bent down. She kissed him on the mouth, a lingering kiss. Then she turned back to Bob. She walked up to him until her breasts were actually touching his chest. He looked down into her eyes and something passed between them.

“I’m…” he started to say, swallowing hard. “I’m sorry.”

She looked at him. “I accept your apology,” she whispered. Her hand came up and she touched his cheek. The silence lingered and then she suddenly threw her arms around him. She hugged Bob tight. “I wish,” she whispered, “it had been more than just once.” Then she turned and walked away, heading toward her home. They all stood there, watching, until she wasn’t visible.

For a moment, Florentino, Morlok, Gwendolyn and Bob looked at each other. The druid shook her head, clearly unhappy with the mage’s decision. The rock giant looked satisfied, while the Swordsman took another pull from the tankard.

A scream from the other side of the hill caused them all to jerk and Florentino took off running. Bob followed almost immediately. They ran hard, cresting the top of the rise, only to stumble to a halt.

Tallula’s cottage, along with most of the farm, was in ruin.

The smoke from the fire had mostly petered out and only a few small wafts continued to float. The fencing was torn asunder and half the cottage was a burned shell. Tallula stood in front of it, staring in shock, then fell to her knees.

Florentino ran down the hill, just as Gwendolyn and Morlok made it to the top. The swordsman had his weapon drawn and was waving it, and the Tankard of Gharbahz, around dangerously, while the druid’s hands glowed green. Gwen let out a sharp breath and let her power ebb, even as Bob started to walk down to where Florentino was holding Tallula. She had turned into the giant’s arms and was bawling.

As Bob got closer, he understood. He passed Florentino and Talli and walked up to the house. In the doorway of the cottage there were burned bones, small ones. Two sets of them. And a larger skeleton. The mage went closer, spotting the metal barbs of orc arrows. He looked down at the skeletons, then straightened. He went back to Florentino.

“Take her back to the horse,” Bob said firmly. The rock giant nodded and began leading Tallula away. Gwen passed him and went down to Bob.

“Goblins?”

Bob shrugged. “Possibly. But not the ones we roasted at the lair. I’m having a different thought.”

The druid leaned on her staff. “Different?”

“Remember me telling you about the orc war party that attacked me? They had a few goblins with them.”

Gwendolyn frowned. “And you think they attacked the farm? Killed the husband and children?”

Bob shook his head and thrust a thumb over his shoulder. “Go look.”

Gwen, confused, went to the doorway. “These aren’t human,” she declared. She looked around. “Where are the husband and children?”

Bob shrugged. “I have no idea. Orcs don’t take prisoners. Tallula’s children were male. Goblins wouldn’t take boys, only girls. And I don’t see any other skeletons.”

Gwen took a deep breath, raised her staff and the tip flashed green. She made a complete circle and then shook her head. “There’s two dead orcs in range, four dead goblins, and two dead cows. That’s it. No humans”

“So,” Bob said, kicking a dirt clod. “Either they were dragged off and then killed, which I find unlikely. Or Jak is alive. The children as well. Somewhere.”

“The orcs... followed you here?”

Bob shrugged. “I don’t know.” He took a deep breath and began heading back up the hill. Gwendolyn hurried and caught up. “And what are you going to tell Talli... I mean... Tallula?”

Bob didn’t reply, but when he got to the top of the hill, he looked down. She was standing there, waiting for him, next to Florentino, her arms down by her sides. Her hair flickered in the breeze. Tears streaked her cheeks and she was still crying, but silently.

“The truth,” he muttered in answer to Gwendolyn’s question. He headed down the hill until he stood in front of her. “Tallula,” he started to say.

“That’s not my name,” she said firmly. She grabbed hold of the dress and started pulling it up. “My name is Talli.”

Bob groaned. “Tallula, look... it’s not what you think. I don’t think...” he started to say as the dress came off, exposing her entire bare body. She tossed it aside and grabbed Bob, her mouth pressing against his. The kiss was sudden and took his breath away, leaving him gasping. When she came up for air, she didn’t even give him time to speak.

“Please?” She begged. “Please? I don’t want to think about it. I don’t want to know. I don’t want to care. I don’t want to be Tallula. Not any more! Please? Please? Please?”

Bob pulled his head back. “Tallula,” he whispered, agonized.

“NO!” She screamed, stepping back. She spread her arms and legs wide. “Whip me! Fuck me hard! Pinch my nipples! Clamp me!” She whirled. “MY NAME IS TALLI!”

And fucking Morlok, tankard in one hand, his sword thankfully sheathed, walked right up to her, jammed his finger into her cunt, wriggled it around as everyone else gaped, and then pulled it out of the groaning girl. He stuck it in the tankard, swirling it around, then took a long gulp.

“MORLOK!” Gwen said, aghast.

“Mmmm,” Morlok said, swaying away from Talli.

Her hands had already gone back down to her slit and she sat down in the dirt, rubbing frantically at her sex. Gwen looked at Bob, clearly wanting him to do something. Florentino looked over at the mage, confused and unsure.

Finally Bob bit his lip. He stalked over to the pack and drew the fetters out. He marched back over to Talli and without hesitation, secured them back on her ankles. It was a little harder to do her wrists, but only because she was pumping a hand in and out of her gaping wide sex. Finally she was bound and he wiggled his fingers. Talli was hauled upright, then her limbs shot outward as her feet and hands were pulled toward invisible points around her body. Bob lifted his hand and she rose up into the air until her sex was even with Bob’s head. She let out a wanton sob and girl goo dripped from her pussy. She thrust her hips lewdly, trying to stimulate herself.

Tears streaked her cheeks, but she looked down at Bob, a fiery glimmer in her eyes. “Please sir? Please Master? Please let me cum?”

Bob stared up at her. “Is this what you really want?”

She nodded immediately. “I want to cum. I want it.” Then her bottom lip trembled. “I want to forget.”

“What is your name?” He asked.

“Talli! My name is Talli!” She insisted.

Bob took a deep breath and reached into the folds of his robe. He pulled out a black leather paddle. Florentino’s mouth curled up into a tiny smile and Gwen let out an exasperated breath.

“Well then, Talli. I don’t let my vessels decide when to cum. I might just need the magic. Still, there’s something to be said for a good pussy paddling now and then. Let's see just how aroused we can get you,” Bob replied. He swung the paddle overhand, smacking Talli’s beautiful, dripping, perfect, little pussy.


The adventures continue…

Join Talli, Florentino, Gwendolyn, Morlok and Bob in “Castle Haggard and the Lich King.”

In the second adventure of Bob the Mage; Talli, Morlok, Florentino, Gwendolyn, and Bob team up once again, this time to raid an ancient ruin in search of a sapphire rumored to be able to store great amounts of magical energy. Guarded by an undead army inimical to all those who have tried before, Bob and his eclectic team of dungeon crawlers smash, stab, blast, and orgasm their way through the perverted labyrinth of dead King Argenthor, a known sexual sadist, in hopes of looting his treasury. Pursued by a lounge of lizardmen intent on revenge and faced with the physical and emotional turmoil of Talli’s heart, Bob is forced to confront truths about himself, and about Talli, that could change their world.

Castle Haggard and the Lich King: A Bob the Mage Story is a funny, RPG adventure with medium elements of BDSM interwoven into a classic, dungeons and dragons style tale. Sit back, roll the dice, and come along on an epic campaign that’s more than a little perverted, definitely naughty, and full of laughs, gasps, and more than a few happy endings!




Chapter One: Betrayal and Orgasms

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He wanted the mage to see him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sivess looked at the girl for a long time.

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

The lizardman nodded. “Ssshe is attractive.”

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

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

“Did you bring it?” Sivess hissed.

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

“Give it to me,” Sivess demanded.

Bob blinked. “Sure. Money.”

Sivess shook his head. “The ssstone first.”

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

“Give it to me. Now.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Where are we headed?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bob snorted. “You just miss the sex.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

cover.jpeg
The Goblin Lair
And the Tankard of Gharbahz

A “Bob the Mage” Story

—
A%

= W _ _

Michael Alexander





