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Two medieval worlds of slavery are connected by Magic Portals.  An apprentice female Mage breaks with convention and illegally travels from the relative safety of her world, Jarion, to a world at constant war against Magic Users.  The nobles of Ivarren have outlawed Magic Users and forcibly enslaved and sexually dominated Mages and executed captured Wizards.  Two more senior Mages from Jarion pursue the apprentice with the goal of capturing her and returning her to Jarion. Ivarren is a world of constant danger to the three Mages who attempt to hide their Magic skills while moving through the dangerous world of Ivarren.  Their desperate adventures and perils are numerous as they face Witchfinders and Hunters using enchanted collars that would reduce them to submissive, obedient, sex slaves to their Masters or Mistresses.
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Chapter 1:  A Captive Princess, Two Years Ago

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, The Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern

The young woman woke slowly and groggily.  Her head pounded in a splitting headache worse than anything that she could have ever imagined.  Heavily drugged the night before with no memory of her kidnap or capture, she had been unconscious for much of the next day.  Befuddled, it took long moments for her brain to orient itself beyond the throbbing pain of her headache.  Groggily, she discovered that somehow, she was standing upright and leaning back against a rough timber wall.  “Hmmpf?” she asked herself aloud and wondered fuzzily why her voice was muffled and unintelligible.

[image: ]The room was dimly lit by candles flickering in sconces, casting long shadows on the wooden walls and the dusty floorboards. The air had the smells of ale and roasting meat from a kitchen, mingling with the scent of leather and sweat from previous occupants of the room.

The ache of her shoulders began to override the mystery of her lost voice.  She forced her aching head to the side to follow her upright arm and, even through blurry eyes, she saw her arms were held upward and her wrists were held in uncomfortable metal cuffs connected to a short chain that anchored her hands and arms to a hook high above her head.  Her limp body hung heavily from her wrists.

“Hooo!” she screeched.  This time she realized her scream of surprise and anguish was affectedly blocked by wads of cloth stuffed in her mouth.  She immediately pulled herself upward against the chains in a desperate attempt to swing her feet upward in an acrobatic move to be followed with a jerk of her body.  Her hope was to unhook the top link of the chains between the Cuffs of Nullification from the hook it hung over; or, to break the hook itself.  Her feet lifted from the floor and moved forward with a snap only to almost immediately halt.  Belatedly, she realized that her captor had bound her ankles together and then somehow anchored them to the floor with some sort of binding cord.

She had no choice but to relax and realized blessedly that her captor had hung her such that her bare feet could sit flat on the rough plank floor.  She stood upright and the strain on her arms lessened immediately.

“For the first time in my life, since I first sensed my Magic, it’s blocked,” she decided, “I immediately felt that my Mana Pool had been drained so someone must know that I’m a Mage and they’ve used enchanted cuffs on my wrists.  Thank the stars that they haven’t yet put a slave collar on me.”  She became quiet and shuddered when she thought of the powerful tools King Ordimir created in his Slave Queen’s secret laboratory and the poor enslaved female Mages who worked there, forced to use their Artifact and Rune Magic against other female Mages.”

“My Father, King Lumar, warned me that this mission was too perilous.  I thought it was worth the risk if we only sent in a small team.  It should have been safe enough.  But, he was right,” she admitted sadly, “I only made it one day into King Jòsaph Ordimir’s Kingdom before getting caught.”  Her only hope lie in her discovery that she wasn’t yet collared with one of the Slave Queen’s horrid Collars of Enslavement.  “Maybe I still have a chance of escape,” she thought with a glimmer of hope.

However, later, with a sigh of acceptance, Princess Evangeline Lumar faced the reality of the situation and admitted to herself, “Instead of spying against, and stealing King Ordimir’s Magic secrets and Magic artifacts, … I might experience them in a more personal manner,” she said with tears in her eyes.  “I’m so fucked!”

Angry, and still refusing to yield, she twisted again against her restraints. Her arms ached from being pulled above her head for so long, and the iron cuffs bit cruelly into her wrists with every motion. But submission was not in her nature. She was a daughter of fire and moonlight, trained in magic and royal diplomacy, a Princess of the Kingdom of Lumar, and she would not be broken.

But as she shifted again, something else registered, an unsettling awareness. A coolness, a weight shift across her chest, the subtle sway of bare skin. Her breath caught in realization that her meaty breasts had shifted unrestrained while she fought against the cuffs and chain.

She looked down, and the blood drained from her face. Her ornate leather vest hung open. The laces were gone. Her under-shift, once soft comfortable cotton dyed a pale lavender, had been torn apart down the front, split roughly to below her belly. Her breasts, full and proud, were exposed to the chill of the room. Her nipples, tight from both cold and adrenaline, stood defiantly erect in the dim light.

Lower still, her entire lower half was bare. Her boots, her silk skirt, even her undergarments were gone. They lay in a heap beside her belt-pouch and travel cloak, discarded as if they meant nothing.

She blushed in humiliation at the thought that a Noble Mage and Princess of the Kingdom of Lumar could have her body unwillingly exposed and touched by other than a husband or lover.   “My unknown captor stripped me to find anything of value or that could be useful for my escape.”  Her immediate thought of the humiliation kept her from realizing the full extent of her situation.

She flushed, not just with embarrassment, but with shame and rage. To be laid bare this way, without ceremony, without control, without choice, ... it was unthinkable. She was noble. Sacred. A woman of power and with a rich family legacy. Her body was not a thing to be inspected like loot or livestock.

“They stripped me to search for hidden charms,” she thought, struggling to hold on to logic, to something that made sense. “To find weapons or tools? Or to shame me into silence?”

But even that rationalization rang hollow in her mind. The calculated nature of the undressing, the deliberate removal of every piece, hinted at something more than simple pragmatism. Her captor hadn't just searched her. They had unveiled her.

She shivered, and not entirely from the cold. There was a heat rising beneath the humiliation, a low, traitorous awareness of her own body. The way her skin tingled beneath unseen eyes. The way her breasts lifted with every breath. The way the air kissed the most intimate folds of her flesh with clinical indifference.

She hated the feeling. And yet... it lingered.

Somewhere in the shadows of the inn or even this chamber, someone had undressed her. Someone had touched the bindings of her vest, slid fingers beneath cotton and leather, peeled away layers of silk. They had seen her. Tasted her dignity, and defiled it.

Then, the greater realization of her situation as a captured Mage sunk in.

“Sex slaves!  Oh, by all that’s holy!  It is well known that King Ordimir’s collars exert control over their slaves’ minds and force captive female Magic Users to become wanton sex slaves!” were the thoughts that next burst wildly into her mind.  She glanced down at her youthful, lithe form and realized the truth of her own long-held assessment that she was well sought after as a marriage prospect or sexual conquest mostly because of her renowned beauty.

The blonde, long-haired Princess was 18-years-old, slim and athletic from years of workouts with her Father’s Arms Master, Stable Master, and Master of the Hunt.  She had been raised as if she were a Prince of the Realm; but, she had the firm C cup breasts, taut and muscled belly, narrow waist, wide hips perfect for child-bearing, and the long perfect legs of a beautiful young female ripe for sex and breeding.  However, fully dedicated to her studies as eldest Princess and as a powerful Mage, she had no time for affairs of the heart or sexual encounters, … she was an 18-year-old virgin.

“The reason for my mission is because of how Father spoke of King Ordimir becoming more aggressive against Magic Users.  He has doubled the number of Witchfinders and given them powerful tools to capture and enslave Magic Users anywhere in his kingdom.  The only slaves in our kingdom are criminals convicted of serious crimes.  Magic Users feel heavily restricted but merely have to register and submit to annual mental audits to be sure they aren’t violating the kingdom’s laws.  Only sex offenders are sentenced to humiliating service as brainwashed sex slaves.  Here, in this Kingdom, … it’s the fate of every enslaved female Mage, even convicted mundane women.”

She slowed her frantic thinking and scanned the room again to learn something she could use to escape or understand who had captured her and how it happened.  “The only window shows it’s still night outside and it has sturdy-looking iron bars.  Nothing a woman like me with her Magic blocked can rip apart.”  Her eyes shifted to the heavy wood door reinforced with wide iron bands.  The short crossbar was down, securing the room from exit or entry.  She knew that only a large key that could move the cogs needed to release the bar could get the door open.

Then, she gasped at the sight of two slave collars and two slave leashes hanging from wood pegs beside the door.  The chair beside it had a heavy leather cuirass and a matching long-sleeved shirt and leggings carefully set atop the seat.  A wide leather belt and fancy longsword and sheath hung off the top of the chair.  A pair of sturdy boots were tucked away under the seat of the chair.  A well used pack sat beside everything.  

[image: ]From the way the Two-Rune-Two-Stone Collars of Enslavement were hung, the young Princess Mage confirmed that each collar had a large Emerald and an Amethyst set into the metal half circles of the hinged collar.  “What are they?” she wondered.  “My Father, King Lumar, has access to only rudimentary slave collars simply embedded with Runes of Control with no other special enhancements.   The few Magic Users in our Kingdom sentenced to slavery for foul actions against the Kingdom are held in thrall by a complex series of commands given beginning at the moment of being collared.  Those gems are far too expensive to waste on ordinary decoration.”

Frustrated with an inability to unravel the secrets of the collars, she resorted to blaming herself for the stupidity that led to her capture.  “I slipped away from my guards and the two merchants in our small fake trade delegation.  Our camp is just a few minutes away and I only wanted a bit of adventure by visiting a tavern for the first time and to enjoy a mug of ale.  It was my only chance to mingle with commoners.” She paused and lamented.  “It must have been the ale which befuddled my brain and made me use a weak spell of Telekinesis Magic to trip that rude lout that pinched my ass as he walked by.”

Intellectually, the young Mage realized that one of King Ordimir’s Witchfinders or an independent mercenary Hunter must have detected the Magic she loosed with some sort of charm or artifact.  “Yes, that is certainly how I was discovered, drugged, and then bound in Nullification Cuffs”.  She knew full well that her soul and Magic would be forever bound to a Master or Mistress if she was collared with a strongly enchanted slave collar, like the mythical type powered by her own Mana.  “That was the very type of collar I intended to steal,” she lamented ruefully at the irony.

Princess Evangeline again reminded herself that her Father knew of Runes of Detection and Runes of Nullification but they were costly to make in terms of time.  “Few Magic Users in our kingdom are willing to work with our King on research for means of controlling other Magic Users.  Plus, it takes months of difficult work to produce a single Magical Artifact.  Plus,” she thought sadly, “they are rudimentary, bulky, and often unreliable things.  A few Mages or Wizards have escaped from our enchanted cuffs or collars.”  She again looked to the collars and cuffs on the wall and glanced up at her own set of cuffs.  “Those two complex slave collars and three sets of Nullification Cuffs, … they represent a King’s ransom,” she thought with fear.  “To think that a single Witchfinder could so casually hang such a wealth of combat equipment in such an unguarded common tavern room.”

And now she hung there, naked, vulnerable... but not defeated.

Her eyes burned as she looked toward the door. “Whoever you are,” she whispered, barely audible, “I will remember this. And I will make you regret it.”

But even as she made that vow, her body betrayed her, … tightening, pulsing, responding to the echo of touch that hadn’t yet happened, but had been imagined all too clearly. She clenched her jaw. Not now. Not like this.

But the moment had already branded itself on her flesh. And somewhere, in that chamber, the game between captor and captive had only just begun. 

Realizing the full depth of her horrible plight, she decided she had to act.  “This is probably a very bad move,” she thought grimly.  “But, … I’m not one to quit without a fight and I don’t want to become one of King Jòsaph Ordimir’s sex toys.”  As she made those thoughts, 18-year-old Princess Evangeline Lumar mentally fought to break through the cuffs’ control erected around her Mana Pool.  She used all her concentration in an attempt to link the source of her Magic with her strongest offensive Magic, Fire Magic.  Almost instantly, her mental image formed a spear of intensely hot magma and she prepared to launch it at the hook over her head.

At that same instant, her brain exploded in the most painful experience of her life.  It was as if hot coals were being poured onto her tender brain and molten steel into her eye sockets.  “Eiiii!” she screamed into her gag and drummed her heels against the wall in a futile attempt to escape the pain.  The pain and her screams continued, the punishment seemed to be endless.  The Magic Runes in the Cuffs were powered by her unstoppable trickle of renewal Mana and it kept that pool of mana completely shielded from the young Mage.  She had no chance of triggering even the weakest Magic.

[image: ]Downstairs in the tavern’s large drinking room, Sir Thomas Bofori, a Knight Witchfinder in the Kingdom of Ordimir whose family had served faithfully as Witchfinders for more than two hundred years.  Named after a distant great great something grand father, Sir Thomas Bofori had risen in service as King Ordimir’s leading Witchfinder.  He felt the enchanted leather arm brace on his left arm vibrate as it tried to gently tug his forearm upward toward his room.  “My young Kitten has just learned firsthand that King Ordimir’s enchanted cuffs act with intelligence and can swiftly punish their hosts,” he told himself with a strong sense of satisfaction.  “The training of my captured little Mage has already started.”  He listened carefully and faintly heard her continued muffled wails of pain through the thick planks of the ceiling.  They were just slightly louder than the sounds of arguing and merriment surrounding him.

A few drunk patrons laughed and one logger crudely gave a probable explanation, “From the cries, I bet some bitch of a tavern slut is getting a fatter log shoved up her ass than expected.”

Another drinker joyfully observed, “That cunt upstairs is getting used for a lot more than the few Bronze coins called for.  Too bad it’s too late for her to double his fee.”

The room exploded in laughter.  Not one patron gave any thought to rescuing the bitch getting such a hard fucking upstairs.  More than one smirked and envisioned themselves the one rutting wildly between the legs of a pretty lass.

As the Master that had slapped the Cuffs of Nullification on the beautiful Princess, Sir Bofori had a strong mental link to the Cuffs, and through them, a window to the new slut’s surface thoughts.  The Cuffs let him know the instant his captive reached for her Mana and that the collar automatically triggered a painful response.  “Fire Magic, … and strong as well.  King Ordimir will be well pleased,” he mused.  He grinned even more broadly at reviewing the sensation he felt from his captive immediately before she used her Magic.  “She’s inexperienced in the way of men and woman; but, mentally she responded with lust to the erotic thought of being used against her will.”

The Knight Witchfinder harbored no sympathy for an enemy agent plotting against his realm and gave no thought to the fact the Cuffs would increase the punishment strength and period with her next major infraction.

[image: ]Sir Bofori turned his attention to the remains of his meal and considered his almost empty mug of ale.  During the brief distraction from upstairs, he never let his vigilance of the tavern room wane.  From his seat with his back to the wall, he blended in well with the boisterous crowd in the tavern.  The room was nearly full with late-night, hard-drinking dock, caravan, and quarry workers.  A few barmaids slipped expertly between the crowded tables with food and drink.  Like the evening before, hands freely reached to caress a plump rump here and there, fingers caught pinches of soft backsides, and a few more adventurous pulled the tavern wenches down to their laps for a hug, some kisses, and unrestrained groping.  The tavern sold liquor and food at a profit; however, the tavern made the most profit from the females working the room as they would provide almost any service, for the proper amount of coin.  His rough clothing and his well-practiced role as an out of work caravan drover let him blend in seamlessly.

A particularly saucy plump wench with overly large bouncy breasts came up and leaned forward to give him a closeup view of the huge expanse of luscious flesh exposed between her plump breasts.    With a laugh, he swung her around to sit sideways on his lap and he sunk his face between her proudest assets.  She wriggled about and squealed in pretend distress and then pulled his face up for a scorching kiss.  “That’s for the fine tips last night and tonight, my fine Sir,” she whispered breathlessly.  “Your dinner and first ale are included in your daily lodging at fifty-five Bronze.  You’ve twice given me a Copper as a tip for already purchased meals and ale.  Those tips alone were enough to stay at this tavern for two full days with room and board.  So, my fine gentleman, … It’s a matter of honor, … I’m yours to use and warm your bed for the next two nights.  I only ask for a proper tip for my efforts,” she added coyly.

Sir Bofori enjoyed the slattern’s plump ass skillfully wriggling on his lap.  He grinned as his cock thickened and again at the wench’s responding squeal of delight.  He brought her ear to his lips and whispered, “Look down to my hand.”

The barmaid glanced down and stiffened at the sight of an open flap of black embossed leather with a golden badge on one side.  The other held an array of stars.  Five large Gold Stars indicated the female Mages or Hedge Witches he captured and collared, two smaller Gold Stars indicated the female enemy Mages that died during his missions, and the six Silver Stars indicated the number of male Magic Users killed.  There was no more decorated member of the King’s Witchfinders. “A King’s Witchfinder so far from Kingsreach?” she smirked at first in a practiced and flirting tone.  Then, in a worried tone, she added, “What evil ever happens here in such a remote place?”

With her side turned to his torso, Sir Bofori took the opportunity to slip his right hand between the deep valley of her breasts and tried in vain to wrap his fingers possessively around the largest breast he’d ever encountered.  It was warm, a bit damp from the sweat of her labors, and much firmer than expected.  He found the erect nipple and pinched it.

The woman moaned and repeated, “As I said, … that bit of gold badge changes nothing.  I’m yours for two nights, Sir King’s Witchfinder, … what service do you desire?”

“I captured a Magic User in this very room last night,” he whispered in her ear.

The barmaid jerked in his arms.  The steely grip on her left breast kept her from moving reflectively away.  “The same young lass two mercenary thugs were so desperately searching for late last evening?” she whispered back with worry in her voice.  “If they find out that you’ve taken her, there will be trouble.  They’re sure to return here again, for there was a fight last night right near the poor wench’s table.”

Sir Bofori chuckled.  “Never fear, Miss.  Nobody saw what happened to her after she Magically tripped a burly stoneworker who pinched her ass.  She was so distracted at the comedy of the drunk accusing another drunk, and at the fight that started, that she never saw me slip a strong drug into her ale.”  The Witchfinder grinned at the memory and added in a more serious tone, “The sight of a woman staggering drunkenly upstairs with a paying customer for a proper bedding went unnoticed in the excitement of the fight.  It turns out that the young woman is a foreign Mage caught working against our kingdom.  The guards and the men who hired them are already in the hands of the Sheriff.”

The Witchfinder left unvoiced that a simple Necklace of Compulsion, the same one currently coiled in the bottom of his leather wallet on his belt, made the purported head of the fake trade delegation confess everything.  The fake trade delegation chief told the confessors that the plan was to get Princess Evangeline Lumar in position near King Jòsaph Ordimir’s home at Kingsreach.  “The Princess’ plan was to steal research and Magical artifacts made by King Ordimir’s Slave Queen,” he’d babbled.  Under Compulsion to tell the truth, he couldn’t falsely confess that he had nothing to do with managing the failed mission.

After the brief interrogation, the Witchfinder tasked the local Sheriff to send the four prisoners, his report of the incident, and one of his tracking tokens to Witchfinder Headquarters in Kingsreach via Gateway.  Like most isolated Sheriff’s, he had been assigned a Mage Slave wearing an Enchanted Collar.  She was a captured Hedge Witch with barely enough Magic to open the small Gateway to Kingsreach.   Sir Bofori grinned at the sight of the fat and aged Sheriff slinging a riding crop to waken the lazy slut from the stained sheet on her bed in an open, unused prison cell.  Placed just feet from the Sheriff’s desk, she had the appearance of a well-used harlot and her collar proclaimed she was a slave to the realm.  

Sir Bofori’s free hand fumbled in his leather wallet and he pulled forth the slim links of the necklace with its large Emerald pendant.  “The Mage upstairs has her Magic safely blocked by Nullification Cuffs.  I want you to use this, a simple Necklace of Compulsion, to give her commands that will begin training her brain to the extremes of slave pleasure.  They were created for interrogation of prisoners but will do this quite well.”

[image: ]She hissed and stiffened in fear.  “Master Witchfinder, that is a vile thing.  Please, I don’t want it anywhere near me!  I want nothing to do with Magic!”

“Never fear.  The only commands I want you to give are ones to make her enjoy and respond to the pleasures of the flesh and the sex that you impose upon her.  You will put it on the virgin Mage upstairs so that she will be overwhelmed with lust to the point of begging to be fucked to lose her pesky virginity.”

“I don’t know,” the woman whispered back, uncertain.

The Witchfinder tightened his grip on her breast.  “You’ll do it for two additional Silvers for those two nights of service that you owe me!” he demanded.  He added in a softer tone, “She’s also a noble, … imagine having a noble enslaved with lust wriggling about under your full control.”

Just moments later, the Princess looked wild-eyed at the sounds of a key being inserted in the room’s door lock.  The hidden cog wheels raised up the short locking bar with a series of ratcheting clicks.  She watched the bar move upward and then the door opened.

A tall muscular man in common workers clothing seemed to flow into the room with an uncommon grace.  She first held her breath as the sight of the bearded and obviously trained fighter as he made the simple act of entering the room something graceful and yet menacing.  Then, she hissed in displeasure and with a strong feeling of indignity at the sight of the tavern slut that followed him into the room.  “Her breasts are practically hanging out for anyone to see,” she complained in the superiority of a noble.  “She takes money to pleasure men.”

“Kitten, meet Maisy.  She’s here to teach you everything you’ve been missing about sex while sitting snug and pampered in your daddy’s court,” the Witchfinder said with a smirk. “Say hello to Kitten, Maisy.”

“Hooo!” Evangeline protested at the humiliation of being named like a pet with something so childish and common.  She turned her torso away from the pair at the door.  The move only made her fleshy C-cup breasts jiggle and draw the eyes of both the man and the tavern slut.

“Oh, Master, your Kitten is a such a very tasty morsel,”Maisy spoke with a bit of exaggerated glee.  “And, … real nobility as well.  These will be the most pleasurable Silvers I’ve ever earned.  And those titties, … oh, so nice to suck on and to molest!”

The barmaid then held up a pendant hanging from a thin necklace of gold and her voice turned harsher.  “Kitten, as a trained Mage, Sir Witchfinder told me that you would know the significance of a single piece of large Emerald set into a Magical Artifact.”

Evangeline shivered in horror at the sight of an enchanted Necklace of Compulsion.  “I thought the stories about this wretched kingdom were exaggerated.  Such high technology Artifacts actually exist!” she told herself.  “They’re going to make me confess everything about my mission,” she thought naively.

“Don’t worry, darling,” Maisy drawled as she loosened the laces of her own vest.  Her huge breasts popped out.  She shrugged off the garment, revealing that she wore no under-shift and both Evangeline and Bofori were amazed at the flawlessly white, gravity-defying mounds that protruded from her chest with so little sag.  Topless, her breasts swayed gently with her every movement, Maisy turned to the Knight, “I can tell she’s already dripping for my tongue’s Magic,” she observed crudely on purpose.  “Best get the slut atop the bed so I can earn those Silvers.”

“Hep!” Evangeline howled for help into her gag as the Witchfinder reached down to release the tie holding her ankles down to the floor, lifted her up to free the chain from the hook holding her to the wall, and launched her through the air to land backward onto the bed.  Seemingly before she could recover from bouncing on the mattress, her wrists were again pulled upward and laid over a hook at the head of the bed.  While she struggled uselessly to block the man’s hands from roughly yanking the tatters of her clothing off her upper body, Maisy tied one ankle to one side of the bed, undid the tie holding the ankles together, and yanked the remaining ankle to the other side of the bed to be tightly secured.

With horror, Evangeline looked down her naked, spread-eagled body at the topless barmaid as she shrugged off her skirt while staring at her with lust.  Her bulging eyes took in the sight of the gigantic breasts topped with brown aroused nipples bigger than the size of her little finger’s tip, and the heavy black bush of hair between the whore’s legs.  “Hooo!  Hep he!” her muffled gag-speak call of ‘No! Help me!’ fell on deaf ears.

Maisy crawled up the Mage’s body and her down-hanging breasts and nipples rubbed heavily across Evangeline’s struggling naked body.  Evangeline shivered at the contact.  Maisy set her knees on either side of Evangeline’s torso and she dangled the pendant before her victim.  Despite the Princess’ struggles, the long chain of the necklace was easily wrapped around her neck and snapped shut with a loud metallic click.

Evangeline didn’t feel anything change when the necklace was first set around her neck until Maisy cooed in a soft voice, “You’re no longer a Mage Princess, … you’re my Kitten, my personal slut and you will respond with deep adoration to my signs of praise and every touch will bring you tingles of arousal and lust.” 

The words activated a wave of Magic that made Evangeline’s body tense, her head thumped backward against the pillow, and she became deeply aware of Maisy’s presence, her majesty, her scent, and her new devotion to the alluring beauty.”  The necklace was forcing her to do willingly, eagerly, do anything to make her Mistress happy.

“Mistress,” Evangeline whispered into the gag.  Her brain was horrified at the necklace’s forced response; but, … it felt, ... so right.  “How may I serve you?” her brain wanted to say with love despite the gag in her mouth.

Maisy leaned forward and breathed gently along the Princess’ neck and her lips drifted upward across the perfection of her face to kiss lightly at her cheeks, eyes, and forehead.

“Hesss!” the Princess moaned into the gag as the electric tingles of the hot, moist breath moved across her neck.  Her head and body arched up reflexively as the lips brushed against her cheeks and forehead.  Her world narrowed down to just her Mistress.  Hungrily, her head moved toward her Mistress and both women moaned in frustration that her gagged mouth couldn’t properly worship her Mistress’ lips.

“Yes, my little slut,” Maisy moaned in approval.  “That’s how to adore and please your Mistress.”  Maisy leaned upright and untied the cord holding the wads of cloth in the captive Princess’ mouth.  She pulled out the wet waddings and whispered, “Unless I ask a question, only moans of delight and words begging for more pleasure will pass your needy lips, Kitten.”

Fully aroused and her brain reacting under the compulsion of the simple commands, Kitten whispered back, “Mistress, … bless you, … please more, more.”

The barmaid smirked back at the Witchfinder and almost whimpered herself at the large lump that seemed to have Magically appeared hanging down the inside of a worn leather trouser leg.  She turned back to the bound woman and moved her mouth down across the Princess’ body, leaving a moist trail behind on her quick rush to the hairy sex between her legs.

The first touch of her lips on the outer cleft of the captive woman’s sex brought a deep moan from the Princess.  Maisy licked all the way around her vagina and grinned at the already musty smell that proved her prey’s deep arousal.  Her fingers joined in exploration of the virgin’s sex and her lips slid up to capture the Pearl of flesh guarding the gates of her vagina.

“By the gods!” Evangeline screamed.  Her body wriggled madly as the necklace increased the sensations a hundred fold.  It was the first time another person touched the lips protecting the most sacred entrance to her cunt and the approaches to her Royal womb.  “Oh, Mistress!” Evangeline moaned.

“Your wanton responsiveness greatly pleases your Mistress,” Maisy whispered as she briefly raised her lips off the tasty cunt.  “Cum like my most treasured possession, a captured Mage Whore!”

Evangeline’s hips plunged up and down at the multiplied pleasure ensured by the commands.  Her eyes rolled back in her head and her entire body quivered in orgasm.  While the necklace wasn’t as powerful as a Multi-Rune Collar of Enslavement; nonetheless, it gave her no reprieve from satisfying the wishes or attentions of her Mistress.  She wasn’t given permission to escape into unconscious bliss and had to endure the rolling orgasms.

Maisy pulled back and gently cooed and lightly caressed the Princess’ sweaty body.  “I’m so pleased when my slut responds lovingly to my touch,” she whispered.

Kitten’s body writhed in renewed lust at her Mistress’ words and she moaned meaningless sounds.

“Does Kitten, my personal Mage Whore desire more?  Does my slut need my fingers to plunge into her sloppy pussy?  Will slut return that same pleasure to her Mistress?  To tongue her delicious tasting pussy?  To finger fuck her Mistress into blissful oblivion?”

“Yes, … yes, … this personal whore desires more,” Princess Evangeline hissed back.  “Anything for Mistress!”   Her mind was in turmoil from the unimagined pleasure coursing through her body, mind, and soul.  No part of her brain remained free from the influence of the Necklace of Compulsion.

Maisy knelt back at the virgin’s entrance and whispered, “What is it you really want my horny slut?”

“More,” Evangeline moaned.  “Mistress, I want more.”

“Kitten is a virgin,” Maisy whispered back.  “Does my bad girl’s cunt want more attention?”

Evangeline might have been confused by the question but the necklace knew what her Mistress wanted.  It tweaked her brain into responding with, “Yes, … I’m your bad girl, … your slut, Mistress,  Yes, ... yes, … your slut begs for more.”

Maisy ran a hand across the Princess’ entire pubic mound and she grinned as her prey’s hips moved upward unconsciously.  “My whore has convinced me to play more with her pretty cunt.  Does she want my stiff fingers to fuck her?”

The Princess groaned in need and the tiniest sliver of her regular personality remained that wanted desperately to held back from asking to be deflowered.  But, quivering in horror at the necklace’s power, she answered clearly, “Yes, … fuck me, Mistress.  My soul is yours if you fuck me.”

Maisy grinned back to the watching Witchfinder and she nodded.  When he began to strip, she turned around and backed up with her ass toward the Princess’ mouth.  She lowered herself until the woman’s mouth touched her cunt.  “If you want to get fucked, … then begin to lick me like your life depends on it.  Only then will you receive the gift of my fingers fucking cunt.”

Evangeline’s captive brain gibbered in horror as her traitorous body began to desperately lick and suck at the bar whore’s sex.   The necklace made the musky taste of her syrupy lubrication taste like the sweetest ambrosia.  She didn’t feel when her ankles were untied or even when Maisy reached down and pulled her legs up to either side of her chest.

It was Maisy’s chance to moan as her mind-controlled slut began eagerly learning how to please her Mistress.  Reluctantly, just before her orgasm, she lifted her pussy off the Princess’ face.  “My slut has greatly pleased me.  Is she ready for her reward?  To give her virginity to her Mistress.”

“Yes!” she gasped.  “Please Mistress!  I give you my virginity.  Please fuck me!”

Sir Bofori stared with lust at the shiny slime weeping from the virginal gash at the junction of the ‘V’ of the Princess’ legs.

Maisy whispered, “Well? What are you waiting for?  Fuck the slut!  No woman will ever be more ready than this!”

He reached down to raise the Princess’ ass to properly align his cock to the gateway to her pleasure sheath.  He swabbed the bulbous tip through her slick lower lips and grinned at how well the Necklace of Compulsion had prepared her tight, unused hole.  “Tomorrow, when I take off the necklace, she will realize with horror how she acted like a common slut, a whore, and begged to lose her precious virginity to an enemy of her kingdom.  Only then will I put her in a proper permanent Collar of Enslavement.   Her slave name will be ‘Princess Evangeline’ so that she retains every hated memory of these two days.”

He thrust forward with all his might, fully sheathing himself in her hot, tight twat in a single move.  Maisy and Sir Bofori kissed wantonly as the woman below them shrieked and howled continuously in forced, uncontrollable orgasm.  He humped his cock furiously in and out of the hottest, tightest, wettest, most eager cunt of his life.  He mauled the bar whore’s gigantic tits and kissed her savagely to distract himself from the cunt whose inner wall was pulsing against his cock.  He desperately wanted to prolong the amazing sensations, to hold back his seed to prolong the rape of his noble whore. 

Both women were howling out orgasms when his cock finally began to pulse in completion.  It was the best fuck of his life.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, The Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern, Sir Bofori’s Room

Two mornings later, Sir Bofori rehung the chain between the Cuffs of Nullification on the wall hook of the small room.  Princess Evangeline Lumar now looked like a well-used whore as she hung against the wall.  She was still naked and her lank and greasy hair, the bite marks and scratches on her neck and breasts, purple finger prints bruised into the previously pale, flawless flesh of her breasts and ass cheeks, and the crusty semen and female sex spendings visible between her legs and down her thighs, gave her the distinctive image of a slut that had been publicly used and discarded.

Maisy had just removed the Necklace of Compulsion using the simple mechanical clasp; it wasn’t locked on by Magic.  Evangeline gasped in horror as any commands made on her brain by Maisy vanished abruptly, leaving her with horrid guilt at every deviant sexual act that she’d begged for and for every act she’d wantonly participated in.  She remembered with detail every moment of arousal and her body’s orgasmic responses.

“You’re so lucky to be such a natural slut and whore at heart,” Maisy said lovingly while running the back of her hand across the Princess’ cheek, down her neck, around each of her breasts and down her lower belly.  She flipped her hand over and took full possession of the Princess’ mound and pussy.  Maisy was well aware of her envy of the earth-shattering pleasures that Kitten had experienced.  Maisy was already fully addicted to the Witchfinder’s cock.

Unwillingly, Evangeline shuddered at the caress and gasped as the barmaid rapidly fingered her pussy.  She wept as her body and brain still wanted to be used even though the necklace had been removed.  The depravity of her brief time linked with a Mistress was weighing heavily on her brain.

Sir Knight Thomas Bofori grinned at the success of his plan to deeply humiliate the captured Mage.  He laughed and walked away, hand-in-hand, with Maisy to bathe and dress in clean clothing.

Soon, Maisy and Sir Bofori were bathed, dressed, and sitting on the clean linens of the bed.  They were drinking coffee and eating cheeses and freshly baked bread from a tray when a glowing archway flickered into existence against the closed door of the room.  The archway came into existence first by slowly appearing as an archway filled with dangerous looking blue light roiling with flickering energy.  After fully forming, the outline of the Gateway remained the distinctive blue and the center cleared to show the other side of the Gateway. 

[image: ]Two serious-looking royal guardsmen strode a single step through the now transparent Gateway with swords at the ready.  They scanned the room for dangers and stepped aside to stand stand guard on either side of the open Gateway.

Sir Bofori jumped up off the bed and stood at attention.  Maisy looked on from her seat on the bed; confused and not understanding.

King Jòsaph Ordimir the Fifth stepped through next.  Maisy stumbled upward from the bed at the sight of the gold crown on the burly man’s head and the black dragon overlaid on the enameled blue of his armored cuirass.  She stood at an awkward version of attention.

“Majesty,” Sir Bofori bowed and intoned in a respectful voice that gave no indication of his surprise at who had responded to his message back to Witchfinder Headquarters.

Maisy stammered something unintelligible and bowed clumsily.  Then, she fell to her knees in terror at the sight of the collared woman at the end of the leash that followed on the King’s footsteps.  She was tall, gorgeous, full figured, and looked to barely be in her mid-20s in a tight, floor-length leather gown of deep black.  While the ornate circlet on her head identified her as Queen, the glittering, bejeweled collar on her neck and leash held by the King declared her status as the kingdom’s Sorceress Slave Queen.  She was wearing one of the Kingdom’s newest Multi-Rune, Multi-Stone Collars of Enslavement.

“My Queen,” Sir Bofori added with a brief nod of respect to ex-High Sorceress Cilia Raven, Master Artificer, Master Rune Maker, and the monster used for 221 years by mothers to threaten their disobedient children.  Captured and collared by King Ordimir the Fifth’s ancestor, King Ordimir the Second, she had served since then as personal slave to successive Kings, sometimes taken as mistress, and sometimes as wife.  She was reputed to be the most submissive and the most aggressive, wildest lover in history.  The influence of more than 200 years wearing successively more powerful Collars of Enslavement had turned her into a devoted and highly sexualized woman.  Magically barren, the acknowledged children of the Kings were from recognized mistresses.   

If Maisy was terrified, captured Princess Evangeline would have pissed herself and Magically attacked the still arrogant Slave Queen if the Cuffs of Nullification would have allowed it.  “In my arrogance, I’ve given myself into the hands of our most dangerous opponent,” she gibbered soundlessly in horror.

[image: ]“Princess Evangeline Lumar, well met,” the King said in a harsh voice as he closely examined the naked body hanging on the wall.  “You do look quite the well-used slut, my dear,” he added.  Then he grinned and pinched each of her erect nipples between a thumb and forefinger.  He used that hold to stretch, wriggle, and yank her firm breasts about.  Then, he released the jiggling mounds and slapped the woman, … hard across her left cheek.  He followed up with an equally harsh slap across her right cheek with his left hand.

He turned away from the Royal Princess he’d just labeled as a slut, and addressed Sir Bofori.  “Thomas, you have once again excelled at both the hunt and capture of my kingdom’s most hated enemies.”  He paused in thought and reached down to his waist belt where he plucked free a heavy purse.  He hefted it up and down and tossed it to Sir Bofori.  “That’s the standard reward for capturing a Mage, four hundred Gold in twenty denomination Gold coins.”

Thomas snatched the leather bag out of the air and casually handed it aside to Maisy.   “Hold this!” he said matter of factly.   “Majesty, the slut has already admitted that she is strong in offensive Fire and Earth Magic.  She claims to have no Artifact Magic but her Divination Magic is quite strong, though it won’t show her own future beyond an unsettling feeling if she’s soon to be in danger.”  

King Ordimir looked again at the slim 18-year-old.  “Thomas, I’ve decided not to take her from you like I did with the other five Magic bitches you captured and collared.  With the right programming, she’s strong enough to aid you in capturing more of her kind.”

Princess Evangeline wept at the thought that she would be used as a tool against other Magic uses, … to enslave other Mages and Hedge Witches and to assist in killing other Magic Users.  “Not only did I fail, I’ve made things worse.  It’s even worse than the whorish acts I participated in over the last two nights and days.”

The King stopped to address Maisy who he didn’t know was a common bar wench and whore.  “Lady, linking yourself to Sir Bofori isn’t the worse thing you could do, my dear.  In 10 years, he’s personally killed 11 male Magic Users and now has collared his sixth female Magic Users.  Two other female Magic Users died during capture missions.  During that time, only three of our Witchfinder or Hunter slaves died during the missions he led.  Trading three of our trained and collared captives to eliminate or kill 19 enemy Magic Users is an excellent record.”

The King took a deep breath and turned to his wife.  “My Queen, it’s your turn to do the honors with your newest Collar of Enslavement.”

“Wait!  Please!  King Ordimir!  They’ve already punished me enough.  Please arrange a ransom from my Father.  King Lumar will pay handsomely for my return,” she begged hysterically.  “I’m his eldest Princess!”  Then she tried again, “I’m so sorry that I came here!”

King Ordimir laughed.  “A beloved Princess you might have been, but now you’re a common debauched whore.  Your Father won’t pay much for an ordinary blonde slut wearing a slave collar and marked visibly as a slave.”

“Princess,” the Slave Queen hissed and her voice and almost glowing blue eyes invoked a deep feeling of evil and dread to the Princess.  “We know everything of your failed mission to steal our Magics and Artifacts.”  She held up a collar.  “This is our latest and most advanced enchanted Two-Rune-Two-Stone slave collar.”  She paused and her voice deepened with menace.  “It is most appropriate that you become victim to the very thing you most wanted to steal.  Look forward to a thousand-year-life, collared and serving a succession of Masters and Mistresses.”

She handed off the collar to Sir Bofori who held it up and then stared at the Princess.  He turned to the King and Queen.  “As you said, Highnesses, she is indeed now a slut, … however, a very good slut.”  He paused and added, “She has taken her humiliation well and responded eagerly and enthusiastically to our every sexual demand.”  He turned and the move clearly indicated Maisy in his statement.

Princess Evangeline colored red in humiliation from the follicles of her hair to her belly.  Unwillingly, her nipples popped out and her breasts flushed with blood.

“I see!” the Slave Queen observed with contempt as her eyes raked up and down the captive’s nakedness.  “Yes, … I can see, … it’s such a responsive bitch.  I know what you ask and approve.”

“Thank you, My Queen,” Sir Bofori responded with a smile.  He turned a smirk to Princess Evangeline and added in a taunting voice.  “My Queen and I believe you deserve a choice given to few soon-to-be-collared Mages.  The choice is simple, … should I let you keep your name and identity while under a more gentle guidance from the collar, … or, … do you wish to forget your humiliation and instead become a nameless brainwashed puppet doing my will through constant forced commands impressed on your very soul.  Either way, you’ll serve me in any manner that I wish for the rest of my time as your Master.”

Evangeline felt her stomach clench and she almost threw up at the latter choice.  “So, … the reports to my Father are true,” she told herself with horror.  “Their collars are almost sentient and powerful enough to overwrite even the strongest personality starting with changing their reality with a new name and the immediate loss of every single memory save that of their learned Magics.”  She took a deep breath and began with a quiver in her voice, “Sir Witchfinder, … it is worth my very life to preserve my memories that have brought me to this point of my life.  If my understanding is correct, … I will do whatever you bid me do in return for having the collar name me Princess Evangeline, eldest daughter to King Lumar of the Kingdom of Lumar.”

Red faced, she waited for the awful boon he was certain to ask.

Sir Bofori smiled a genuine smile of happiness.  “Then Princess Evangeline, eldest daughter to King Lumar of the Kingdom of Lumar, I respectfully ask that you prove your full submission and dedication to your soon-to-be Master.  Maisy will set you free of the wall with only the Cuffs of Nullification in place.  You will then get down on your knees to worship my cock, swallow every drop of my spend, arouse me once again to full hardness, and kneel down on the bed with your ass up while begging your Master to bred you like his slut and cum dump.  The King, our Slave Queen, and Maisy will bear witness to your willing acts of submission.”

Evangeline gasped.  Even expecting some awful task, the very thought of willingly acting as a wanton naked slut before fellow nobility was too much.  She looked over and saw Sir Bofori’s whore staring with a grin at her defeat.  Her heart began beating rapidly and her breathing became restrained.  Maisy’s look of superiority made up her mind; she nodded her head.  “I’ll aways be better than that whore,” she told herself with contempt.

Sir Bofori shook his head to the negative.

The Slave Queen laughed and interjected in a cruel voice, “Princess, you must verbally tell us what you agree to do, … in full detail,… and announcing to all of us that you will willingly remain Sir Bofori’s slut as long for as he’s your Master.”

“Let me down,” she replied with defiance.   I’ll do exactly as you ask in order to keep my memories and my very soul intact.”

Too soon, she found herself standing shakily before Sir Bofori.  A set of hands on her shoulder forced her down to her knees.  After glaring at the presumption of Maisy she looked up at her soon-to-be Master.  Gathering her courage, she thrust her shoulders back and began with her chin held high.  “Majesties, Sir Knight, I do strenuously object to this common tavern harlot putting her hands on my body.”

The King and Slave Queen gave a cold glance of reappraisal at Maisy and noted her common clothing that exposed the huge valley between her white breasts.  “Noted,” the Slave Queen responded with a sniff that showed she hadn’t enjoyed being told she wrongly gave Maisy the respect of a Lady.

The naked Princess nodded and began when she looked up and locked eyes with her captor.  “King Ordimir and Queen, noble peers, bear witness to my vow.  I, Princess Evangeline, eldest daughter to King Lumar of the Kingdom of Lumar, vow to be Sir Knight Bofori’s loyal slave, whore, and slut for as long as he holds my collar.  To prove acceptance of my new role, I request their Majesties’ approval to worship my Master’s cock and with them as witness, swallow every drop of his precious spend, arouse him to full hardness again, and offer him my royal womb from the debased position of a dog’s bitch.”

Even Maisy shook from the strength of the vow and the Princess’ clear acceptance of her new submissive role.

King Ordimir grinned widely in the meager tavern lodgings for the first time.  “Princess Evangeline, royal brat of King Lumar, we accept your pledge.”  He paused and the Slave Queen interjected with heat, “Spoiled little naive bitch, time to become a cocksucker in front of your betters!”

The Princess had already unbuttoned Sir Bofori’s pants and pulled out the cock that had so dominated and debauched her these last few days.  She shivered at the reminder that he had taken her virginity in all three of her ‘pleasure’ holes.  Steeling her thoughts, she reminded herself that she was only providing services that had already been forced upon her by Maisy and the Witchfinder.  She licked her lips to provide lubrication, opened her mouth widely, and wrapped her lips around the entirety of the helmet of the Knight’s steel-hard cock.  Unbidden, and something she cringed to admit, her pussy had already lubricated and was throbbing for more of the forbidden sex imposed upon her by the young nobleman.

“The necklace has opened up my acceptance to sex,” she thought as the musty taste pleased her taste buds.  “I like having sex with Sir Bofori,” she acknowledged.  The forbidden thought of her equal enjoyment with the dominate tavern whore was kept tucked away.

Sir Bofori groaned as the wet heat of her mouth began to worship his cock.  Her tongue flickered across the sensitive head and both of her hands took firm possession of his shaft.   He groaned again at the sheer impossibility of a Royal Princess so debasing herself willingly in front of his kingdom’s senior-most royals.  Her touch was no longer tentative and fearful.  “Ahhh,” he grunted at the Princess’ obvious improvements in her cocksucking skills.

“Take him deeper, you little whore!” Maisy demanded.  “Cocksucker, I want to see that cockhead thump against your throat!

“Gawwk, … gawwk, … gawwk,” were the sounds from the Princess’ mouth as she repeatedly brought the massive cockhead deeper and deeper into her mouth.  She felt saliva pool around the cock as she fought to keep her eyes locked on her Master.  The saliva began to run past the tight seal of her lips on the shaft.  The slippery drool ran from the corners of her mouth in slippery rivers and ran off her chin to pool on the floor.

Sir Bofori looked up and caught the flash of brilliant blue eyes as the kingdom’s Slave Queen locked eyes with him.  He seemed to fall into her hypnotic stare and suddenly found himself unable to withhold his cum which jetted deep into the Princess’ gullet.

The Slave Queen smiled at her ability to still exert at least sexual control over such a strong-willed male.  A male that foolishly thought he could ignore her divine presence and focus completely on his newest little plaything.  Behind her eyes, her cruel thoughts of what she wanted to do to these mere mortals belied the grin on her face.  The collar restrained the ancient and powerful Mage from acting on those thoughts beyond allowing her to force the Knight to release his seed.

Abruptly, and as his temporarily controlled brain demanded, Sir Bofori found himself grunting and groaning as his hands pulled the Princess’ head hard against his cock; plunging the slippery jizm-coated head past her gullet to plunge deeply down her throat. 
He reveled in the feeling of her lips and face pushed against the base of his cock and his bush of pubic hair. 

[image: ]Evangeline choked on the fat cock and fought to pull her head back against Sir Bofori’s pull.  Rivers of saliva and jizm poured out of her mouth as the long hose of his cock slipped out.  She fell face forward and coughed up more of the slippery goo that had slimed her throat as she pulled him out.  Tears streaked her face as she continued to choke and it took long moments to catch her breath and look up to find a very erect and angry looking cock before her eyes.

“At least clean it up,” Maisy growled in jealousy.  “We want his cock clean when it takes pleasure in your slutty hole and paints your royal womb with his potent seed.

“Careful, it’s all sensitive,” Sir Bofori complained as she started cleaning him, too eager to get his cock and balls clean while using her lips, tongue, and mouth.

Reluctantly, Evangeline pulled back.  She reveled in the freedom to be Sir Bofori’s cocksucker.  She knee-walked to the bed where she clambered up awkwardly onto the mattress.  Obedient to her vow, she knelt down with her shoulders and face in the mattress.    With the widened stance of her knees, the two men and two women witnessed her cunt’s lips open like a flower, exposing a glimpse of the pinkness of the inner hole she was so publicly offering for breeding.

“Reach back like a good little whore and spread those lips even wider,” Maisy growled.  “Our Knight wants to see where he needs to sink his spear.”

It took all of Evangeline’s remaining self-control to do as her tormenter commanded.  She reached back around her sides to find the slimy lips and spread them apart.

“Master,” she acknowledged while looking at the Witchfinder.  “What is my name and role.”

Sir Bofori smirked at the thought of leaving the Princess with her full memory which included every lewd and depraved act of the last two days, including this scene that showed how she actually had already become a slut, and a royal whore.

“Bred the bitch,” the Slave Queen commanded as she mentally grabbed a pair of eggs from their hiding position in Princess  Evangeline Lumar’s ovaries and drew them down the fallopian tubes and into her womb.  The tiny act of Telekinesis had just bypassed any spell of birth control that had protected the Princess and now left her completely vulnerable to her Master’s sperm.

“Eiiii!” she screeched in pleasure and orgasm as Sir Bofori plunged into her lubricated hole.  Above her, Sir Bofori grunted in pleasure as her hot inner sheath welcomed his entry.  The spasms from her uncontrollable orgasm wrapped her sheath tightly around his shaft.  “By the Gods!” he shouted as her tightness made it difficult to pull back so he could once again plunge to her depths.

As she vowed, the Princess began to babble incoherently as she tried to beg her rapist to push harder and deeper.  Finally, … she came to her senses enough to scream out, “Fuck me!  Master, fuck me harder!  Breed me!”

[image: ]Sir Bofori was in the midst of plunging over and over again into her hot depths when the Slave Queen handed Maisy the collar which she quickly snapped shut around the Princess’ neck.

“You are Princess Evangeline Lumar, spoiled and pampered eldest daughter to King Lumar, a depraved and publicly debauched whore, and my personal slut,” Sir Bofori shouted.  The Slave Queen smiled maliciously as he continued.  “You will willingly and loyally serve in any fashion as slave to me and the kingdom of Ordimir for as long as I own the collar for your slavery.

Princess Evangeline’s eyes rolled up in her head as the near sentience of the collar processed the complex commands and settled tendrils of control over her brain.  The Magic of the enchanted collar quickly rewired her brain.  Her very real attraction to the Witchfinder in her newly discovered submissiveness was now magnified a thousand-fold by the collar.   Preserving her memory was intended as a punishment of sorts.  However, she had already come to revel in how willingly and eagerly she had embraced the forbidden sexual acts with the bar slut and the Knight.  The only true shame was that she had willingly sold herself to the enemy.

This newest design of an enchanted collar, a Two-Rune-Two-Stone-Collar, had a level of programed sentience far beyond the earlier versions.  In addition to the collar processing complex commands and control in rewiring her brain, the Magic of the enchanted collar shortened her long blonde hair, removed her pussy hair forever, and inscribed the interlocking rings of a slave on her cheek.  Kitten was now owned body and soul by the collar and her Witchfinder.

Maisy, bar slut and temporary assistant to Sir Thomas Knight Witchfinder, hadn’t processed the fact that Princess Evangeline had bargained with the Slave Queen for a boon in exchange for willingly submitting herself to Sir Bofori as a means of keeping her name and memory intact.


Chapter 2:  High Sorceress Cilia Raven, 231 Years Ago

Realm of Ivarren, the Council of Magic

[image: ]High Sorceress Cilia Raven, Master Artificer, and Master Rune Maker sat on the ornate throne as Leader of the Council of Magic.  King Ordimir the Second was similarly seated in his far away throne room in the capital.  Neither paid heed to the other.  Each were comfortably arrogant in their strengths and positions of high authority.  King Ordimir, purportedly assigned his position by virtue of the Gods, ruled the mundane, non-Magical, domains of the Kingdom of Ordimir with a strong, but compassionate hand.  Conversely, the High Sorceress ruled the Magical domain of the Kingdoms with an iron-fisted control that drastically punished any infraction by Sorcerer or Sorceress.  The King was both feared and beloved.  The High Sorceress was both feared and hated; far too strong for any to challenge.

High Sorceress Cilia Raven was born a commoner with the simple name of Edwina.  She grew into a renowned beauty; tall, lithe, with hair something between brown and blonde depending on the light.  She also had clearly noticeably large breasts.  Despite beauty that brought men to their knees stupefied with love and lust, her most notable feature was her penetrating, brilliant blue eyes that truly looked into a person’s soul.  By far the strongest Sorceress among all the kingdoms, she had risen to Leader of the multi-kingdom Council of Magic by marginalizing, defeating, or quietly murdering any who stood in her way.  In her 205th year, there were no more challengers to her dominance.

“As a point of order, I’d like to return to our conversation about the disparity in the training opportunities for our apprentices, our journeymen, and even our full Sorceresses and Wizards,” High Sorceress Alaria stood to loudly make her declaration.  “High Sorceress Cilia Raven, you have consistently thwarted our attempts to get you to share even the most basic results of your research into Artifact Magic.  You also won’t allow those that haven’t yet achieved High Magic status the chance to participate with you in that research.”

“As foul as your discoveries, the Cuffs of Nullification and your Collars of Nullification, are to me personally,” High Sorceress Lady Peagi Morrigan rose to interject her point, “the fact is that no other Magic User has any understanding of even the basic Magical concepts behind those inventions.  Cilia, you simply must share your research because I’m certain that we can discover wondrous things about these Runes and Rune Stones that you’ve discovered.”

[image: ]“Your total focus on applications of combat against and forced control of Magic Users is unhealthy,” High Sorceress Alaria said with passion.  “There are so few tribunals against Magic Users that the priority of your research should not be your singular attempts to develop weapons against Magic Users.  We need Magic Artifacts that are constructive, society improving inventions.”

High Sorceress Cilia Raven sighed in a dramatic sign of boredom.  “Does any Council member have something to add to this endless rant about my seeming failure to share what I’ve spent decades of long, hard hours researching?  I challenge any member of this council to allow me to test, … to challenge their mental and Magical abilities to measure whether they can mentally and physically work beside me.” She stood up in disgust.  “I’m tabling any further conversation on this topic until at least one Council Member responds to my challenge.”

“Surely you’re not talking about Magical Combat?” High Sorceress Alaria asked in shock.

“No,” High Sorceress Cilia Raven responded.  “First of all, that’s illegal, too easily detectable because of the surges of Mana and Magic released, and can easily result in the participants receiving the ultimate penalty from a disciplinary tribunal; a lifetime sentence of wearing one of my much maligned Runes of Nullification in either Cuffs or Collars.”  She paused for dramatic affect and added with a smirk of superiority, “Secondly, most of you are not only untrained in Combat Magic, you have little potential to develop those skills.”

With that pronouncement, Cilia Raven, the strongest Magic User in the realm slipped wordlessly off her ornate throne-like chair and left the Chamber without a word.

Just inside the hallway outside the chamber, and in a direct affront to safety guidelines, she raised her hand to open a Gateway formed initially with an other worldly blue mass of roiling clouds in the shape of an archway.  She only needed a mere flick of her fingers to do what others found difficult to accomplish.

[image: ]However, another Gateway opened just feet ahead of Cilia and High Sorceress Lady Morrigan stepped through to confront her.  The two short rivals ended up glaring at each other face-to-face, nearly touching, in the narrow hallway.  High Sorceress Lady Morrigan’s doll-like appearance looking no more than 16-years-old bellied her strength as a Magic User.

“Ah, Lady Morrigan,” Cilia began with a smirk, “you’ve castigated me enough about breaking protocol by using Gateways too close to the Council Chambers.  Yet, … here you are, doing the very same.  Where is your sense of propriety?”  Knowing the woman’s hot temper, Cilia was hoping for a confrontation of any sort.  She was truly bored with the Council.

“Cilia,” Lady Morrigan hissed, “I’m serious about you needing to allow us access.  I demand you show me your research right now or I’ll take my case to the King.   It’s better you remember that I’m not just a High Sorceress, I’m a High Lady closely related to the King.”

“Your King is more interested in dipping his sword in brainless royal daughters pushed into his bed by royal mothers hoping for a lifetime payout when his seed takes in their womb,” Cilia snarled.  “Your King is a pig surrounded by power hungry bitches and cock sucking sycophants!”

Lady Morrigan lost control and reached out to grab Cilia’s hair, slap her face, and twirl her body against the corridor wall.  High Sorceress Cilia Raven had been prepared for the woman to escalate things.  She let her shoulder strike the wall while she reached up with one arm to grab the hand on her hair and used that grip to lock their bodies close together.  Her other hand reached down into her hip bag and pulled out a One-Rune of Nullification Collar.   With a practiced move, the collar swung up and around Lady Morrigan’s slender neck.  It snapped shut and the Lady collapsed down to her knees with a shocked look on her face and her mouth opening and closing soundlessly.  At the same time, Cilia grabbed her hair and dragged her through the Gateway just opened to her faraway home, Ryre Hold in the far away Kingdom of Stormriven.  Cilia emerged with her shell-shocked rival in her private chamber in the highest habitable level of her five-story tower.  The fifth level encompassed open cells with no access to the levels below.  Cilia’s own chambers were on the fourth level with two large work levels below on the third and second floors.  The first level had access to the outside kitchens and the spaces used by the Hold’s Guardsmen (offices, cells, and interrogation rooms).  The basement level held a special dungeon and storage rooms for food and goods needed by the Hold’s enslaved staff and Collared Magic Users.

[image: ]Peagi Morrigan gasped and shuddered as she experienced first-hand the results of the High Sorceress’ Research and Artifact skills.  The sudden loss of her entire Mana Pool left her vomiting on the stone floor of Cilia’s quarters.

The two women had emerged half a world away from King Ordimir’s Kingdom on a desolate island named Cursed Isle, part of the Kingdom of Stormriven.  Ryre Hold’s location was in the midst of a desolate, uninhabited island.  Her unrivaled Magic strength let her form a single Gateway to cover the immense distance between the two locations that would have taken at least three Gateways for a strong rival to travel that same distance.

The lengthy crossing of a broad ocean made the attempt far more dangerous for anyone attempting the complex and dangerous attempts to blindly reach her castle’s location high on a southern mountain peak on Cursed Isle.  No living person not wearing one of her Rune of Control Slave Collars knew where the secret stone tower was located.

“You wanted to see my research?” Cilia hissed angrily while she rolled the quivering woman onto her face, square into the middle of her growing pool of vomit.  She grabbed bondage cord from her nearby desk and tied the collared woman’s hands behind her back.  When the disheveled woman recovered enough to struggle to rise, Cilia pulled her torso upward and leaned her against the stone wall of her hold. 

“You know full well that this is madness!”  High Sorceress Lady Morrigan croaked in a shrill and angry voice.

“You are wearing one of my more recent Enchanted Collars of Nullification,” Cilia answered calmly as if they were having a pleasant conversation.  “I know that you abhor the very existence of these devices; but, I have to explain that my newest design has the locking latch totally enclosed in a sealed space.  These versions cannot be removed by any mundane, non-Magical means.  The lever inside that enclosed space can only be moved with a tiny tendril of Magic.  In the first version of the Rune Collars or Rune Cuffs, a special key could activate the release.”

Cilia paused and then added in a malicious tone.  “I’ve decided that a physical, mental, and Magical challenge is called for.  I’ll warn you that during this challenge, we’ll both receive the highest level of torturous abuse and sexual domination, well beyond what a naive woman such as yourself can possibly imagine.  Only when that phase of the challenge ends will either of us be able to begin our meditation and divination to discover how to escape that collar, with our access to Mana or Magic blocked by the Nullification Collar.  The only true escape from this challenge is to defeat the Rune, regain access to our Magic, and make a Gateway to escape the dungeon.”

[image: ]“Of course,” Cilia continued with an evil smirk, “I told you this is a winner take all event.  Magically locked behind a small wall safe in that room is a Two-Rune Collar of Slavery.  The first to victory over Nullification Collar will get access to the wall safe to enslave the loser.  The winner keeps the loser as a Mage Slave for the next hundreds of years.  There are no other options to this contest.”

“You are insane!” Lady Morrigan whispered after a long sigh of acceptance of her forced role in Cilia Raven’s plan.

“Best that you use this time to begin studying that collar while I get things ready,” Cilia offered as she moved over to sit down in front of her mirror at her vanity desk.  To her left were examples of her original cuffs and collar with the Rune of Nullification.  To her right were examples of the newer, improved and more difficult to release, cuffs and collar.  She stared at the set of originals and picked them up in turn.  She did the same with the newer versions and looked to Lady Morrigan and the newer Collar of Nullification on her neck.  She held up her original version of the Collar of Nullification, “I’ve made those older versions for fifty years and just now discovered a simple means of improving the crafting and programming of this Artifact to make it even more effective and powerful.”  She shifted her attention to the newer Rune of Control Collar.  “I wonder, … does this have the same weakness, … or a different one.”  After long moments, she shivered and wondered if she dared to test the collar.  Grimly, she pursed her lips and nodded.  “Time to find out.”

Heading down the tower’s spiral stairs, she bypassed the empty third laboratory level and continued on to the second level where her laboratory with 18 illegally captured and enslaved Magic Users were forced to craft enchanted Artifacts for their evil Mistress.  A hardened male and female criminals rescued or captured by High Sorceress Cilia Raven’s agents was matched with each slave.  They were each programmed as devoted followers of their Mistress and were allowed to fully enjoy the women they were assigned. 

She paused only briefly to revel in the debauchery of her former Magic User’s colleagues.  Her pussy twitched and looked forward to playing with her toys.  “So perfect,” she thought with immense satisfaction.  My 18 ‘workers’ toil nearly endlessly shaping my Artifacts and imbuing them with Magic.”  She quickly reviewed her accomplishments: first was the discovery of a simple Collar of Control.  “Later I designed a Rune of Control that would strengthen the Magic of the Collar.  From there, I discovered the Rune of Nullification and learned how to imprint it into a collar or a pair of cuffs.  My hope is to next design some sort of Rune to compel the wearer to go beyond just the simple, stated commands of the owner.”

High Sorceress Cilia Raven had assumed goals and tasks that were nearly overwhelming.  “To keep everyone on task requires such a huge staff; 3 combat Sorceress, 18 captive research Sorceresses, 18 Handlers, 6 Guardsmen, 8 cooks, and 2 scullery bitches,” she recounted, “along with 4 maids and 4 washerwomen.  Sixty-three people living full time in the tower.  Thank the Gods everything outside the tower itself is allowed to grow wild and my combat Sorceress kill anyone that dares land on Cursed Isle.  No livestock as all my needs are brought here via Gateway.”

“It’s well worth it,” she thought, “I generate far more Gold selling these Artifacts to the King and Kingdom Knights and Magistrates, than it costs to maintain all this.”  She sighed happily and wearily.  “Anything I must do is worth freeing my time for research,” she thought smugly.  “This will all end up with limitless power.  One day soon, I’ll double the number of captive Sorceresses doing my work.”

High Sorceress Cilia Raven’s focus as she entered the laboratory was on the last of a series of artifacts laid out on her workbench at the back of the room.  Her attention was on the stones and gems displayed on the workbench.  She had discovered that the Runes she crafted were vastly stronger and longer lasting when matched with a properly imbued stone or gem.  A pair of Cuffs of Nullification were laid out beside the stones and gems.  Inside each Cuff was a single Rune of Nullification, powered by a Black Obsidian gem on the outside of each Cuff.  Worn by a Magic User, that artifact completely blocked Magic Users from their Magic by completely blocking the victim from accessing their Mana.

Sorceress Cilia Raven had long ago appointed herself to a second position on the Council of Magic; that of High Inquisitor, the annual Mental Auditor of Magic Users to determine if their deeds ran counter to rigid Council guidelines.  If drastic punishment was called for, she used the Cuffs of Nullification to subdue and imprison guilty users who could then be forever blocked from access to Mana and Magic.  For five decades the Cuffs of Nullification had been a critical means of controlling any sign of dissent.  Now they were not only more powerful, they could only be removed by means of Magically releasing a latch completely enclosed within the cuff or collar.

Since the discovery of Collars of Control, the Sorceress had actively begun to capture and enslave Magic Users and any prisoners were switched from Collars of Nullification to Collars of Control.  The dedication of her new enslaved workforce freed her to toil endlessly in Magical research on the next Rune already under development.  The drawback to a Collar of Control is that an elaborate list of commands needed to be verbalized for the Rune to imprint them upon whoever wore the collars.  If not done properly, the enslaved Sorceresses might find a loophole in the commands to either escape or rebel against Sorceress Cilia Raven.

“I have to discover how to increase the power of Runes of Control to eliminate any chance of escape or any error in programming,” she told herself.  “Maybe my next achievement will solve those problems; using Runes linked to Emeralds.”

The Emeralds were to power a truly revolutionary achievement, Two-Rune-Two-Stone Collars with both a Rune of Control and a Rune of Submission.  When completed, those nearly sentient collars could more easily and safely control captured Magic Users without the need for dozens of complex verbal commands.  High Sorceress Cilia Raven knew creation of the first prototypes were mere days away.

Leaving the second floor research area, the Sorceress muttered in near madness about what she must accomplish as she continued down to the ground level.  “I’ve waited far too long; both for the sex and the test of my intellect and strength of will.”  She stopped at her head Guardsman’s office near the tower’s permanently closed entrance.  The entry to the tower had been walled up for years with the only way in and out of her keep or the kitchens via her own Gateways.

When she entered the office, a huge beast of a man stood up and bowed.  “Mistress,” his deep voice oozed with programmed adoration.  “How may Head Guardsman Owen be of service this day?”  Eight years prior, Owen, a murderer and life-long thief had been arrested, tried, and convicted to life wearing the mundane collar of a slave.  The Magistrate assumed he would be purchased by a mining consortium and face a dreadfully short life harshly toiling in a dangerous mine.  However, one of her agents had sighted Owen and purchased him.  Instead of a mundane steel slave collar, Cilia placed him in one of her Rune of Control Collars.   Like the others upstairs with the Sorceresses, Owen was programmed for total dedication to High Sorceress Cilia Raven.  

“Guardsman Owen, I’ve recently captured a pair of young Sorceresses to put to use upstairs.  I want you to break them in before I have them replace bitches that are no longer performing to my standards.  As usual, when they’re switched out, the ones no longer of use in Magic work will belong to your team of Guardsmen.”

Owen’s eyes practically glowed at the thought of breaking in two young bitches and then owning the ones they replace on the second floor.  “Two days, Mistress?  Like always, me and my men get them for two full days?  Yes!  We’ll be careful not to mark them up too much.  We can be less careful with the ones they replace.”

“No!” Cilia Raven hissed.  “These are special, … former Ladies, a redhead and a black haired woman.  They both need severe training.  Like the others, they’ll be unmarked as slaves, only wearing simple bond collars, but wearing Cuffs of Nullification.  As a new twist, these will be hooded and their vision blocked.”  The Sorceress grinned with an evil smirk.   “There’s enough food and drink in the regular torture cell for all six of you Guardsmen.  Meals and drink for 7 days, … or extend your stay as long as you wish.  As usual, once you leave, there’s no returning to the cell.”

Owen laughed, “Mistress, you are the best!  We can last at least twice that long unless we get bored of fucking the bitches.  Hope they doesn’t need too much of our food.”

[image: ]“No, Owen.  All they need to eat or drink is the cum from the six of you.  Also, … no restrictions this time, Owen.  You can use anything in the cell against them.  Except, ... don’t kill them.  They’ll be ready in an hour.”

High Sorceress Cilia Raven smirked as she left the small office.  In the hallway, she opened a Gateway and stepped through back to her quarters upstairs.  She walked over to her second wardrobe wall unit where special costuming outfits were stored.  The clothing she picked out matched the conservative style of a single, well off Lady.  Then, she stripped naked, looked at her taut figure and large high breasts in an oval mirror next to her makeup vanity.  Satisfied at her naked form, she sat down and again examined her perfect body.  Smirking, she reached down to a dull steal bond collar with a hidden Rune of Self-healing on the inside.  The Magic in the Rune was weak without a matching gem, but would likely save her life during her upcoming ordeal.  She smiled at the thought of the pain and orgasms she and Peagi would jointly experience.  “Let’s see how much pain you can take, Lady,” she told Lady Morrigan as she prepared herself.

After the collar denoting her as a Bond Slave was locked in place, she picked up two custom-fitted dental blocks, each the size of her littlest finger’s digit, which she pushed one after the other into her mouth to rest snuggly against the upper and lower molars on each side of her mouth, forcing her mouth widely open.  To lock each block in place, she used a small mallet to strike against a narrow wood shaft notched at the other end to fit perfectly against a block.  After being forced back a bit further, and almost stretching the joint of her jaw to pop, only a special tool could fit behind each block to pull it free.  The mallet, wooden shaft, and special tool went into a small drawer of the vanity. 

“Insane,” Peagi Morrigan, told herself.  “She’s absolutely insane.  How did we never notice.  All we saw was her prickly manner and obsession with Artifact Magic.  She’s batshit crazy!”

Next for Cilia was a waxy tube of a specially prepared red lipstick.  She carefully painted a thick layer of the mixture on her lips, then her nipples, and finally she spread her legs widely and adorned the outline of her lower sex holes with the same foul paste.  Almost immediately, the tender flesh began to redden,  swell, and sting.  The tube was a blend of regular bright red lipstick and a heavy dose of distilled, concentrated scorpion venom.  It swiftly dried into a very long-lasting, smear-free layer.

Already wincing at the growing throbbing pain from the venom, Cilia quickly pulled on stockings, hiking boots, and a white blouse that fell to mid thigh.  She slipped a plain wool dress over everything and adjusted the clothing in her mirror.  Next, she slipped an elastic cap onto her head and carefully tucked all of her blonde hair underneath.  Grinning at her reflection, she pulled a red wig with long hair over the elastic cap.

Almost ready herself, she yanked Morrigan over to her makeup table and proceeded to prepare her, ending with a wig with jet black hair.  Both wigs had long hair, red for Cilia and black for Morrigan.  Peagi thought of resisting when told to open her mouth wide open.  Without Magic, she shivered and opened wide.  The dental blocks locked onto her rear molars, forcing her mouth open and stopping her ability to swallow.  “Unngh!” she grunted in protest when the specially prepared red lipstick was spread on her lips, then her nipples, and finally on the lips between her legs.  Helpless Peagi Morrigan began to worry about the upcoming contest.   Cilia clipped a set of Rune of Nullification Cuffs on Peagi’s wrists.  She left off connecting them with a chain.  She was able to smoothly exchange Peagi’s Collar of Control with a dull steel bond collar, also with a hidden Rune of Self-healing on the inside.  The High Sorceress snapped a lead onto the ring in front of the collar and laid it across her lap.

Lastly for Morrigan, Cilia pulled her lips, already swollen to three times their normal size, through the round, cock-sized mouth opening of her black leather hood and zipped the two halves together down the top of her head to the nape of her neck.  Blinded and already heavily drooling saliva from a mouth that couldn’t close, Peagi felt Cilia’s fingers fumbling at the back of her head.  The faint click told her that the hood was locked in place.

When Cilia Raven got to that point in her preparation, she fumbled a bit without her sight but slipped a tiny padlock through the two loops.  The hood and lock were enchanted with strength and the key was already in the same drawer holding the other tools.

The Sorceress was now almost ready. She opened a Gateway to her dungeon cell deep below the Ryre Hold.

Her hands fumbled to the side of the vanity to pick up a set of Cuffs of Nullification.  With her Cuffs in one hand, she picked up the leash lying across her lap and yanked on it and she and High Sorceress Peagi Morrigan each blindly shuffled through the open Gateway to her special dungeon cell deep under the tower. 

When the Gateway closed behind her, they were both left alone in a damp, chilly cell about six paces across in two directions.  She stumbled about until she found a corner.  There, she knelt down to confirm the piss and shit bucket was present.    When she snapped the first Cuff of Nullification onto her left wrist her belly twisted horrifically in tight knots when her vast pool of Mana was instantly flushed away by the Cuff.  She leaned over and vomited over and over into the bucket until her stomach was completely empty.  She ignored the foul taste in her mouth from the acidic bile and snapped the second Cuff in place.

From personal experience experimenting in the decades after her discovery of making the first Artifacts of Nullification, she knew that it would take her days of quiet mental study to find and activate the trick that would release the Cuffs.  She knew that level of mental focus was impossible while serving as the Guardsmen’s entertainment.   Other than escaping Magically via the flickering blue clouds of energy that coalesced into a Gateway, her only way out of the cell was to follow her Guardsmen through the one way turnstile and out into her tower.  That way led to unrestricted abuse and certain death.

The turnstile in the heavily caged entry clattered as it let the first of six men enter.  After the sixth man entered, the turnstile reset to only allow exiting.

Cilia stood up and faced the sound.  “Hut?” she attempted to ask through her wide open maw.  She was ready to play the part of a sightless and frightened woman.  The task was easier because she was truly unprepared for the violence that would follow.

“By the Gods lads!” Owen’s deep voice declared.  “Our Mistress has done us well.”

She recognized Declan’s voice as he called out a happy curse and then hissed, “Look at the curves under that bitch’s clothing.  When we’re done, I’ll take a handful of that red hair for a trophy!”  He had been a skinny, nasty villain with a pock-marked visage.   Captured by the city guard, he was then convicted for murdering 11 whores that he grabbed off the streets, he raped them in dingy alleyways, and then slit their throats after robbing them of their meager earnings.

Owen chuckled, “Boys, don’t forget that we have two bitches.  The black-haired one is also mighty fine.

Cilia’s agents specifically sought out Owen, Declan, Eamon, Idris, Cillian, and Kerwen for three reasons.  They were each vile humans convicted of heinous acts, they were known for their vast sexual appetites dominating and abusing women, and they all had obscenely large cocks.

Eamon didn’t say a word after he entered the cell.  He was most interested in the tools of torture and abuse left by their Mistress that were hanging on wall hooks, ready for their use.  His eyes glowed with pleasure at the sight of six short cat-of-nine-tails.  He pushed past Kerwen and Idris in his haste.  “Start with whipping the two bitches, boys!” he shouted.  “Then, once they’re warmed up, they’ll willingly strip down naked and eagerly provide any service we require in order to stop that abuse.”

Owen nodded to the others and grabbed one of the vicious whips.  He smiled at the small leather knots at the end of each of the nine leather strips making up the cat.

“Hooo!” Cilia screamed in very real pain as the stroke of the first cat ripped tears in the clothing covering her breasts.   “It hurts so good!” the insane Sorceress moaned inwardly while her already aroused body felt more sexual release from one foul stroke of the cat than she felt the entire time she spent wildly fucking her male conquests.  She held her hands up over her throbbing breast to protect it when a second vicious blow ripped her dress at one hip.  Again, she gasped in genuine pain and also, even more arousal.  The third blow by Eamon tore at the cleavage of her dress and a pale breast popped out.  Declan grinned wildly in expectation of the rape to follow and swung directly at the nipple of the exposed breast.

“Hop!” she screamed.  She was unable to hold back the tearful, “Heese!” as she begged them to stop.  It took all her will to keep from thrusting her hands through the rip in her dress to rub herself off in orgasm.  The High Sorceress heard screams from High Sorceress Morrigan, laughed inwardly at the similar abuse she was receiving, and decided to filter out and ignore anything happening to her captive.  “Gods!  This is delicious!” the insane Sorceress moaned.

The three men stopped and grinned at each other.  That was quick,” Owen observed aloud.  “Boys,” Owen yelled over to the others, “we already got our bitch compliant and eager for real sex.  Why haven’t you done the same.  Wimps!”

“Lady,” Owen said as he turned and gripped the prisoner’s jaw in a strong grip.  “If you want the pain to stop, you’ll kneel down and take each of our cocks in that privileged mouth and swallow our cum.  Otherwise, we’ll keep using the cat until we’ve skinned you alive.”

Cilia whimpered in a mixture of absolute fear and near overpowering lust at the thought.  At that moment, her masochistic lust almost overcame her common sense.  She nodded even as her brain wanted to vie for more pain from the whipping that she’d just averted.  The Sorceress was still a whore at heart from her humble beginnings.  After she ran away from the hard physical work on a landowner’s farm, she was taken in as property of a street pimp where she was forced to whore herself from puberty until her potential as a Sorceress was discovered and she was taken away for training under a High Sorceress.

Owen guided the kneeling woman’s face to his groin and groaned in pure bliss as the bitch skillfully lubricated saliva on the plum-sized head of his cock before pulling on her head to set it firmly inside her mouth.  “A cocksucker, … this cunt is a natural cocksucker.”

“By the Gods!” Kerwen whispered in amazement.  “I’ve never seen any of Mistress’ captives take to cock so quickly without wearing one of those collars that forces them to act like a whore desperate for hard cock.  The other cunt is still refusing to start sucking cocks.”

Owen felt his dick pulse and the bitch sucked it all in.  “She must be starving, boys,” he cried as he stepped back.  His last spurt caught the redheaded cunt across the face.  The streak of white jiz stood out well against the black of the leather.

Kerwen was next and he wasted no time.  He set the fat head of his dick in her open mouth and pulled her skull hard toward his groin.  “Gods but that is fine quality cunt,” he hissed as his cock wriggled its way past the back of her mouth and slid down her gullet.

Cilia moved her head from side to side as if she were struggling to breathe.  At the same time, she tore the remnants of the top of her dress down to her waist, raised her knees, and drew the bottom hem of her dress up to settle on the top of her rump.  The move left her free to vigorously rub her clit with one hand while the other jacked off Kerwen’s cock each time the shaft emerged from her mouth.

Too soon, Kerwen whimpered in joyful release and his jizm joined Owen’s in pasting her throat with the creamy mess.

Cilia was becoming desperate to get a cock or two into her proper holes but had to follow Owen’s protocol for dominating bitches.  Finally, Declan, sixth in line, hosed her mouth full of his bitter tasting batch and Cilia crawled away as if desperate to escape the hard cocks.  As planned, she ended up scampering free of her dress and shift to bump into the sole bed’s mattress with her face.  She scrambled upward and planted her face and elbows down on the stiff canvas cover of the mattress.  The move left her ass wriggling about in perfect placement for an eager cock to skewer either of her lower pleasure holes.

Again, Head Guardsman Owen was first.  He lined his cock up with the bitch’s swollen red labia and pushed in without any finesse. 

Cilia grunted and then moaned as the club-sized dick punched into her belly.  To the perverted Sorceress, pain was the prelude for the real thing, her holes being used as helpless cock sockets.  Cilia entered a state of endless bliss as cock after cock used her for their pleasure.   After her cunt was used by each man at least twice, they drank ale and then did the same with her ass.  The burning pain of her raw rectum and anal sheath being abused triggered even stronger orgasms.

At some point, in a rare moment of clarity, Cilia found herself grunting in bliss as she sat astride a man under her.  She felt the bed vibrating from someone else’s violent hip thrusts and knew that Morrigan was getting lustily raped.   Her arousal raised at the thought of her rival’s downfall.  She shifted her hips blurringly in full control of whatever cock was skewering her pussy.  Behind her, another of the Guards punched into her ass in perfect counterpoint to her rhythm.  Her head was thrown up toward the ceiling and her blocked open mouth voicelessly howled in satisfaction.

At least a day later, Cilia felt the cat strike between her legs.  She howled in anguish and then another earth shattering orgasm struck next.  Her wrists had been tied to their matching ankles and then she was hoisted upward by those wrists and ankles leaving her in the air at the exact height as Eamon’s throbbingly erect cock.  Her legs were widely stretched outward and Eamon had smiled an evil smirk as he swung the cat downward to strike directly between her legs.  Ten strikes later, he dropped the bloody cat and walked up to the exposed ‘V’ between her legs.  He simply set his dick at her almost swollen shut twat, and drove himself to the hilt in a vicious move.

She vaguely remembered strict rope bondage and more rape scenes but only really focused on the waves of pain and orgasms that swept through her body day after day.  Her howls of anguish and orgasmic completion sounded the same to her tormentors.  The perpetually horny Guardsmen managed to ration the 7-day supply of food and drink from 7 to 13 days before they wearily and reluctantly left the cell for food and much needed rest.  Their cocks were scraped raw from too much sex with their unwilling victims.

Owen was the last to leave the cell.  He glanced back at the battered near corpses of the hooded redhead and the black-haired woman.  Declan had remembered his vow and tied off the now soiled long red hair below the tight leather hood.  He sawed it off as his trophy held victoriously in an upraised fist.  He did the same with the black-haired bitch.  When Owen left, the cell was silent save for the barely breathing Sorceresses.

[image: ]A day later, the weak Rune of Healing in the collar finally restored her body and brain enough to think, … to focus, … to calmly begin the complex meditation task of ‘playing’ with the mere wisp of Mana that the Cuffs of Nullification required to power blocking her from accessing any regenerative Mana.  It was difficult work to ‘play’ with something that was mentally invisible and could only be ‘sensed’ by the absolute lack of Mana at that point.

Cilia found that tiny trickle of Mana and moved it minutely before thumping an imagined hand across the link in a repeated pattern.  It took thousands of carefully focused attempts before, finally, the hidden latched snapped upward and the Cuffs unlatched and rolled off her wrists.

Nothing happened at her first attempt to open a Gateway to her upstairs chambers; it was simply too soon.  After long hours of wait, there was finally a tiny bit of Mana in her Mana Pool and she triggered the Gateway.  High Sorceress Cilia Raven crawled slowly and weakly to the threshold of the Gateway and across to the safety of her chambers on the fourth level.

She had to blindly crawl about until she found her vanity and struggled up onto her stool.  With her hands still shaking from her ordeal, it took multiple tries before she was able to unlock the tiny padlock keeping her from removing the leather hood.  Dried blood and fluids soiled her wig and hair under the leather and even stuck her face to the hood.   “What the fuck!” was her comment at the sight of her abused face.  It was not unexpected, but still a shocking change from her normal beauty.  Even under the protective layer of supple leather and the slow constant healing from the Rune of Healing, her cheeks remained swollen and covered with dried blood.  Purple bruises and red scratches covered her body below her neck and her face even showed signs of facial cuts.

“No lust left,” she thought with a bit of regret.  “I’ll not need that again to remind me how far I can fall for at least another decade.  If I don’t succeed, get discovered, and captured, I could face a thousand years of such treatment in much more powerful Magical Artifacts.”

After considering her vulnerability if anyone ever discovered that she’d been illegally capturing and enslaving other Magic Users, she shrugged off those thoughts and focused carefully on every observation she’d made while defeating the Cuffs of Nullification.  “I still need to determine how to defeat a Collar of Control,” was her thought and vow.  “Do I dare collar myself to find the answer?”

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Stormriven, Ryre Hold, 231 Years Ago

A squat and unassuming middle-aged man sat comfortably in an upholstered chair on the second level of High Sorceress Cilia Raven’s tower and pondered how his nickname ought to be changed from ‘The Razor’ to ‘Lucky Bastard’.  At the moment, the convicted thug, robber, and murderer was contemplating a very abbreviated red, silky, backless outfit that only a pampered pleasure slave or paid harlot would dare to wear.  The very unhappy dark-haired subject of his smirking gaze had recently had her formerly beautiful hair inexpertly chopped off at mid-neck length and a brand new shiny steel Collar of Control was prominently displayed below the line of her crudely shortened hair.  Her captor had personally tattooed a pair of interlocking circles on her right cheek.  The collar and short hair alone were sufficient to proclaim her a slave.  No self-respecting woman would ever be seen in public with hair cut to their mid-neck, potentially letting everyone imagine the presence of a slave collar just below that hairline.

Marvin, recently Marvin the Razor, recalled his astonishment at the flickering blue energy fields that for a Gateway that had magically and unexpectedly appeared in his prison cell.  “It’s a good thing I didn’t rely on my normal instinct and jump the gorgeous bitch that stepped into my cell.  I so wanted to fuck her to death before the King’s Executioner came to get me as that very morning I was to meet the chopping block and the Executioner’s axe firsthand,” he remembered fondly.  “It was to be the best day of my life.  The woman, who I later knew was High Sorceress Cilia Raven told me that I could die by the King’s Executioner within the hour or I could pledge my life and soul to her service.”

[image: ]“I about shit myself when she told me her name.  But, the choice was obvious and I accepted her offer immediately and we stepped into the greatest deal of my life.”  He remembered his confusion when she snapped a shiny collar around his neck even before he was recovered from the disconcerting passage through the Gateway and into a dark and depressing dungeon cell.  “I thought I was fucked.  How wrong I was.  She gave a few commands to the Collar of Control around my neck and then I was handed a leash.  The other end was attached to the identical type collar locked around the neck of a well-known, and completely naked woman, Sorceress Lady Morrigan, a fucking noble Magic User.  Imagine!  Shit!  Everyone knew that she mysteriously disappeared from her post as second-most powerful member of the Council of Magic.  Here I was being given her leash and told that she was mine to use, abuse, and force to work if I was willing to be with her every moment of every day as her ‘Handler’ and ‘Taskmaster’.  Fuck yeah!  I agreed on the spot!”

He remembered fondly how he immediately slapped that fabulous looking cunt Sorceress Lady Morrigan, hard, and followed her down to the floor while that other bitch, Sorceress Cilia Raven, watched with a smirk and those crazy scary blue eyes.  “It was kinda alarming at first,” he mused, “I’d slapped that whore’s lip hard enough that she was bleeding like a stuck pig.  Her mouth was wide open as if she was screaming when I pulled my cock out of my pants and jammed it up her dry twat.  Turns out that the bitch was commanded to never speak again and the Collar of Control had taken care of that little issue.  All she could do was grunt that “Ungghh, ungghh, ungghh!” sound each time I bottomed out in my cock’s newest pleasure hole.  It was her only way to complain.”

“By the Gods, her twat was tight and hot.  The way she was struggling against her rape made that one of the most satisfying rounds of sex ever.   I was in the middle of boning her hard while she struggled against the rape when Cilia Raven gave her a command that totally fucked her up.”

“This man is your Master, your lover!” she asserted in a commanding voice.  “From the deepest depths of your soul, you yearn for his touch, his approval to reach that elusive orgasm that remains just beyond your reach.” Sorceress Cilia Raven continued with obvious malicious pleasure.  “Unable to speak, your body will have to do your begging for his permission to orgasm.  However, every time he says to you, ‘Such a good slut!’ you will feel continuous orgasms until he tells you to stop or you pass out unconscious from the continuous waves of bliss.”

“After those commands, the former Lady’s now slippery cock sleeve tightened and pulsed so hard it felt like her cunt was beating me off.  She was unable to stop her orgasms.  What a rush!  We’ve fucked practically every few hours since then.”

A bell sounded three times somewhere in the fortress.  Marvin grinned, “End of shift time, bitches!”  He reached forward for the leash hanging on a hook at the back of her chair and yanked his cunt off her seat.  He paid no attention to the task that the six collared Sorceresses had been focused on for hours.  A nearly finished dull black slave collar sat between them on the otherwise bare table.  Instead, like the other male and female ‘Handlers’ sitting behind their own women, he stood his woman before him and he drank in the perfect body of the dark-haired beauty that he essentially owned, body and soul. 

Slave Morrigan’s body was sculpted in lush perfection from decades of Magic use.  A side benefit of possessing Magic was that their long-lived bodies became vessels of perfection.   Accenting this perfection was the brief coverage and scant modesty provided by the red, silky, outfit.  Her large areola were barely covered by two nearly transparent swatches of vertical red silk and her fat nipples tented outward in the midsts of those filmy swathes.  Her taut belly was completely bare and the loose matching silk skirt covered her legs to her knees.  But, a long cut from hem to near each waist let the skirt move about.  Even as she had turned to face Marvin, the flimsy front of the skirt fluttered up exposing her hairless pussy that was another sign of deep shame for the former Noble Lady.  Only slaves and various types of harlots shaved their pussies bare, a task Slave Morrigan was forced to undergo every third day.  Otherwise, at a bare minimum for a Lady, a two-finger-wide vertical strip of pubic hair must remain to mark the area above her sex.

High Sorcerous Cilia Raven hoped to solve that issue of trimming head and pussy hair as well as the needed tattoo work on the slave mark.  “I think I have figured out a way to permanently imbue certain programming in future collars,” she told herself.  “If so, then the collar itself can do those tasks.”  She grinned at the thought of her captive collar wearers almost instantly seeing permanent, everlasting, proof of their slave status.

Programmed to be eager to please her Master, Slave Morrigan slipped the silk that was covering her breasts to the side, reveling in her Master’s eyes that opened wide in appreciation for the perfection of her DD cup mounds and her fat nipples the size of a little finger’s last digit.   Almost Magically,  the former Lady darted to kneel at her Master’s feet and her lips began to circle the head of his cock.  Seemingly just a blink later, she was violently skull fucking herself on Marvin’s cock with its head battering against the entrance to her gullet.

“By the Gods!” he said with a whimper as his dick passed deep into her gullet.  “I can do this forever.  Her throat is massaging every bit of my cock at the same time.  Not like the tight ring of a cunt’s entrance and then a sloppy loose cavern inside.  No!  Holy shit!  You’re such a good girl!”

Marvin grinned as his slave’s lips, mouth, gullet, and throat essentially went bat-shit crazy on his dick.  Unable to hold back, he grunted and released pulse after pulse of jizm straight down to her stomach.

[image: ]Beside Slave Morrigan, also writhing in perfect orgasm, were two of her five other companions at the work table.  Enslaved Sorceresses Nimmera and Brienn were under control of their own cruel minders.  All three collared women wore identical outfits except in different colors.  Nimmera, a low-level Magic User and previously a conservative and uptight Sorceress noblewoman, had her leash held by the famously vicious female thief, Lorna the Weasel.  Last was Brienn, a commoner, who had her leash held by Nico the Fortunate, a notorious gambler turned murderer that robbed and killed unwary gamblers so that he could strip them of their Gold and Silver.

Lorna the Weasel, a notoriously vicious lesbian, had already pulled her leather kilt up above her belly and drawn Nimmera to the bald gash between her legs.  Among Nimmera’s commands from the evil Sorceress was the burning need for the former Lady to orally satisfy her Mistress and to only achieve her own orgasms mutually at the same time as Mistress Lorna.  Nimmera’s tongue and lips produced wet sucking and slurping sounds that mirrored the eagerness of her worshipful attention to Lorna’s needy twat.

Nico the Fortunate had simply pulled commoner Brienn toward him to fall ass-first onto his lap.  It took only a few moments for the frantic woman to release his prick and skewer herself backward on his thick spear.   Knowing the shift change was approaching, Bienna’s pussy had already spasmed in anticipation and produced copious amounts of female lubrication.  Her cunt swallowed Nico the Fortunate’s shaft in one rapid downward plunge.   Nico whimpered as the sensations were almost too much.  His hands slipped around her sides and under the green silk swathes that hid so little of her breasts.  His wide-spread fingers dug painfully into her breast meat with such force that her flesh oozed up between his fingers.  Purplish hand-shaped bruises would mar her tits until the collar allowed them to be slowly healed.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Stormriven, Cursed Isle, High Sorceress Cilia Raven’s Ryre Hold

High Sorceress Cilia Raven’s Gateway from the Council of Magic took that moment to open into existence and the High Sorceress slipped through to the second level of Ryre Hold.  She immediately realized that the bell had just signaled the end of a 16-hour shift and her three sets of six Magic User slaves were already providing one-on-one sexual entertainment to their Handlers.  “My pretties,” she whispered, “you’ll enjoy your artificial lusts until your Handlers are fully satisfied.”  She knew that next stop of the day would be being dragged to their evening meal of the day and then to bed for more lustful play.

Slaves Morrigan, Nimmera, and Brienn had toiled at their table in the laboratory along with three other enslaved Sorceresses for more than six weeks and were almost finishing the creation of just one of the black Collars of Control.  The six collared Magic Users at the next table toiled constantly shaping and strengthening Black Obsidian and Emeralds.  They did the same with Rubies, Amethysts, and Diamonds for use in future Artifacts in the hope they could establish an affinity between the gems and a Rune.  The task of the six Magic Users at the last table was to inscribe Runes of Control or Runes of Compulsion into the collars that had been prepared by the first table.  Then, if in the future Cilia can determine an affinity between the Runes and the stones or gems, they would fuze the appropriate stone or gem to the collar opposite the matching Rune.  To inscribe a single Rune and match it with its stone took the six women at least two weeks.  Thus, a single One-Rune of Control Collar took six weeks to fabricate the base collar, a week to imbue and strengthen the stone, and then two weeks to inscribe the Rune and match it with a stone; six Sorceresses working nine weeks of sixteen-hour-days.

“I need to determine which stones or gems have a connection to specific Runes, Only then can I expand production,” the insane Sorceress muttered.  “The demand is high and I still have to expand the numbers of Runes that can be linked to gems or stones.”


Chapter 3:  Realm of Ivarren, The Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern, Two Years Ago

The second morning after Maisy, the barmaid and tavern slut, helped captive Princess Mage Evangeline Lumar understand the unlimited depths of her newfound love of sex with the Witchfinder and of threesome sex with a common bar slut, she paused alone in the hallway outside their room.  She held a breakfast tray with a steaming pot of tea and listened with deep jealously to the lustful sounds of morning sex on the other side of the door.  The babbling feminine moans and incoherent begging pleas along with the wet slaps of flesh on flesh told her that Sir Bofori was almost certainly once again enjoying his new possession and was plunging his hard rod into some eager ex-royal pussy.

Proving her correct, the Princess Mage Slave chose that moment to cry out in a very unroyal-like tone, “Ohhh!  Fuck me!  Master, fuck me harder!  Breed me like your bitch!  Oh, … by the Gods!”

Maisy opened the door peaked inside.  Her eyes visually confirmed that Sir Bofori was indeed in the midst of plunging his oversized cock over and over again into Princess Evangeline’s hairless snatch.  “It was just like this when I snapped the Enchanted Collar shut around her neck.   The Royal Mage had just finished begging for the collar and it closed shut just as she orgasmed.”  After a moment, she added, “It was glorious.  I’ve never seen such a look of wondrous contentedness on anyone’s face as the Witchfinder repeated her freely made vow and the collar imposed the new reality of her life onto her brain.

“I believe the naive royal bitch has fully fallen in both lust and love with the Witchfinder,” she muttered in a whispered voice full of jeleousy.

The tavern wench entered the room and set the tray down on the bedside table.  A Free Woman with few options to support herself, Maisy willingly performed any paid sexual act as a free agent for the patrons at the Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern.  She shared 20% of her earnings with the innkeeper.  Until the last evening, Maisy had been content with her life.  Now, she looked with longing to the sloppy sex hole of the Princess’ hairless pussy as she humped back energetically at her new Master. 

The Princess’ legs that had been wrapped so tightly around the Witchfinder’s waist as he rutted deeply into her sex sleeve fell limply down in sexual exhaustion and completion to land on the mussed sheets.  The thick white cum drooling out of her well-used hole confirmed that her partner had dumped his load.  She had the look of a well-used slut.

Sir Bofori crawled off his collared Mage Slave and stood up facing Maisy.

“Master Witchfinder,” Maisy asked timidly, “I’ve brought your breakfast.”  She paused and stared with keen interest at the slimy prick slowly softening after spending deep in the Princess’ belly.  She hesitated, not knowing if he had any interest in her after she was so well paid for her role in the debauchery of the past two days. Hesitantly, continued, “Sir, Knight, … I’m not sure of your plans.”  Sadly, she expected that the noble Knight and former Princess wouldn’t want to continue associating with a paid whore.  She reluctantly held out the two Silver coins that he paid her that very morning.  “I want to return your money.  These two days have been the best of my life and I don’t want to feel sullied by being paid.”

She flinched when he refused the coins.  She took a deep breath and added, “Yes, I’m a whore, but I’d like to pretend what I experienced was more than just paid sex with a random client.”  Maisy sobbed and turned to leave the room.”

“Halt!” Sir Bofori commanded.  “Turn and face me, harlot!”

Maisy wept at being identified so directly as her true self, a common whore.

Sir Bofori looked carefully at the woman that he’d observed as an outgoing and happy sexual beast.   He’d enjoyed using her as a tool against the Princess.  Then, his just spent cock even twitched in remembrance of their frenzied coupling.  “Those are perhaps the most stupendous breasts in western Ordimir,” he told himself for at least the hundredth time, “and her cunt was tight, hot, and velvety.”  He smirked at the uncomfortable woman and added with force, “You can’t leave yet, the Slave Queen left me with a task and a penance for you.”

Despite their easy familiarity of the past few days, she tried an awkward curtesy at the mention of the Slave Queen.  “Why do I owe her a penance, kind Sir,” she stammered with a flash of fear that she might have offended the powerful and feared former High Sorceress.

“Why Maisy, I complained to their Majesties that I strenuously objected to having a common tavern harlot putting her hands on my Royal body.”  The haughty words of the ex-Princess were at odds with her current demeanor on the bed.  By this point, the former Royal Princess had pushed her back and shoulders up against the bed’s headboard and she laid lewdly exposed with her legs wide open.  The lips of her sex and her bare pubic mound were red from the Witchfinder’s pubic bone thumping against hers during their animalistic coupling. Their combined juices were still visibly oozing from her twat.

Maisy was dumbfounded at the lady’s words.  “But, … we had sex,” she protested.

“Yes,” the slave Princess answered in a dry tone, “we certainly had a lot of sex.”

The Witchfinder then held up the pendant used on the Princess while she was using her informal ‘Kitten’ name.  “After the other night, I expect you know what this is?”

Maisy looked with fear at the thin necklace of gold and the gleaming dark green Emerald handing from it.  “Bbut, … I’m not a Mage,” she protested weakly.  “Why would you want to use a Necklace of Compulsion on me?”

“I’m going to put it on you,” the Witchfinder said gruffly.

Maisy stood shaking in fear facing Sir Bofori.  A set of hands on her shoulder forced her down to her knees.  She nearly wept at the Princess Mage Slave’s stoney look.  Gathering her courage, she straightened up, thrust her shoulders back, and gathered her hair up and off the back of her neck.  “Go ahead,” she whispered, “do as the Slave Queen commanded.”

“What was your motivation for trying to give me back the two Silvers?” Sir Bofori demanded as soon as the pendant was locked in place.  “That represented quite a sum of money.”

Maisy face underwent a strange transformation from irritated at having to wear the necklace, to fear of the question, and finally to resignation at having to bare her soul.  “I told you,” she stammered.  “I know that I’m a slut.  But, for two days I felt I was in an exciting and loving relationship and I didn’t want that ruined, sullied by being paid.”

“What are your feelings toward Kitten, Princess Mage Slave Evangeline Lumar?”

Maisy got a blank look on her face for a moment.  Then she smiled.  “Why, I love her of course.  Just as I’m come to love you and your hard cock, Sir Knight.”

“You looked sad being named a harlot and a common tavern whore,” he stated next.  “Kitten named herself depraved, a publicly debauched whore, and my personal slut.  She doesn’t look ashamed.  Why are you so different that you can be ashamed?”

“Bbut, … she loves you.  She agreed to wear your collar,” Maisy answered in a confused tone. 

“Enough, Master!” Slave Evangeline demanded with heat in her voice.  “Give her the Slave Queen’s ultimatum.

“Princess Mage Evangeline Lumar was given a cruel choice,” the Witchfinder asserted.  “Her personality could essentially die while the enchantments in the collar erased her every private memory and then took control of her body, essentially turning her into a mindless puppet.  Her only other choice was to willingly offer her body and soul in enslavement to me as her Master.  The silly girl only asked two things; to keep her memory and to punish you for defiling her Royal self.”

Maisy shook her head at the Princess’ mean request to the King and Slave Queen just prior to accepting the Witchfinder’s slave collar.

Sir Bofori smirked at the kneeling bar slut.  “The Slave Queen’s demand is that you be given the same foul choice.  You will be become my personal slave, my slut in every way.  The only choice you will make is will you do this voluntarily and keep your name and personality?  Or, will you let the collar erase everything that makes Maisy the person that she is?” 

Confused, Maisy blinked and wondered what all that meant.  Finally, she grinned and eagerly answered.  “Yes, Sir Bofori, I will willingly join my sister slave in your service, wearing your Collar of Control and Compulsion, and keeping my memories fully intact.”  She paused and giggled, “My only request is that my sister slave receive 25 swats of my hand on her bare butt in punishment for scaring me to death with her attitude just now.”

The barmaid stood up and began ripping off her clothes. 

Sir Bofori couldn’t help but stare in appreciation as the body of the voluptuous woman was exposed to his sight once again.  The bobbling of her breasts as she shrugged out of her clothes drew even Evangeline’s lustful stare.  He turned to the side and also drank in the naked perfection of his Mage Slave.  “I’m so blessed by the Gods,” he told himself.

Kneeling again, Maisy looked up and whispered, “I want to be bound exactly as our Princess.  I’ve burned every word that she spoke into my memory.  So, here goes.”  She took a deep breath and started, “Former Princess Mage Evangeline, eldest daughter to King Lumar of the Kingdom of Lumar, bear witness to my vow to Sir Knight Witchfinder Thomas Bofori to be his loyal slave, whore, and slut for as long as he holds my collar.  To prove acceptance of my new role, I request the Princess’ approval to worship my Master’s cock and with her witness, swallow every drop of his precious spend, arouse him to full hardness again, and offer him my common womb from the debased position of a dog’s bitch.”

Kitten grinned widely at the prospect of soon having a sister in slavery.  “Maisy, in my Master’s stead, I grant your request.”  She paused and with a laugh added gleefully, “Little bitch, time to become our Master’s cocksucker!”  In a softer voice she added happily, “Just like me.”

Maisy spun quickly and her hands reached out to grab Sir Bofori’s cock.  She grinned at the feeling of the fat tube rapidly engorging with blood and swelling noticeably in her grip.  Before it became too stiff, she opened her mouth and shoved the tumescent prick into her mouth.  Gripping his ass with both hands, Maisy yanked her head forward and the slimy cock slide effortless down her gullet and entered her throat.

“Gwawwwk,!” was her comment when she drew it out to take a deep breath.  Her saliva mixed with Kitten’s cunt juices spewed out of her mouth.  “Hagin,” she said hoarsely as she throat fucked herself again on his noticeably stiffer cock.

The Witchfinder looked down at the two kneeling naked women.  The blonde ex-Royal Princess was hugging his soon-to-be collared brunette ex-tavern whore from behind and mauling a fat teat while her other hand furiously frigged Maisy’s pussy.  All this while Maisy eagerly and skillfully massaged every bit of his dick’s length with her lips, mouth, and throat.  “By the Gods, Maisy, you are a world class cocksucker!”

“Mmmffh!” was her response at being praised.  Inwardly, being named a world class cocksucker brought her a glow of happiness instead of the daily shame she had felt as a tavern wench.  “Eeeiii!” she screamed as she pulled off the fat cock and felt her lower belly spasm in orgasm.

Sir Bofori took that very moment to unleash his own orgasm and he painted the brunette’s face with his creamy jizm.

Princess Evangeline helped her friend knee-walk to the edge of the bed.  Too shaken from her earth-shattering orgasm, Maisy let her upper torso slump down on the sheets.  She felt Evangeline’s hands pull her knees apart and before she’d recovered felt the huge cock drill effortlessly into her cunt.

Sir Bofori was mesmerized by the ripples of taut flesh that radiated out from the back of her ass with each one of his pile-driving thrusts.

Princess Evangeline got the collar ready that the Slave Queen gifted her as part of her boon.  “I truly wanted her to join me in slavery.  Not as some stupid fake punishment but because I love her.  She slipped the Collar of Control and Submission around her only friend’s neck. 

“Now!” Maisy screamed at the top of her lungs.  “I’m cumming, … do it now!”

Evangeline squeezed the halves of the collar and it locked shut with a loud mechanical click.

“You are Maisy, my depraved whore, and my personal slut.  You will willingly and loyally serve in any fashion as slave to me and the Kingdom of Ordimir for as long as I hold the collar for your slavery,” the Sir Bofori commanded.  “You will also answer to your nickname, … Kat.”

Maisy felt the invasive tingles in her skull as the enchantments in the collar processed the complex commands and settled tendrils of control over her brain.  The Magic of the enchanted collar quickly rewired her brain.

“Eiiii!” she screeched again in pleasure and orgasm as Sir Bofori stirred his pulsing fuck stick as it continued to paint the insides of sloppy hole.  He grunted in pleasure as her hot inner sheath spasmed in orgasm.  The spasms from her uncontrollable orgasm wrapped her sheath tightly around his shaft.  “By the Gods!” he shouted as her tightness made it difficult to pull back so he could once again plunge to her depths.

Maisy, the ex-bar slut, slumped down atop the bed.  Everything was just too emotional and wonderful.  She drifted asleep even as her body was pulled up onto the mattress and a blanket settled over her sweaty body.

“Kitten, when do we tell your loving slut that our Slave Queen has already transferred via Gateway the twin fetuses from your womb to hers?  That her role will be managing our estate while your role is providing offensive Magic at my side?”

“Master,” Evangeline said, “I hope Your Slave Queen hasn’t gained some sort of control over you.  It was clear that for a very real reason she insisted that you needed to know that the Enchanted Slave Collar donated for me to put on Maisy just now took three collared Mages over a thousand hours to craft.”

“Kitten, I’ve been to her laboratory,” Sir Bofori revealed, “and during more than 200 years, she has captured, collared, and exhausted the Magic of more than a thousand Mages by forcing them to work 16 hour days seven days a week.  Even though they are nearly immortal, and only allowed to live by the Slave Queen’s mercy to further Magic research and to craft Artifacts to capture and contain Magic Users.  For all we know, that collar could really have taken thousands of hours to make.”

“Holy Gods!” the Princess hissed, “My mission was a waste.  If King Ordimir wanted, he could send at least a thousand Mages against us.” 

“Well, … at least hundreds of Mages, Kitten.  By the way, Princess Evangeline, if your informal nickname is ‘Kitten’ then you should be the first to tell Maisy that hers is ‘Kat’ from now on as she is simply an older version of yourself.”

The Princess grinned, “I like it!  Two pussies for Sir Bofori.  I’m Kitten and she’s Kat.


Chapter 4:  Realm of Jarion, Watcher's Guard, Present Day

[image: ]High Mage Bluefrost left her small walled estate and the stone towers of Watcher’s Guard.  The estate stood as a solitary sign of human presence in the midst of the unruled empty badlands of the Desolate Domain.  She rode out on horseback early in the morning.  It was a full day’s horse ride westward to the dusty and lawless town of Hillstead where she needed to arrange for wagon loads of supplies and to conduct business with her contacts.  Had she looked for a larger town and more civilization, she would have faced a hand’s worth of hard riding days further west from Hillstead to reach the Kingdom of Stormriven, a prosperous land of converging bluffs, cliffs, and ravines along blue reaches of fertile seas.

[image: ]Mage Bluefrost rarely left her isolated stone tower where she studied the highest levels of Magic, trained an apprentice, and guarded her home world of Jarion (an ancient name for home) from the threat of attacks through Portals from dangerous realms.  Decades before, she had discovered the world of Ivarren and the dangers posed by its rabid anti-Magic kingdoms.  She had convinced Jarion’s Council of Mages of the need to be vigilant against attacks from that and other realms through inter-dimensional Portals.  Watcher’s Guard was one of six towers scattered about the world where high-level members of the Council of Mages were constantly vigilante for potential inter-dimensional invasions. 

Mage Bluefrost was one of the strongest Magic Users among the Kingdoms of Jarion.  Her public name was assigned by her Wizard Master long ago while she served as his apprentice.  He chose the name due to her stern demeanor and almost glowing blue eyes.  Deeply hidden, because it could be used against her by a Magical opponent is her personal first name of Gweneth. She is a brunette with long hair and is tall and lithe at 5’10”.  She is muscular with firm breasts measuring C cups, which look large on her lean frame.  She hides her Magic skills but has been observed by her Apprentice as having strong control of Illusion, Air, Fire, and Lightening Magic.  She is also known to be extremely strong in Psychic, Teleportation, and Artifact Magic.  At 190 years old, she is intense, ill-tempered, and doesn’t suffer fools or half-hearted attempts at tasks.   Because of the positive affect of Magic, her face and body have the look of a woman at the height of her beauty, … perhaps like an exquisitely perfect twenty-six-year-old.

Mage Bluefrost’s plan for her trip was based on the length of the ride through the desolate wastes.  It was too far a distance to open a Gateway so her intent was to arrive by horseback at Hillstead sometime in the evening, enjoy dinner and company among business partners at the only meagre and paltry representative of civilization in that part of the wastes.  She was to remain for two nights at a local inn, conduct her business that second day, and then depart back for Watcher’s Guard the morning of the third day.

[image: ]Blonde eighteen-year-old Aurora, named Apprentice Greenwilt by her Mistress for often forgetting to water the herbs and plants in the greenhouse, used the absence of her Mistress to ignore her apprentice chores and, instead, she snuck into her Mistress’ laboratory.  With a plan in mind that would enrage her Mistress to near madness, she pulled a crude key from its hiding spot between her lush and jiggly D+ breasts.  It had been made from a wax impression taken on one of the few occasions that the key wasn’t hanging from a ribbon around her Mistress’ neck.

She held her breath in dread of some Magical protection rebounding from the cabinet holding many of her Mistress’ treasures.  She sighed in relief when the key turned and nothing bad happened.  It wasn’t her first time to open the cabinet, but possible punishments from her vengeful Mistress weren’t to be taken lightly.  First, the cuddly 5’2” blonde-haired woman pulled down the leather-bound ledger titled in gold print ‘Realm of Ivarren’ that contained nearly eighty years of Mage Bluefrost’s notes and observations of the first other dimensional world that had been discovered while experimenting with highly powered Gateways.

The eighteen-year-old apprentice, pulled out her own set of copied notes on the world that Mage Bluefrost wrote was named Ivarren; supposedly after some local ancient god of creation.  The opposite end of Mage Bluefrost’s Portal remained anchored and in an inert standby mode in the foreign realm and, when her end was opened, the Portals drilled between them to allow passage to a dense forest in the midst of the Kingdom of Ordimir.

The Ordimir family had ruled their kingdom firmly with absolute power for more than a thousand years.  As each mortal, non-Magic, king died, their non-Magic heirs assumed the crown and the long honored name of Ordimir.

Aurora skimmed forward through her notes.  “Hmmm, she mused, “Mage Bluefrost’s notes list that the Kingdom of Ordimir and most other nearby kingdoms hate and despise Magic and Magic Users of any sort because of something a treasonous and powerful Sorceress did hundreds of years ago.   The very titles of Sorcerers and Sorceresses were forbidden after that time and members of the Council of Sorceress and Sorcerers was eradicated.  New titles since then have been Wizards and Mages, just as in our world.”

She tried to envision a world where Magic Users were hunted down like rabid animals. She shuddered at the unacceptable to accept thought; but, continued to review her notes and the ledger.  “The nobles of the kingdoms see Magic as a direct threat to their rule and vigorously seek out male Magic Users and immediately execute them.”  She stopped to consider the other dangers highlighted in her Mistress’ notes and shivered at the next paragraph.  “Female Magic Users are ironically enslaved and controlled with Magic Slave Collars and Nullification Cuffs designed by the very same evil Sorceress that so tainted everyones’ opinion against Magic. The King’s Hunters, Witchfinders, and licensed Bounty Hunters capture or kill Magic Users.  There is no path to freedom for collared female slaves other than escape ultimately by death after hundreds of years of a horrid existance.”

She paused and absorbed what the ledger implied.  The Apprentice Mage averted her eyes from the next comments that noted, “Collared female Magic Users and other collared mundane female slaves are often given humiliating pet names and sexually exploited and abused in the world of Ivarren,” and instead she skipped to the notes on the monetary system at the very end of the journal. 

	Coin Values in Ivarren
	100 Bronze	Equals	1 Copper	The same as 100 Bronze
	10 Coppers	Equals	1 Silver	The same as 1,000 Bronze
	10 Silvers	Equals	1 Gold	The same as 10,000 Bronze
	10 Golds	Equals	1 S-graded Diamond	The same as 100,000 Bronze
	50 Golds	Equals	1 M-graded Diamond	The same as 500,000 Bronze
	200 Golds	Equals	1 L-graded Diamond	The same as 2,000,000 Bronze
				


“Yes, … here is where it says that Diamonds are so extremely rare on Ivarren that Bronze, copper, Silver, and Gold coins are more normally used for commerce and Diamonds are normally used for property transactions.

She grinned with the knowledge that her Mistress had extremely strong Earth and Fire Magic and held close the secret of fabricating hundreds upon hundreds of the flawless Diamonds with very little effort.  Fortunately for Jarion’s economy, the ability to make artificial Diamonds was extremely rare and, as a result, they held at lest some value for jewelry as compared with the very, very high value on Ivarren.  She greedily looked to the drawers at the bottom of the cabinet.  The wide right-most drawer held Mage Bluefrost’s basic traveling funds for Ivarren and she grabbed up the five leather pouches and hefted each one.

[image: ]From experience, Greenwilt knew that the smallest held exactly two hundred Bronze coins and that the other slightly larger pouches held one hundred each of the other coins and ten of the large, ‘L-sized’ Diamonds encased in their hardened crystal shells with the letter ‘L’ Magically impressed in gold below the glittering stone held within.   The next five smaller drawers to the left held loose mounds of the coins and lastly a drawer full of hundreds of the crystal covered Diamonds ranging in size from ‘S’, to ‘M’, and ‘L’ sizes.  Aurora grabbed fistfuls of the coins, completely emptying the drawers, and dropped them into a heavy leather traveling pouch which now bulged with its contents.  She dreamed of acquiring thousands upon thousands of Gold coins from Ivarren and returning to Jarion wildly rich.

“Six years toiling away at household chores and endless futile Magic lessons are too much,” she told herself with anger.  “She’s already delayed my promotion to Novice.  So, it’s time to escape this drudgery, go to Ivarren to exchange these Diamonds for Gold, and return here to a life of leisure.  Mistress’ tales are always full of danger and woe.  That is at odds with the adventures she found and the ease at which she acquired treasure.”

As she thought of escape, her memories drifted unconsciously back to the many times she was laid over the very bench she was sitting upon.  “Mistress would punish my every infraction by making me strip naked and lay lengthwise across the top of this bench.  The leather would stick to my skin while she held me trapped in place with her Air Magic.”  She shuddered at the memory of the hundreds, perhaps thousands, of burning lashes of a birch cane or a leather belt that had been laid across her upper thighs, her ass, and every bit of of her back during the last six years. “I hate her,” she whispered with passion.  “I came here at only 12 years old, … I was just a child.”

Deep down, she admitted to herself that during her six years as Mage Bluefrost’s Apprentice that she’d often been lazy, unfocused, and even forgetting on many occasions to water her Mistress’ precious herbs and plants. “She knows my real name of Aurora,” she reminded herself with a shiver of dread.  “If I do this, I can’t ever let her catch me.”

[image: ]Lastly, pressing on a small section of wood inside the cabinet, a hidden drawer popped out to the side.  Inside was a Magical Ring fabricated by her Mistress that acted as a Portal Key and as a Mana sink.  It was the only way that Aurora could unlock the dormant Portal and then to power its opening.  Aurora took some of her Mistress’ travel clothing and equipment from the room’s wardrobe closet and then left for her room to get dressed.  She left her room dressed in comfortable brown knee-high boots over heavy wool socks, a white cotton under-shift that covered her from mid-shin up to to her neck and to her elbows, a mid-calf brown woolen dress with a wide leather waist belt holding small leather travel pouches and a long-bladed sheath knife,  She also shrugged on a small backpack and picked up her walking staff.  The backpack held a bulging leather bag with most of the Diamonds.  She kept ten of the brilliant jewels hidden inside the folds of her waist belt and a leather belt purse on each hip each with fifty Bronze, ten Copper, ten Silver, and ten Gold.  She knew she’d need to find a good hiding place for both the Ring, the extra Gold, and most of her Diamonds.  Except for the Ring, nothing she wore or carried held Magic.  Her own body’s Magic was easily masked with a simple undetectable spell after she arrived in Ivarren.  Aurora belatedly realized that it was already late in the afternoon.  “I didn’t plan this well,” she berated herself angrily.  “I should have prepared much better so I could have left earlier in the day.”  Shrugging her shoulders at something that was too late to change, she repeated, “The Portal, even when closed and inactive, remains bound to the same spot in the Kingdom of Ordimir when originally conjured.   Mistress’ notes indicate it’s back-side is flush against the rock wall of a low cliff.”

She smirked at the anger her Mistress would unleash on discovery of her absence and thefts but decided to proceed.  “I only have a few days lead time to escape where she can never follow.”  She climbed down the stairs of the keep and paused in the first basement level and stared at the wall where the Portal lay dormant.  “I can’t even sense the magic of its inert standby mode unless I’m within mere feet of the Portal itself.”  She looked at the elaborate stonework surrounding the Portal and remembered how High Mage Bluefrost originally marked the spot in chalk.  “Later,” she thought, “Mistress mortared in the ornamental trim of stonework around the Portal opening.”  She paused and admitted, “It’s impressive and of such complexity that I don’t understand any of the Magic or effort expended.”

[image: ]With a deep breath, Greenwilt linked with the Ring and sensed through the near end of the Portal and felt the surge of Mana stored in the Ring as it sought out the far end anchored in the foreign realm.  Her smile widened into a huge grin when the outline of the Portal flickered into visibility as it shifted from dormant to ready.  The young apprentice continued using the Ring’s linkage to the Portal to force it open.  The surface inside the stonework looked to be filled with dense swirling reddish clouds that glowed, backlit from pulsing light from flickering lightening flashes.

“Mmpph, Mistress Bluefrost clearly lied,” she complained as she stood and examined the Portal that she had just opened.  “Opening the Portal hardly took any Mana from the Ring and none from me.”

With a shrug and a grin, Apprentice Mage Greenwilt, Mage Bluefrost’s current apprentice for the last six years stepped through the cloudy surface.  She was ready for adventure and riches.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, The Inter-dimensional Portal, Present Day

[image: ]Aurora, blonde Apprentice Mage Greenwilt’s first step in Ivarren ended in an immediate stumble and fall to the ground.  Her staff clattered away, and she began to retch uncontrollably.  She was stunned senseless from the impact of Mana Burn for using a Magical conjuration well beyond her ability and the lesser disorientation from crossing dimensions in the Portal.  Her Mana was fully drained and the backlash damaged her life force enough that it would leave her weary for days until it could heal naturally.  Only then could her body begin accumulating more Mana.  She shivered, both from the unexpected cold and at how exposed she was to capture if she stayed near the Portal.  “Fuck!” she cursed.  “I thought Bluefrost exaggerated the amount of Mana required and I wrongly thought the Ring held enough Mana to activate and use the Portal.  Mistress never indicated that the action of the first person entering the Portal is what triggered the draw of such a massive amount of Mana.”  Her belly clenched again and she spewed more vomit on the forest floor.  “Gods!” she complained.  “I didn’t have near enough Mana to actually open the Portal.  Fuck!”

She looked behind her from her kneeling position and saw the flickering surface of the Portal.  From her Mistress’ teachings, she knew that the Portal held enough Mana to remain open for 30 days unless it was closed to return to its stand-by mode.  Greenwilt was reassured by her understanding that the Magic leaking from keeping a Portal open was of very small amounts.  During stand-by, the Portal was also invisible to any except a practiced Mage or Magician at very close range to the Portal.  Deciding to take no chances with its discovery, she closed the Portal and it deactivated fully.  She sighed at the time it would take to reopen in an emergency; but, didn’t want to let a horde of Magical invaders enter her dimension.

Magic Users had no specific signature unless actively using their Magic so Greenwilt had no fear of discovery once she left the area of the Portal powerless to use her Magic.  She scrambled about to find hiding spots for the Ring and her valuables.  Before leaving, she chose to hide the Ring under the Portal opening, hoping that nobody would examine that spot.  Then, the young Mage pulled a cape and two bulging bags that held most of the Diamonds and the extra Gold coins out of her pack.  On a whim, she took ten more of the Diamonds from the bag and wrapped them in a scrap of leather. After shivering in the late afternoon chill, she wrapped the wool cape around herself and walked along the cliff to find a crevice in the rock big enough to hide the jewels and, a few feet further on, the bag of Gold coins.  

Aurora checked the contents of her two leather purses.  Each held fifty Bronze, ten copper, ten Silver, and ten Gold.  Then, she carefully ran her fingers across the ten Diamonds she’d previously hidden inside her belt wallet.  The remainder, hundreds more of the coins and hundreds more of the Diamonds were now safely hidden in the crevices found in the rock wall of the cliff, including the scrap of leather with just ten Diamonds.

[image: ]It was now very late in the afternoon.  Greenwilt, Aurora, oriented herself from the landmark of the cliff and by referring to the map she had ripped out of the ledger.  Even unaccustomed as she was to being in the woods, she knew to head directly east from the cliff through the woods until she encountered an earthen trail.  Turning to the left on the trail would take her to the road that ran toward the capital city, Kingsreach which was her ultimate destination.  She dreamed of finding a large bank and beginning to accumulate Gold.   “I’ll buy a large house with servants in the capital,” she told herself with a grin.  “Then, after exchanging Diamonds for Gold at a King’s Bank, I’ll begin to make trips back to the Portal to hide the Gold and return with more Diamonds.  This is a foolproof plan.”

Aurora slowly stumbled away into the forest.   It was long minutes before her footsteps became steady after the disorientation of her Mana drain and the passage through the Portal.  Even so, her physical pace remained slow and labored.  However, her mental focus was absolute now that her adventure had begun.

Aurora easily found the narrow trail, turned left as the map indicated, and stumbled out of the forest to the wider road.  She again headed left and trudged down the road until she finally saw the sign and carriage yard of the Towering Tree Inn and Tavern.  It was just minutes before dusk.  She was exhausted, thirsty, and hungry.  She didn’t dare rest along the way to eat and drink from her travel rations.   

Dorian Innkeeper looked up at the young woman traveler that entered his inn and tavern and smiled in genuine welcome.  “Well met traveler,” he announced.  The woman slipped her cloak off her back and draped it across an arm.  His eyes noted with pleasure how the movement made the short woman’s overlarge breasts bobble about under her shift and dress of the well-made travel clothing.  “Blonde hair and alluring green eyes,” he observed.  “She’s soft and carries a bit of extra flesh that would make her a great bedwarmer, and, … such amazing breasts to caress and possess.”

“I’m Dorian Innkeeper, how may I help you this cold evening, Mistress?” he voiced in a professional greeting.  Inwardly, he wondered how she’d squeal if he skewered her with his throbbing cock.

[image: ]Aurora’s eyes appraised the room for threats as soon as she stepped across the threshold.  “Just as Mage Bluefrost described in her journal; a well-kept two story timber inn with stone columns at the corners and room for lodgers upstairs, a large combination bar and tavern room downstairs, and an attached kitchen outbuilding.  There should be a large storage area downstairs where his supplies are secured.”  She was relieved that no arms-men were in the room, only what appeared to be simple woodsmen, farmers, and a traveling merchant or two.  Two barmaids were scurrying about, busy working the half-full room.  Both barmaids wore what looked to be mundane ownership collars of the cheapest kind, thick boiled leather collars with keyed locks at the nape of their necks.  “Indentured, … serving sentences with their bonds paid for by the tavern keeper?  Perhaps sold locally by a Sheriff?” she thought from her research.  “Yes, Mistress’ notes also told of tavern workers available for certain tasks and sexual services for a fee.  Whores and sluts,” she thought with distain.

She turned to the Innkeeper standing behind his polished wooden serving bar with a small keg of ale on either side of where he stood and a smaller one behind him on a stand containing either whiskey or brandy, she guessed.  She remembered the caution in Mage Bluefrost’s notes about being careful of everyone and everything.

Aurora sighed.  “I’d like a room for the night, a meal, breakfast, a hot hand bath by one of your wenches, and a massage that lasts till I’m fast asleep.  My room will be locked so the massage wench can sleep on the floor.”  She yawned, “It’s been a long day.”

Dorian kept his observations to himself.  “Her clothes are new, well made, and too clean for more than a short hike.  She can’t have hiked long or far today with that bit of baby fat on her belly and ass.  She’s not used to the outdoors.  More like a soft and pampered city noble.  She must have come through the woods to the road.  Odd, very odd,” he mused.  “I’ll figure up total costs in a minute,” he offered, “but, first let me bring over my girls so you can pick who you want for the bath and massage.”

He waved toward a nearby slim brown-haired serving wench.  “Sara, get Maggot and Flea.  Clean up and get the three of you lined up here in a few minutes.”

Her turned back to his customer.  “It’s 55 Bronze for the lodging which includes dinner and one ale.”  He paused to see her reaction.  He could cut the prices by five to ten Bronze if she protested that it was too expensive.  Smiling at her lack of reaction to being overcharged, he continued.  “Extra ale in the evening is 8 Bronze a mug which I bet you’ll need, being thirsty after a long day hiking.  Oatmeal and tea for breakfast is only 6 Bronze but meat, cheese, and day old bread will be another 5 Bronze.  I can have a full travel lunch packed in the morning for only 10 Bronze.  If you take the lot, its, … hmmm,  … yes, 84 Bronze.”

Aurora was a bit overwhelmed at the rapid listing of services and prices.  She simply nodded in acceptance.

[image: ]Dorian Innkeeper was well-pleased with cheating the young woman out of a paltry few Bronze coins.  By the time he set down a hastily written receipt and the ledger for her to sign, they were interrupted when three women arrived with freshly scrubbed faces and wearing the simple un-enchanted leather collars of Bond Slaves.  Aurora took a moment to observe the three standing there in various styles of servant clothing.   Many of the men in the tavern room paused in their revelry and turned to enjoy the show.

Dorian cleared his throat.  “The women on the menu for your special services are Maggot on the left, she’s 50 and our cook’s apprentice.  She’s also our most accomplished cocksucker and muff diver.  If you like fleshy asses, she has the best.  Don’t be fooled by her age, she’s never had an unsatisfied customer.  The name doesn’t mean anything about her cleanliness, it was given to her by a former owner when she refused to prepare spoiled meat to serve to his servants.”

“Flea in the middle is 26 and is a wonderful all-round experienced whore with a truly tight and amazing snatch.  Last is Sara, the one on the right.  She is 29, our best-looking wench and top earner because of her looks.  I have to admit, both Maggot and Flea are better bargains in bed than Sara and they never fail to give customers their expected happy endings.  That said, Sara is a saucy wench and male customers enjoy putting her in her place as an unwillingly submissive slut.”

Dorian took a moment to watch his newest customer look over the choices.  He sneered and added knowingly, “Men often make the mistake of going for the prettiest face.  In this case, it’s a mistake.  Maggot might be a bit heavy with droopy worn out bits, but she’s the most enthusiastic of the trio and, … in my expert opinion, … by far the best whore of the lot.”

[image: ]The on-the-run Apprentice Mage was stunned at the crudity of the seemingly pleasant innkeeper.  “So many slaves for such a small inn,” she thought in some confusion and concern.

Dorian must have sensed her dismay.  “Look!” he said in a reasonable voice.  “I’ll make it easier for you.  The going rate at a country tavern or inn for a blowjob is 8 Bronze, it’s 20 Bronze for a quick fuck behind one of the privacy screens in an alcove, and 40 Bronze for any of my whores for all night with no-holds-barred use.”

Aurora was getting nervous at how public all this was getting to be with a room full of men avidly watching the show.  She nodded and softly spoke up, “Continue, … what’s the bottom line.”

“Pick two and I’ll give you a bargain rate of 15 Bronze for the bath and massage and 30 for the use of the other bedwarmer all night.  Do that and your total bill for everything will be 129 Bronze or a single copper and 29 Bronze.  That’s a right respectable rate.”

The beautiful and naive young 18-year-old nodded as the amount seemed reasonable given her wealth of coins.  “I’ll have Maggot for the 15 Bronze bath and long massage and Sara to warm my bed for the night,” she asserted with as calm a voice as if she commonly bargained for sex with slaves.  “First though, have Sara bring me my dinner and both ales to a table near the common room fireplace.  We’ll get acquainted while I eat.  Maggot can join us later in my room with the hot bath and massage materials.”

Dorian nodded and continued to carefully observe the short woman that had such alluring jiggly tits under her blouse.  “Probably D+ tits,” he thought.  “Too bad I’m mostly honest,” he mused, “I could break her in for a few days as my slut and then sell her to the traveling Whore Master when he makes his rounds.  We could split the profit when she’s sold in one of the big flesh markets in the city or to one of the bigger whorehouses.”  He sighed, shook his head at the loss, and picked up the copper and 29 Bronzes set down on the counter.

Aurora reached over to grab his hand in a strong grip.  “Pray tell, Master Innkeeper, will my room be safe with a strong bar to lock it shut?  Are your girls and the room clean?”

[image: ]Dorian lost his cheerful look of humor and took the questions as an insult.  “Mistress, I’ll have you know every room can easily be made secure and I pay our local Sheriff, Sheriff Gallagher, to send a registered and collared Hedge Witch here once a month to check the girls for diseases and to make sure to renew their pregnancy preventing spells.  Also, she scans the inn and tavern to free it of any new pest infestations.”  He took a breath and added, “Unfortunately, my many overnight guests do bring lice, fleas, and bedbugs; so, there might be a few in your room since the next monthly visit by the Hedge Witch is in just a few days.  But, the sheets are boiled after each guest and are fresh and safe.”

Aurora nodded her thanks and signed the ledger.  She used her given name without thinking about it.  Later, she decided it didn’t matter.  A small table, barely big enough for two was in a free corner not too far from the fireplace.  “Pray it puts out enough warmth for this cold night,” she observed to herself.  When she felt the welcome radiant heat from the pile of red glowing coals in the fireplace, she nodded her head and draped her cloak over the back of her chair.  The travel pack went to the floor beside her and her staff was leaned against the wall close to her right side.

Dorian avidly stared at her backside as she strode away.  “What an ass!” he thought with regret while he continued to stare at the undulation of her cheeks.

Realm of Jarion, Desolate Domain, Town of Hillstead

Mage Bluefrost had arrived in Hillstead and was taking care of business.  She was far away from Watcher's Guard, her walled castle-like estate, when she sensed her Portal to Ivarren flicker from dormant to a standby state.  Her Portal had been painstakingly constructed from Runes and Sigils after her Divination Magic led her to the discovery of the alternate dimension.  She shivered in anger and fear at the potential danger to her world that might result from an open Portal and any attention drawn to her unprepared Apprentice. She also cursed her Apprentice for the theft and misuse of the years of effort she’d invested in researching and making the Portal.  All those thoughts coursed through her thoughts before she jumped out of her chair, made apologies to the Mayor and Sheriff, and left the meeting and her full glass of wine behind as she rushed to her room upstairs.  During her sprint upstairs, she felt the much larger pulse of energy when her Apprentice actually entered the Portal.  “Bet she finds out how badly Mana Burn feels,” she thought with minor satisfaction.

While a powerful mage, Mage Bluefrost had almost no ability in Teleportation Magic and couldn’t open a Gateway more than a few hundred feet, let alone all the way back to Watcher’s Guard.  She had left her small walled estate on horseback that morning and it was the fastest way back.

Just moments later, Mage Bluefrost felt the Portal slam shut and she breathed a sigh of relief.  “At least now, nobody else can use the Portal and ambush me in my own keep.

However, despite the relief from knowing the Portal had closed, Mage Bluefrost still howled in frustration and unfairness that she was so far away and it was so late in the afternoon.  Without a wasted move, she gathered her clothing and travel packs from her room and rushed onward to the stables.  She sped through tacking up her horse and tying down her travel packs as quickly as possible.  She again cursed the time it took since detecting the Portal opening; but, soon she was galloping through town toward the gate and the road home.   There was little time before dark as she left town and reached the road toward home.  The Master Mage’s face was grim, she had nearly a full night of hard riding ahead.  Further, she realized that to enable herself and her galloping horse to see through the night, she would use considerable mana.  “Pray that the Portal is still open,” she told herself angrily, “I have only one Mana storage Mana - Portal Ring and that stupid bitch stole it; there’s no other way she could have entered the Portal. She deserves whatever fate she finds herself in.  But, mercy on us all if the Portal is discovered before I can close it.”

[image: ]Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Towering Tree Inn and Tavern

As Aurora reached the inn, just about dusk, a glowing archway flickered into existence in the midst of the forest between the inn and the Portal site.  Mage Slave Bunni, a black-haired, middle-aged woman wearing the Kingdom’s standard slave smock stumbled through the Gateway and immediately fell to the ground groaning in agony and retching from Mana Burn.  Unlike a Portal which causes both significant Mana drain and disorientation when first passing through, using a Gateway causes little disorientation and only takes Mana to open the Gateway.  Bunni simply didn’t have enough Magical strength, Mana, and Magical focus to open the Gateway such a far distance away from the capital and at the exact site of the Portal.  Her Mana Burn began the instant the Gateway was created and her Master virtually shoved her through.  The problem with the Gateway’s location was that to actually reach the Portal would still take hours of traipsing through the dark forests to arrive by near dawn.  Both men wore stern visages and harbored anger at the Mage Slave that left them so far to go to reach the Portal and whoever used it.

[image: ]The enslaved Mage throwing up on the leafy forest floor wore soft house shoes, an ankle-length gray dress with embroidery on the front and back of the dress that heralded her ownership as one of King Ordimir’s slaves.  The collar freely exposed under the woman’s short black hair proved her status as slave.

Bunni and Bridgette, the other Mage Slave that had been on surveillance duty, were equally skilled slaves at Divination Magic with the ability to detect the formation of inter-dimensional Portals or realm Gateways that formed anywhere in the kingdom.  They were on duty when the Portal opened and each was chained to a chair in the Observation Chambers high up in a castle tower.   Duty Divination Magic Slaves were sequestered in separate chambers while being keenly observed by a King’s Hunter.  Each reacted immediately to the huge pulse of Magic and informed their Hunter of the direction and distance.  Had one of the slaves lied about sensing something, they would have been horribly tortured.

Forty-something Bunni was captured and collared while in her teens.  Like other enslaved Mages, Bunni’s Magic continued to be developed after capture while being subjected to a brutal and controlled training regime.  Unlike Aurora, Bunni had fully reached her maximum potential as nearly a high-level Magic User. 

Both Bunni and Bridgette had Teleportation Magic to form a Gateway toward the location of the Magic User; but, only Bunni had the Magic strength and Mana Pool reservoir to attempt a Gateway to open anywhere near as far away from the castle as the Magic event.    Mage Slave Bridgette would remain behind on duty with a full Mana Pool to detect any further Portal or Gateway formations.  Other Hunters, Witchfinders, and their Mage Slaves were enroute to provide reinforcement as needed.

[image: ]After the detection, Bunni’s Hunter had paced angrily at the delay in sending runners to notify the King and to have the on call King’s Knight Witchfinder report to the Observation Chamber.  At the time, he was nearby in an on-call chamber balls deep in his slave who was howling with pleasure while he plowed his cock roughly into his gasping charge, slave Kitten. The blonde, long-haired slave had just turned 20-years-old, was slim and athletic, with fairly large breasts for her frame.  She wore Sir Bofori’s collar and was allowed to keep her name and officially became ‘Slave Princess Evangeline Lumar’, and lovingly nicknamed ‘Kitten’.  Given the choice of voluntarily submitting or losing her memory to an enchanted slave collar, Princess Evangeline willingly submitted herself to a lifetime of slavery serving Sir Bofori and the Kingdom of Ordimir.

When the runner reached Kitten’s Knight Witchfinder, she was fucked out and unconscious in the bed, overcome with orgasms enhanced by her slave collar.  Her owner was in almost the same condition.  It took far too long to rouse the man and woman, get her properly dressed for a mission, and get her headed toward the Observation Chamber with her Knight.

Immediately after Bunni passed through the Gateway that she had formed, she fell prone to the forest floor gasping and retching, the tall lean form of her Hunter followed.  He was dressed in dark green and brown leathers and dropped Bunni’s leash to the ground before kicking her angrily in the side for falling short of the Portal.   Hunter Tan San’s right hand was now free and the King’s Hunter smoothly drew back the arrow that had been notched in the long bow held by his other hand.  He crouched down and scanned the area around the Gateway for threats.  He smoothly scanned and secured the area.

Even had Bunni tried to escape, the Magic in her collar would not let her touch the leash that her Master dropped.  The Magic of her collar wouldn’t let her move the leash, or unsnap it from her collar. 

Immediately following the Hunter through the archway was a much heavier-muscled man wearing a thick boiled leather cuirass, shin guards, and leather forearm protection.  Sir Bofori, a King’s Knight Witchfinder, held an arm-length sword in his right hand and a leash to his collared Mage in his left.  The blonde was much younger than the other collared Mage and she had just turned twenty after only wearing her Master’s collar for two years.   Unlike her companion, Bunni, who was suffering badly from Mana Burn after making the Gateway, Kitten strode smoothly through the Gateway with her hands held before her ready to defend her Master or attack any threats.  To another Magic User, her hands glowed with her most effective offensive skill, mid-level Fire Magic.  

“Master,” Kitten called out while pointing, “the Magic that opened an inter-dimensional Portal to our world came from that way.  I can’t sense it anymore but it’s a good distance away.  If I open a Gateway, I’ll have scant Mana in case of combat.” 

“We should have brought the other duty slave, Bridgette,” Witchfinder Sir Bofori growled, “then she could have opened a Gateway the remaining distance.”

“And that would leave nobody to point the way to this location in case we need reinforcements,” Hunter Tan San responded.

Realm of Jarion, Continent of Alabar, Council of Mages and Wizards, Personal Residence Chambers

[image: ]Journey-woman Mage Izora woke with a gasp.  The sixty-year-old with the appearance and body of an eighteen or  nineteen-year-old blonde beauty sat up in her bed and turned her head just south of due east.  “Mage Bluefrost’s Portal to the realm of Ivarren has been opened,” she thought with very real horror.  “For whatever reason its been opened, it could herald death and doom for our realm not to mention the angry response it will bring from the Council of Mages and Wizards.”

She quickly dressed and ignored the distant rumblings of anger and concern coming from the main chamber of the Council of Mages and Wizards.  “The on duty Journey-man or woman will be unable to pinpoint the Portal’s location unless they were deep in meditation.”  Having little time, she ran outside her chamber and signed herself out on the status board.  “Visiting family,” was the excuse she used and indicated her leave began the day before and she would return in a ten-day.

Back in her chambers, she locked her door, grabbed her pack of emergency supplies, and opened a Gateway nearly to her limit, a known point one-fourth of the way to the home of her former Mistress.  She hoped the Council would take days to discover the Portal opened at Watcher’s Guard and assemble a response force.  “They will have to find and assemble Divination Mages who will have to work together to locate the actual source of the Portal.  Mage Izora looked in the direction of the main Council chamber and guessed that, “It’s not likely that the duty Mage or Wizard got more than a specific direction and a feeling that the Portal opened far away.  They won’t know it was at Watcher’s Guard until they bring in a circle of at least six Mages and Wizards with strong Divination Magic to pinpoint the faint echoes of the opening of the Portal.  Then, everyone will know the Portal was opened at Mage Bluefrost’s home, Watcher’s Guard.”

[image: ]At that moment, she sensed the Portal slam shut and felt a little relief.  “That will make it much more complex for the relatively unskilled Divination Mages to track the echoes of the Portal opening.  That will give me enough of a head start over the Council Members in getting to Watcher’s Guard,” she reassured herself.

Twenty years prior, Novice Mage Izora left Mage Bluefrost as a newly certified Journey-woman Mage tasked to wander the world at the age of forty to self-teach herself skills to advance to the level of Master, or High Mage.  Now sixty-years-old, the beautiful, large breasted blonde remained absolutely gorgeous and looks to be barely twenty.  Slim with DD breasts looking far too large for her frame, the Magic User remembers her stern task-mistress with a combination of hatred, respect, and love.  “She enabled growth of my Magic skills even if her methods were harsh and unforgiving.” She stepped through her Gateway and prepared to make camp.  The beautiful blonde Journey-woman needed a night’s rest to recover to make the next Gateway.  At the point the fatigued Magic User started a meager campfire, she had two Gateways still to make.  Even with her Gateway skills, it was three days travel time from the Council of Mages and Wizards to Watcher’s Guard.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Towering Tree Inn and Tavern

[image: ]While Maggot, the fifty-ish kitchen slave, hauled water at the inn to be heated in the kitchen for her Inn’s guest, Aurora rushed through her meal with slave Sara.  She’d shoved one of the mugs of ale across that table to the slave and nearly guzzled the other before turning to the surprisingly tasty stew and warm fresh bread with butter.  Rather than talk and get acquainted as she told the innkeeper, Aurora focused on the food.  She had arrived starving and had little focus to absorb the adventure of eating in a common tavern.

Grateful for the moments of quiet and relaxation beside the beautiful younger woman, Sara sipped her ale.  At one point, she leaned forward and whispered.  “Mistress, I’m grateful to be selected for service but have to warn you that there are dangers you face if  you are traveling this forest wilderness by yourself.”

Aurora briefly turned her attention to the slave and nodded back as she continued to chew on a piece of tasty meat from the stew.

“My Master, the innkeeper is an honest man although he looks toward women like a Ram does to his Ewes.  But the only danger he presents to you is a fervent wish that you were in his bed submissively servicing his thick and rigid cock.”  Sara blushed, swallowed a mouthful of ale, and continued.  She looked down and whispered, “I can’t believe you’ve made me blush for talking about being bedded by my Master while hundreds of other men have used me while three years here as a common tavern slut.  I’ll blame the ale for my loose tongue.”

Aurora stopped eating and placed her hand on Sara’s.   “As your Master said, you are a beautiful woman and I’m discovering you are going to be a delightful companion.  Please, finish telling me what you wanted to say.”

Sara looked about the room carefully and whispered, “You’re a beautiful woman and, from your clothes, probably a noble, but there are many dangers here if you’re truly traveling alone.  Robbers and thieves abound in the forest for there are few opportunities to make honest coin.” She paused again and glanced about to be certain no ears had drifted closer to their table.  “A Whore Master travels to remote locations like this to buy the bonds of women sentenced by local Sheriffs.   Rumors overheard from drunken men here in the tavern tell me some women traveling alone find themselves illegally enslaved and taken to special slave markets.  She paused again and took a deeper drink of her ale.  “I’ve heard some innkeepers use a concentrated mixture of Poppy, Lotus, and Night-flower extract poured into a cup of mead, beer, or tea.  It’s the same thing used by animal vets to prepare livestock for surgeries.  The victims remain conscious and suggestive while they are sexually used and then wake up with a severe headache, in bondage, and wearing a tight slave collar.”  She paused and added, “By that time, their hair has been chopped off like mine, no longer than the mid-point of my neck, and their pussies shorn of hair.”

Aurora gulped and scrumptiously wetted a fingertip to draw a couple invisible sigils on the table top.  There was no response from the minor Hedge Witch Magic she used.  That type Magic didn’t depend on Mana but the natural essence of nature.  With a sigh of relief that everything on the table was natural and unadulterated, she wordless smiled and drew Sara to her feet.  “I’m eager to get my road grime off my body and see what kind of companion you are, Sara.”

Upstairs, while Sara proceeded her up the stairs and into the room, the Apprentice Mage once again resorted to lowly Hedge Witch Magic and with a spit-wet fingertip drew other sigils on the stairwell and then the door to her room.   Inside the room, she continued the same on the inside of the door, the bed headboard, comforter, and rough plank flooring,   For at least the next few days, the room was now safe from minor pests such as fleas, lice, and basic germs.  Lastly, she pulled her heavy leather belt with its hidden wallet and the two leather purses and set it aside along with her belt knife.

“Sara,” Aurora whispered, “I want to see if it’s true about bare pussies and pleasure girls.”

The brown-haired wench’s face blushed deep red but she only slowly undid the tie holding the waistband of her skirt snugly around her waist. 

Aurora stared avidly as the loose skirt fluttered down to the room’s rough plank floor.  Her breathing became a bit deeper and her breasts started to ache.  While Aurora enjoyed a quick and frantic coupling with young men, she was far more frequently a bedwarmer in her Mistress’ bed.  She was no stranger to sex with women.

While mesmerized by the bit of blouse still hanging down to cover the junction between Sara’s legs, the Mage didn’t even notice that Sara had slipped off her leather slippers as she stepped out of the pool of puddled skirt.  The blouse was designed to slip over her head but it did have laces to draw the deep cut of the blouse’s neckline together while squeezing her ample breasts together.  The leather laces were loosened and Aurora licked her lips in anticipation.  “Go ahead!  Take off the blouse!” she commanded in a shaky voice.

No longer timid about how to please her first noblewoman, Sara smirked and pulled her blouse upward, exposing her naked pubic mound to Aurora.  She paused teasingly with the blouse bunched around her breasts and spread her legs widely apart.  “Does Mistress want to see more?” she teased while rotating her hips upward to show off the cleft between her legs.  “This clueless bitch is ripe for the taking,” she told herself with a sneer.  “I’m going to have some fun even if it means getting punished tomorrow.”

Aurora again licked her lips and hoarsely responded,  “Yes, … , more, … by the Gods!”

Sara shook her head to the negative and lowered her blouse back to where it covered the hairless treasure between her legs.  “No, Mistress, you’re wearing too much.  Strip down!  I need to see if you are worthy of worshipping my body.  Beg me to show you my breasts!”

The young Mage almost lashed out in lust and anger but the tingling between her legs and the stiffness of her nipples rubbing against her blouse halted her display of anger.  No, she decided that being ordered around a bit was exciting.  “My pussy liked being ordered about by this saucy wench.”  Her fingers flew to unlace her over vest and she almost desperately pulled her blouse out of her skirt.  In her haste, she pulled the tangled mass of vest and blouse up and over her head in a single movement.

“Why are you moving so slowly?” Sara hissed in mock anger as a finger reached out to flick a fat nipple.  “Nice titties but I want to see more!  Is your twat as wet as mine is?  I can’t wait for you to become the latest pussy-licker to worship between my legs.  Imagine the sight and shame of a noblewoman reduced to eating my commoner cunt!”

Aurora fell to the floor in her haste to unlace her knee-high boots and pull off her woolen socks.  As she struggled to stand up wearing only her calf-length skirt, any attempt at looking calm and in control was spoiled as her breasts flopped about from her jerky movements.  Like Sara, Aurora untied the closure on her waistband and stepped out of her skirt as it fell to the floor.  Now, she was the one blushing and fearful of criticism about her naked body.  One arm attempted to cover her breasts and the other hand hide her pussy from the bossy wench.

“Don’t even try to be bashful,” she said scornfully as she threw a handful of her hard-earned Bronze coins at the confused woman.  “You’re just my paid for bed wench.  I can see why Dorian Innkeeper envisioned you naked on your hands and knees, panting for his touch, … for his cock to plow that wet and needy cunt.  You’re like a bitch in heat.”

The Mage’s pussy spasmed again at the utter strangeness of crudely being ordered about, … being the one treated like a paid bedwarmer, … a slattern, … of needing approval from her better.  Aurora was more aroused than at any time of her life.   She looked at the scattered coins in confusion.

“Pick up the coins,” Sara commanded.  “There’s five Bronze coins for your service this night.”  While Aurora scrambled about to find the scattered coins like a lowly whore, Sara pulled her crumpled blouse up and off her torso and threw it to the floor.  She backed up to the bed and sat down with her legs spread widely.  “Do you want a naked, hairless pussy like mine?” she teased.  “It makes it easier for your slut tongue to find where to worship.”  Sara looked scornfully down her body at the shorter woman on her hands and knees gathering up a few nearly worthless coins.  She then commanded in a penetrating voice, “No orgasm until I order!”

The powerful blonde Apprentice to a Master Mage was nearly crazy with lust.  Her green eyes glowed with the need for an orgasm and she stayed on her hands and knees while she crept toward the bare pubic mound.  Her vision was focused on only one goal and she paused to sniff the musky odor of the wench’s twat.  “It’s covered in a thick dew of arousal,” Aurora thought with a sense of success at how wet her target had become. 

Just as her lips were ready for her first kiss of the pussy, a pair of firm hands grabbed a handful of her long blonde hair on either side of her head.  The tugging pull of the hands slammed her face into the slimy wetness between Sara’s legs.

“Fool!  Don’t tease me!  Suck Mistress’ pussy!” Sara commanded while stepping fully into the role of a harsh Mistress using her slave.  “Aiiiii!” Sara screamed in passion at the wonderment of a noblewoman’ lips and tongue eagerly rooting between her legs.  She continued to use the handles of blonde hair to move Aurora’s face to her most sensitive bits.  “Yesss!” she screamed as Aurora expertly captured her clit, lightly pinched it between her teeth, and then licked and sucked at the tender bundle of nerves.

[image: ]When Aurora came to her senses, she was lying on the floor with her face covered in cold slimy drools of girl cum.  She heard a moan and looked up to see a knee of the naked form of Maggot near the edge of the bed.  “Maggot! What are you doing?  That’s my massage and I’m in need of your attention,” she growled. 

“Your collared bed-slut is awake Lady Sara,” Maggot said with scorn in her voice and a smirk on her face.

“Oh, … by the Gods, Maggot, don’t you dare stop,” Sara moaned in near orgasmic bliss at the first massage of her life.  “If that common, collared Bond Slave of a bitch interferes, give her a spanking for disturbing her betters.”

Aurora struggled to get up and punish the two women when she discovered that her wrists were each bound to the opposite elbow behind her back in a brutal tie.  “I’ll show you the flat of my hand!” she vowed while she struggled to rise.

“Maggot, gag the wench and get back to work!” Sara commanded with a grin.  “The spoiled noblewoman is getting what she wants, … to be paid slut to a pair of commoners for the night.”

The heavy naked form of Maggot rolled off the bed and landed on Aurora.  Somehow, a fat ball of black rubber appeared like Magic in the kitchen wench’s hand and it was jammed into her mouth.  “Hmmmphf!” was the only sound of protest from the Mage’s mouth as the gag’s strap was tightly pulled behind her head and the buckle latched.  Aurora didn’t dare use her Magic to escape.  Between the mental confusion from the situation she found herself waking to,  the weariness of her bones and muscles from the recent Mana Burn, and how far away her Mana seemed to be, Aurora wasn’t certain that her Magic could have been employed quickly enough to turn the tables on her faux attackers.

Suddenly, she realized that she’d been lifted up by Maggot and thrown belly up on the bed.  She winched at the pain from the position on her shoulders.  Before she could complain, somebody’s slimy pussy was set down on her gagged face and another person’s mouth settled on her pussy.  “Heeiii!” she screamed into the gag as her long pent up orgasm released.  Her confused brain didn’t hear the disapproval in Sara’s voice when she complained, “Maggot, the noble bitch just orgasmed before it had permission.  Don’t let me forget that in the morning.”

[image: ]“Bond Slave wench!” Maggot shouted long minutes later.  “Your Mistress just commanded you to cum.  Show us how much a noble pussy slave loves sex with common harlots.”

Despite being nearly smothered and lightheaded as the hairless twat above her face shoved down hard to seat the bulky ball gag up into her pussy, Aurora was able to breath in enough air to stay conscious.  The Lady still howled out her orgasms into the rubber ball now buried deep in Maggot’s twat.  Finally, after seemingly thousands of orgasms over what felt to be a lifetime, Aurora passed out.  The day had taken its toll on the Mage that sought adventure and riches.

Realm of Jarion, Council of Mages and Wizards, Two Days After Portal Opening

The seven members of the Council of Mages and Wizards that were present assembled in the main chamber and arrayed themselves around the circular wall.  High Mage Bluefrost and Journey-woman Izora were both missing.

Normally, the Council’s nine members included four Wizards and five Mages.  When in session, all members present wore formal wear and sat in ornate thrones facing the Council Head, High Wizard Othir.  The Council members were:

●        High Wizard Othir

●        High Wizard Ulfrass

●        High Wizard Agrihorne

●        Journeyman Wizard Elmar

●        High Mage Bluefrost

●        High Mage Maureen

●        High Mage Siùsan

●        Journey-woman Mage Sorcha

●        Journey-woman Mage Izora

By far the oldest and strongest Magic User, 450-year-old High Wizard Othir brought the meeting to order in a commanding voice.  “Fellow Council Members, we are assembled here to determine how best to respond to High Mage Bluefrost after she opened the very Portal that our Council ordered her to destroy so many years ago.  For those members who have not studied the Magic hating Realm of Ivarren, they are powerful in combat Magic and enslave Magic Users to hunt down and destroy others Magic.”

High Mage Maureen spit out angrily from her ornate throne, “Why are we still debating this.  We all know you have a soft spot for Bluefrost because she was your former apprentice.  When too drunk to keep to proper decorum, we’ve heard you sing the praises of her beauty and her sexual skills to your fellow Wizards.  It’s shameful!”

[image: ]Journeyman Wizard Elmar spoke up,  “Outside of formal meetings, most of us have already agreed that she is to be bound with a Rune Collar of Nullification and never allowed to touch her Magic again.  That way she would face the best possible punishment for such a vain woman; forced to age naturally,  to lose her vaunted beauty, all without a more powerful Rune Collar of Control which would extend her life and her beauty.  Plus, we all know how powerful she is and that her journal indicated rumors the King Ordimir’s Slave Queen may have found a way to escape from rudimentary Collars of Control that our realm uses.”

“We’ve already delayed enough,” Mage Maureen hammered back to the High Wizard.  “I believe it criminal that it took two days to assemble enough Mages and Wizards with high levels of Divination Magic to trace the echoes of opening and closing the Portal back to Watcher’s Guard.”

“All we knew before,” the High Wizard replied in an attempt to placate the irritable and contrary High Mage, “was the general direction and a feeling that it was far away.”

“Well, now we know who opened the Portal and where.  I can understand why High Mage Bluefrost is missing, … but, where is Mage Izora,” High Mage Maureen spit out in disgust.  “That Journey-woman isn’t fit to be among us and she dresses like a common tavern harlot.” High Mage Maureen paused to collect her thoughts.  “However, I do agree that our Collars of Control are no match for the advanced Magic technology of the dangerous and evil Realm of Ivarren.”

“Keep in mind that Mage Izora isn’t of royal blood,” High Wizard Othir tried to calm the spirited Mage.  “Her Magic was discovered later in life, while working for her father, a well respected tavern-keeper.  It’s a testament to her strength that she’s on this Council of Mages.”

After a moment’s uncomfortable silence, the High Wizard proclaimed, “So be it!   I call for a voice vote on the punishment just described by Journeyman Wizard Elmar.  Whose vote is ‘aye’.”

“I vote in approval,” High Wizard Ulfrass announced.

“I vote the same,” High Wizard Agrihorne added.

“Yes, as well,” High Mage Maureen spoke.”

Everyone else indicated ‘aye’ as well; a unanimous vote to strip Bluefrost of her Magic.

“We are assuming that the Portal was opened by both High Mage Bluefrost and her Apprentice Mage Greenwilt.  If so, both must face our justice for violation of the ban against using Portals.  Does anyone disagree with this decision?” High Wizard Othir stated grimly.

None of the other six members dissented.

“With six members having voted, I make my own vote ‘aye’ making it unanimous to both decisions,” High Wizard Othir proclaimed.  “We will ready a strike team to capture Mage Bluefrost and her apprentice, place a Collar of Nullification on their traitress necks, destroy forever her cursed Portal, and assume Council control of Watcher’s Guard.”

“As a caution,” High Wizard Agrihorne spoke up with a sign of hesitation on his part, “this reminds me of the Council’s failure to institute any sort of combat training for Mages.  Only our Guardsmen are trained in the use of sword and bows.  They are too outmatched by the combat skills of our Mages.”

“We were only complacent because we thought the Portal was destroyed,” High Mage Maureen added in anger.  Then High Mage Maureen laughed belatedly at the comment of being inexperienced in combat Magic.  “Our team will be strong and backed up by our full contingent of duty Guardsmen.  We’ll easily crush two Mages cowering in her castle.”

“Your comments are noted,” High Wizard Othir acknowledged.  “We must address the topic of combat training when this crisis is ended.  The other topic is finding a way to end the prejudice against those with high levels of Divination Magic simply because they usually don’t have other useful skills.  Note that not a single member of our Council has any real skill in that area.  We’ll have to bring in Mages powerful in Divination Magic.”


Chapter 5:  On the Road for Gold and Adventure

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Towering Tree Inn and Tavern

Very late the next morning in her room in the inn, Aurora woke slowly from her deep sleep.  She looked about and didn’t see either of her bedmates from the night before.  “They each used me like the whores I paid them to be,” she thought with a mix of anger, horror, and a deep feeling of satisfaction that only a hard night of satisfying sex can bring.  “The best night of sex of my life,” she admitted.   She staggered up and looked about for her clothes.  All she found were a few things atop the bedside table; a small stack of five Bronze coins, a single Silver coin, a ball gag, a couple short coils of rope, and a riding crop.  “What the fuck!” she muttered.  “Everything is gone!” she thought with very real horror.  Despite searching everywhere and everything in the room, she couldn’t find any of her things.  Just as she was ready to do something drastic, the door opened and Sara marched in like she was the inn’s guest and Aurora the maid.

“I see my lazy Bond Slave finally woke up,” she announced with a smirk.  “Have you seen yourself in the mirror, missy?”

Aurora held back the roiling ball of compressed air she held behind her back and glanced to the tall and narrow mirror beside the door.  What she saw nearly shattered any remaining thoughts of propriety.   The ball of air quietly dissipated.  “I look like a well-used whore,” she said at the sight of her nakedness, her disheveled hair, bite marks all over her body, and bruises from hands too firmly possessing her body.  Then, she froze at the sight of the thick reinforced leather collar of a Bond Slave or servant tight around her neck.  “What!” she exclaimed and spun around while trying to find the buckle holding the collar in place. 

“It’s locked!” Sara told her in a flat voice.

“You’ve taken this too far, Sara,” the Mage protested.

“No!” Sara countered with some heat, “and you better remember your place.  You are naked in a country inn and wearing a Bond Slave’s Collar buckled and locked onto your neck.  There are five Bronze coins from me and a Silver coin from Maggot.  Raise a commotion up here and you could find out that our innkeeper can be tempted to believe you’re a coin-less vagrant who just sold herself to us as an unregistered whore.  Maybe he’ll buy you from us and acquire himself a bit of illegal slave stock.”

Sara nearly peed herself.  “How can my weakened Magic get me out of this?” She asked herself.  After standing glaring at Sara for long moments, the Mage gulped and nodded her head in reluctant acceptance of at least finding out what the conniving bond servants wanted.  “What is it you want of me?” she asked.

Sara grinned in triumph.  “There is no doubt that you were in heat all night as you acted the part of our paid slut.  I’ve never seen a woman orgasm like you.  It was great fun dominating a submissive noblewoman.  The problem is, … you ignored my command to hold off on any orgasms until told you could release.  That really pissed me off!”

Aurora’s mouth hung down at the sheer stupidity of the comment.  “We had no agreement about me wearing a Bond Servant’s Collar or playing the part of your paid whore,” she tried to say calmly.  “Please,” she pleaded, “be reasonable about this.  Our fun ended with the dawn.”

Then, the door opened and Maggot stepped into the room.

“Why isn’t your slut bent over the edge of the bed for her punishment?  She’s overslept and needs to understand how to act in her role as soon as possible.”

“No!  Nothing like that is going to happen!” Aurora whispered back quietly.  “I’m a woman, … a Lady. … a noble woman, … you can’t do anything to me.”  The comment about getting caught without funds or clothing while naked and wearing a leather collar had set her back into the meeker role of a submissive.  “I can’t let anything draw attention to me, … a Mage in a realm that hates Magic Users,” she told herself.

Somehow Maggot’s hand magically shifted up to grip her ear in an uncompromising grip.  She was yanked to the bed and thrown belly down atop the comforter fouled by their night’s games.  She heard a swish and her ass exploded in pain.  Sara jumped on the bed and held her shoulders down.  Another swish followed, and another, and finally, another. Aurora howled as each of the ten strokes of the crop blistered her ass with pain far worse than anything that her own Mistress Mage had done with her canes of hardened air.  Once again, the naive Apprentice froze while being attacked and she couldn’t have used her Magic if she wanted.  The pain erased all thought form her head.

Downstairs, Dorian Innkeeper grunted at the games being played by his guest.  “I heard them all night wailing and moaning in lustful play.  Now, one of my girls is getting her ass blistered.  I wonder which one?” he wondered.  “Maggot or Sara?  One is likely going to be too well-used to work today.  Thankfully, Maggot already got breakfast started.”  Beyond briefly wondering at the possible disruption to the day’s chore schedule, Dorian cared little about how much fun or pain his whores experienced as long as he was paid.

Upstairs, Aurora failed to stagger upright and stayed belly down on the mattress while trying to rub her hurt backside.  “That wasn’t nice,” she sniffled with tears and snot running down her face.  She turned to Sara and added, “That was taking our game too far.” 

“It’s hardly a game and it’s not over yet,” a voice growled behind her.  “You still owe me a penance.”

The blonde looked back with disbelief at the massive fake black cock sticking up from under Maggot’s raised skirt.  Sara pushed the ball gag from the nightstand back into her protesting mouth and re-buckled it into place. Maggot quickly knelt down behind her.

Sara grabbed Aurora’s wrists and pulled them to her back.  A few wraps of the handy bondage cord and the young Mage was now helpless again.  Maggot took strong control of the wrists with her left hand and her right guided the plum-sized head of the fake cock toward its target.

“Hooo!” Aurora wailed into the gag as the head of the rubbery black cock dredged its way through the outside of her labia.  “Hits hoo hig!” Aurora screamed.

Maggot repeated moving the oversize dildo head a few times across the weeping slit between her legs and let the now fat cock’s head become drenched from Aurora’s drooling snatch.  “Hiiiiieee!” was her howl into the gag as Maggot’s strong body drove the cock halfway to her cervix in one lunge. 

Downstairs, Dorian Innkeeper’s hand drifted toward his cock.  He squeezed it with a groan and wondered what his slatterns were up to.  “I need to fuck something … anything!” he groaned.  He remembered the drunken story of a herder who got his cock stuck in a knothole in a board fence and winched in sympathy at the idiot.

Sara had stepped beside her friend and watched the end half of the black cock withdraw.  It was now shiny with Aurora’s juices.  “Again, … all the way,” she commanded, “Fuck the slut senseless.”

Maggot’s hard thrusts pushed Aurora’s belly hard against the edge of the bed.  Again gagged and with wrists bound, the Mage snorted in an unladylike fashion as she fought to breathe past the tears and snot that attempted to block her nostrils.  Despite the horror of the turnabout by the inn’s two Bond Slaves, Aurora soon howled orgasm after orgasm into the nasty tasting ball gag.  “By the Gods, … it does feel so good!” she admitted with deep humiliation at her unwilling use by the inn’s whores.

Like earlier, Aurora came to her senses flat on her back on the mattress to face yet another indignity.  Flea had somehow entered the room, climbed between her legs, and was rooting about her pussy like the pro muff-diver that she was.  It was late morning, almost noon, before the three tavern workers stopped taking turns abusing her body and forcing orgasm after orgasm from her helpless body.

Finally, Aurora wakened to find herself alone in the room.  She spied her pack on the floor with her clothes neatly piled atop.  Too weary and fucked-out to quickly determine her needs, she staggered about the room until she realized that there was no morning bowl of warm water.  She sighed in relief when a glance at the mirror showed that the leather collar was gone.  She ruefully rubbed the red rash on her neck irritated by the stiff collar and sat down again to draw her clothes on.  With a grimace at the pain in her bruised ass, she was further pissed off at the realization that her small clothes were missing.  Resigned to have to dress with her pussy bare under her long woolen skirt, she pulled her socks on and reached for her boots and skirt.  Long minutes later, she stood in front of the mirror and flickered her fingers in minor Magics to cleanse her sweaty, smelly body and to clean and freshen her hair.  That little bit of Magic drained most of what little Magic she’d regained since the Mana Burn.  “The bruises on my face and red rash on my neck will have to heal on their own,” she realized.  Somewhat satisfied, she reached for the pack and discovered it wasn’t hers and none of her things were packed inside.  “The riding crop, ball gag, black dildo and strap-on harness, and a leather Bond Servant’s Collar are all that’s inside.  Bitches!”  She looked about but couldn’t find her belt with its hidden wallet, knife, travel purses, or any money except the paltry few Bronzes and solitary Silver on the nightstand.  With no purse, she slipped the six coins into her right knee-high stocking and felt the coins slip down inside her boot.

Not sure what she faced outside her door, she took a final look around the room and sighed at the danger of having virtually no reserve Mana since it was drained while using the Portal.  With a grimace, she freed the room from any new pests and freshened the bed sheets and comforter.  Shaking her head at having her Mana again depleted, she opened the door and walked to the stairs.  Her legs were still weak and she took the stairs with care.

At the bottom of the stairs, Apprentice Mage Greenwilt found the three Bond Slaves waiting impatiently for her.  Each had a bulging pack by their feet and she saw that Sara additionally had her stolen pack tightly held on her shoulder.  Before she could protest, Sara shook her head slightly and frowned.  Aurora gulped and stood uncertain what to do.

[image: ]“We found your treasures,” Sara whispered, “and we’ve decided that you want to free us from life here at the inn and we’ll have some interesting travels ahead of us.  Lady Aurora,” Sara paused.  “If you behave, then when we part ways in a few days, you will be closer to your intended destination at Kingsreach and you will get a full one-quarter share of the wealth stolen from your family.  There’s enough for the four of us to frugally live for several years.”  She paused and looked grimly at the Apprentice Mage.  “If you don’t cooperate or if you try to escape, remember that, in your possession, you have only a single Silver and five Bronzes.  Our testimony will get you named a vagrant, arrested, and your bond sold at auction just like ours were.”   Sara grinned and added, “It’s possible in that case that we could purchase you at auction as a real Bond Slave.”

Dorian Innkeeper came up to them at that point and nodded his head in respect, “Lady Aurora, they’ll be telling drunken tales of your fame for years.  You kept the men drinking in the tavern all night fully entertained by listening to my girls’ howls of pleasure and cries of pain.  I finally had to chase everyone out at dawn even while you were once again drawing more screams of pleasure from my girls.  No disrespect, Lady, … only admiration because your lust must be endless to want to continue using my collared servants at such a generous offer.”

Aurora looked at him with confusion.  The innkeeper greedily grabbed her hand and pulled her to the counter where three stacks of paper were neatly arranged.  “Lady Aurora, all you need to do is give me the three Silvers promised and we can quickly sign everything real official like.  Their bonds will be yours.”

Sara pushed past the very confused Aurora and carefully laid a single Silver coin on each stack of paperwork.  Aurora glared at the conniving woman.

The sight of the Silver coins proved to the young Mage that the brown-haired slattern did find and steal her coins at some point during the night.  Resigned to see what happened next, she watched the innkeeper greedily sign three copies of each document and then she followed his instructions on where to place her own signature.  Needing something noble-sounding, she wrote out ‘Lady Aurora of Watcher’s Guard’ on each document and then placed her signature below.

“Well Mistress,” he explained as he handed over a small bag labeled Bond Servant Collar keys which Sara quickly snatched away. “Legally, they now belong to you.   I retain a copy of each of the sales and, at your leisure, you should get the notary seal of a Sheriff, Magistrate, or a King’s Bank’s Manager to get everything filed and fully official.  They will keep the second copy of each contract and you will retain the third one.”  He paused and looked to be sure Sara had scurried off to do something.  He whispered, “I will admit that you were generous to pay me near eight times their value.  I’ll be hard pressed to get them replaced anytime soon.”  He paused and looked her in the eye.  “You should know these are poor, ignorant woods-folk and they aren’t to be fully trusted.  They’ll steal you blind.  It’s a risk to trust them with the keys and your money.”

He straightened up when he saw Sara return.  He also noticed the pile of packs and shoulder bags by the door.  “Guess it’s time to bargain for the horses you need from our stables.”

[image: ]“One Silver each!” Sara ordered.   She had finished whatever she was doing with the bond collar keys and returned to stand beside Aurora.  “We get our pick of horses and saddles and don’t argue about it.  The mule to carry our packs will be free.  I know that’s twice the value of everything you have out there and you’ve already gotten too much of our coin.”

Dorian scrunched his face in irritation at his former Bond Slave’s attitude.  Nonetheless, he nodded; happy enough at his profit.

At the innkeepers happy nod, Sara slid over four more of the Silver coins and demanded a receipt for the three horses and pack mule.

“Mistress,” Dorian Innkeeper spit out because he just couldn’t hold it back, “I just told you not to trust these bondswomen so easily with your money.   They are all criminals.  Sara’s twenty-five copper bond was for five years service under the collar, for vagrancy and theft.   Maggot’s sixty copper bond was for thirty years service under the collar for having a husband poaching meat from one of the King’s game preserves.   Her husband lost his head for the poaching.  Finally, Flea and her husband were illegal poachers working in defiance of a local Forest Master.  Her ten-year bond was fifty Coppers.”

Apprentice Mage Greenwilt, as she now felt owed to regain her regular identity after putting the submissive ordeal of the night as submissive Lady Aurora behind her, quickly added up the cost she’d just paid for the women.  “One hundred-thirty five Coppers,” she mused.  “Dorian only paid one Silver and thirty-five Coppers for the original three bonds.  I paid three Silver, … that’s, … three hundred Coppers.  By the Gods, I did pay about seven and a half times the total original value of all three.  No wonder he’s so happy to have lost all his forced labor.  He can easily replace them with twenty women three Silvers equivalent value.”

[image: ]Aurora didn’t notice that Sara had taken her by her hand and led her outside while she mentally calculated the huge sum just paid to own three women.  Behind her, Dorian’s eyes glittered in more than just lust.  “Sara seems to have captivated that noblewoman.  How rich is Lady Aurora?” he wondered as four twitching asses left his inn.  His cock was rock hard at the thought of taking an unwilling Lady Aurora to bed.  “I’d make her howl in submissive orgasms just like she did with my bitches last night,” he vowed.  Sadly, he knew his dream of subjugating the bitches was never going to happen.

Before the two women left by the front door, he had a revelation.  “Were many of the howls of pain and pleasure from the Lady?  Sara seems to be in charge of everything this morning.  How deeply has Sara captivated the young noblewoman?”  Then, he shook his head at the money she’d just spend on bondswomen and livestock. “Three Silver for three used up whores.  How rich is she to just waste that much money?”  After a moment he whispered, “Anything can happen in the wilds of the forest.  Maybe the next time I see Lady Aurora she’ll be wearing a collar with her leash held by a newly ennobled Lady Sara?”

In the stables, Felix, the stableboy sullenly offered minimal help to the women in selecting and tacking up the horses.  Maggot and Flea did most of the work while Sara held Aurora’s hand tightly and glared at the stableboy.  Before they were finished with their packs on the mule, Felix stomped off angrily.

They all heard Felix inside the inn’s open door shouting angrily at the innkeeper, “Dorian, what am I going to do for bedmates at night now that you let them all leave.  I liked having access to pussy!  You are going to have to double my pay until you find some more sluts with bonds for sale by the local Sheriff or the traveling Whore Master.”

“That boy is big trouble,” Maggot muttered.

“I’m glad we’re free of his attention,” Flea added. “He’s been abusive.  He’s raped me all night long more than once and injured me so badly that I’ve woken and been unable to do my work for days after that horrible night with him.”

While Felix and Dorian were busy arguing, Sara used the screen of the horses to yank Aurora’s arms to her belly and then bind her wrists tightly.  The ends of the wrist ties were wrapped tightly around Aurora’s waist.  Then, Sara smirked at the woman she knew as Lady Aurora and undid the ties on her waist belt, taking her belt knife and the smallest leather purse holding only the Silver and five Bronzes.  “Unless I use my Magic to escape and overpower these women, I’m traveling with nothing except my clothes.  I’ll have to go along with this until I know where my money and pack items have gone.  Then, I’ll make these women pay for their actions.”

Sara grabbed Aurora’s ear.  “Best you remember that our plan is to safely get to Kingsreach together.  We’ll get the paperwork notarized that transfers our bonds to you, then you’ll sign and notarize more paperwork freeing the three of us.  Only then will we evenly split the money you stole from your family.  Be satisfied it’s easily enough for all four of us to have lives as free Ladies.”

Sara checked each horse and then helped Aurora up on her horse.  Aurora was helpless to resist as her wrists were tied to the saddle horn.  As a last bit of malicious control, Sara unlaced Aurora’s boots and placed them on her own feet.  Aurora boiled with anger when she felt the woman’s flimsy house slippers pulled onto her feet.  The Lady Mage kept her anger in control so she didn’t expose herself as a Magic User by blasting the woman with fire.

Then, keeping Aurora’s reins in hand, Sara leapt effortless onto her own horse and quickly shifted her horse from a slow walk to a bone-jarring trot.  Aurora was no horsewoman and she tilted about precariously while trying to keep her balance on her saddle.  Her hands gripped the saddle horn as tightly as possible and fought to keep her slippered feet in the stirrups.  Flea and Maggot easily followed.  The three women from the inn were country raised and they knew their way around horses.

Once on the road and out of sight of the inn, Sara shifted her horse to a slow, rolling canter.  Terrified, Aurora managed better balance on the easier pace but feared falling off the horse to the road’s rough stone surface while moving so much more quickly.  Sara turned in the saddle and loudly explained, “They heard us say we’re going to Kingsreach so we need to make it obvious we went the opposite direction.  We’ll move quickly for an hour or so in the wrong direction and then we’ll head through the forest to a road I know that wanders back toward Kingsreach.“

“Why are we in such a hurry,” Mage Greenwilt complained.  “This pace isn’t safe!”

“Stupid bitch!” Flea shouted from beside her, “Do you really think that Innkeeper Dorian won’t either pay someone to rob us or tell every drunkard customer quaffing his ale how much coin four women freely spent.  He thinks Lady Aurora is at least worth robbing and murdering her as a better choice than holding her for ransom from her noble parents.”

The naive Apprentice Mage looked backward with fear.  She accepted that the threat was very real.  “Then, let’s go!” she insisted.  “Come on!  Let’s go!”


Chapter 6:  Realm of Ivarren, 10 Years after Cilia’s Madness, 221 Years Ago

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Kingsreach, Council of Magic, 221 Years Ago

[image: ]High Sorceress Alaria stewed in anger while seated at the Council of Magic in Kingsreach, enduring what she thought was yet another meeting that would accomplish little of importance.  “I’m so tired of this endless bickering with no resolution on important, long-standing issues,” the slim black Sorceress muttered to herself.  She rose during a short period of silence.

“As a point of order, I’d like to return our conversation to our missing colleague, the High Sorceress Lady Morrigan,” High Sorceress Alaria loudly made her declaration.  “Ten long years have gone by with no resolution regarding her fate.  I have testified that she was eager to speak with some High Magistrates about an important personal project she had underway.  There is no doubt in my mind that she was not so stressed that she needed to take a leave of absence,” she added with heat while staring at High Sorceress Cilia Raven.  “Of course, that was the last trace ever seen or heard of our esteemed and loved colleague, High Sorceress Lady Peagi Morrigan.  Something dreadful happened to her and I demand answers!”

High Sorceress Cilia Raven, now in her 215th year, sighed in a dramatic and theatrical sign of her boredom and indifference.  “We’ve covered this topic endlessly.  Does any member have something to add?” she asked.  After a too-long embarrassing moment of silence for High Sorceress Cilia Raven’s formal question to the Council, Cilia herself answered, “I haven’t heard anything from her since she left, just over ten years ago.  The only thing I could add when the question about her fate has come up is that I overheard someone mentioning her needing some time to unwind.”

High Sorceress Alaria kept hammering away at the issue.  “She wasn’t stressed out and she didn’t need time off,” she insisted.  “Her personal energies were high and focused wholly on solving the puzzle that she was working on.”

“It would be helpful if we knew what that puzzle was,” one of the High Sorceress’ sycophants interjected.

Finally, pretending to be weary of the day’s circular discussion solving nothing during the overlong meeting, High Sorceress Cilia Raven rose off her ornate chair, bent her head in a less than respectful bow, and left the chamber without a word.  As her practice at barely staying within conventional rules, she opened a Gateway just outside the chamber at the mere flick of her fingers.  She stepped through and appeared in King Ordimir the Second’s bedroom.

[image: ]She grinned at the sight of the King’s hairy ass rutting away between the legs of some court harlot.   Her heels were drumming on his back and her squeaks, grunts, and moans were in rhythm with his pelvic impacts against her sex. “He’s once again taking a few bitches for test drives,” she realized and then frowned at the woman’s faked cries of orgasm.  Cilia waved a hand to the side and then back again more forcefully.  The compressed bar of wind almost gently moved him off the woman with his prick still hard as steel and slick with her juices.  “A pale-skinned, black-haired young thing,’ she thought with a sneer.  The return movement of the bar of air was more forceful and rolled the woman entirely off the bed and away from the King.

High Sorceress Cilia Raven gestured to the jewelry on each shoulder that was holding up her dress.  The jewelry floated to her open hand and the green and white floor length dress fluttered to the rug covering the stone floor.  Cilia smirked at the look of lust that quickly replaced the King’s angry visage of being interrupted.  “I can do far better to satisfy you, Highness, than that unschooled harlot.  I recognize her.  Lady Jillian is that kind of young whore that has been well tutored by her equal slut of a mother.  Either one has already opened their her legs wide for favors or advantages from a host of men.  Give her the chance, and Lady Jillian’s worn pussy will over run from those men’s seed.”

While speaking of Jillian, she stalked toward the bed in a hip-swaying move that also encouraged her alluring, pendulous  breasts to move slowly from side to side.  At the same time, the distressed woman thrown out of the King’s bed was pushed by a solid wall of air toward the open door of the chamber.  The courtiers, mid-wives, and guards there to witness the deposit of Royal Seed in a prospective pampered concubine or even a future as queen scrambled out of the way.  Jillian’s clothes were left behind, abandoned by the bedside.  Cilia’s next bar of air slammed the double doors shut with a bang.

“You think to become my bride?” the King whispered in a serious tone as he stared at her beautiful naked body.  “Cilia, you have great beauty and a reputation as the most accomplished of lovers, … but, … I know you’ve no royal blood and you’re too old to conceive.”  He paused and looked carefully at the renowned beauty’s tall, lithe body with her big breasts and penetrating brilliant blue eyes.  Unspoken, he told himself, “Magic has crafted her a most amazing body.  But, to fuck a 215-year-old Sorceress with the sexual experience and reputation of being the best fuck of all time, … how can I pass on pounding that kind of talented pussy?”  

Cilia sneered at the King as she moved sensually across the sheets of the huge bed toward the King in his reclining position, … her down hanging breasts dragged across the silken sheets, the nipples now fully erect and the size of the end joint of his littlest finger.  The look of pure lust on her face made her look like a lioness stalking her mouth-watering prey.  “You need a strong Queen to help you rule.  In your harem, you can breed as many young, clueless, bitches as you want and pick among the brats they drop to find your heir of choice.”  She leaned down between his legs and her mouth sucked the King’s shaft into her mouth, past the back gates to her throat, and deep into her gullet in one swift move.

“Ayyeeii!” the King groaned softly in ecstasy as her throat’s continuous swallowing action massaged his prick and her lips rooted about at his hairy groin.  He looked down and it felt like his soul was being sucked into her glittering blue eyes.  “Yesss!” he shouted as his cock pulsed and fed spurt after spurt of his thick jizm directly down her throat.

Outside the royal chambers, the King’s guards held the squirming angry noble woman’s daughter.  “Let me go fools!” she hissed angrily. “Treat me with respect!  He came twice in me and may have placed a royal child within my womb!”

The Head Guardsman paused at the shout of glee from His Majesty heard by everyone even through the thick steel reinforced wood of the door.  He smirked and nodded to the others.  “Looks like he’s already breeding another applicant.  Confirm that Lady Jillian has Royal seed in her pussy.  If so, lock her in the harem for safekeeping!  She is to be held until a midwife can confirm if her next monthly arrives or not.”

The naked woman, protesting at more public humiliation than expected, was dragged away to the corner where she was rudely bent over a desk, exposing her reddened pussy to the room full of guards and wide-eyed courtiers.  “There’s certainly male spend drooling out of her gaping cunt!” a guard announced to the room.  There’s no doubt, she’s been ‘blessed’ and well bred!”

“Take her away,” the Royal Chamberlin announced.  The chamber full of watchers to bear witness to the breeding of a possible future King watched with glee as a pair of Guardsman dragged her naked and protesting form away to be locked up with the other women the King had recently ‘blessed’ with his seed in search for a new queen and a potential heir.  There were already three women in the harem with stomachs swelling from his implanted seed.  Women carrying his child were ‘doubly blessed’, having been seeded and then pregnant) to be well cared for prisoners living in luxury in the harem until any conceived male child reached maturity.  Women delivering daughters were released from the harem soon after giving birth to live on a paltry monthly stipend from the King.  He cared not for daughters and little more for women who gave him daughters.  Those women would never again warm his bed.

This latest woman, Lady Jillian, would turn out to not be ‘doubly blessed.’  In such cases, the women were turned over to entertain the King’s Guards, pleasuring 100 men for a week before being returned to their mother.  Jillian was lucky, no rumors followed her from the guard barracks and she didn’t become pregnant from her thousands of couplings over that week.  Others, dishonored publicly for having sex multiple times with 100 guardsmen and then impregnated, quietly left the city for life with a distant relative, a life in a convent, or were quietly taken away by carriage for the family to sell to a far away whorehouse.  The noble families did not tolerate shame and they had a lot of daughters.  Too many failures and their mothers would be sold off as well to join their daughters in spreading legs for lusty men with sufficient coin for a common bordello whore.

This was the risk taken by the daughters and their mothers when encouraged to spend a single night in the King’s bed in a gamble of conceiving a male child for a pampered future in the harem, future chances to share his bed, perhaps sit on the throne beside him as queen or honored concubine, and honors to the family for being ‘doubly-blessed’ by the King.  The mother of a favored male child could potentially rise from Concubine, to Mistress to Queen.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Kingsreach, Council of Magic, 221 Years Ago

The six members that remained in the council chambers, seated in a semi-circle in elaborate chairs that faced the throne-like empty seat of Sorceress Cilia Raven, were left with faces reflecting unsettlement, resignation, disgust, anger, and hatred.  The strongest Magic user of the realm had just walked away in mid-meeting without a word of apology or explanation.  Others, those supporters of Cilia Raven, smirked at their discomfort.

After Cilia Raven left so abruptly, High Sorceress Alaria stood up in anger.  “She’s such a bitch!” she screamed to her fellow council members.  “I’m going to get a strong drink and break something.”

More than one Sorcerer or Sorceress smirked at her childish fit.  Other members nodded their heads in similar frustration in dealing the High Sorceress.

As Alaria strode angrily out of the chambers, she told herself in a grim voice, “Something needs to be done.  She’s beyond rude, … she’s foul and I’m certain that she is murdering fellow Magic users.”

Upon reaching her suite of rooms, she barred the door in a needless attempt at keeping her fellow Magic users away.  She spun around and formed a Gateway.  When she stepped through, she was at the very gates of King Ordimir the Second’s grand palace.  As she stepped forward toward the wide open doors, a brace of Guardsmen crossed their pikes before her and sternly issued a challenge.  “What is your business here, Lady Mage?  The King is busy now interviewing prospective Queens.”

“Are you considering applying for the position?” the second guard sneered as he imaged the exotic black woman stripped of her finery and on her knees servicing his squad’s cocks, one after the other.  “Although,” he admitted philosophically to himself, ‘one cunt is very much like another; it’s the attitude of entitlement and unwillingness that makes for the best forced sex.”

“Fools!” she hissed in her normal haughty tone, “Either let me pass or call the Royal Chamberlin.”

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Kingsreach, King Ordimir’s Bed Chambers, 221 Years Ago

After guzzling the King’s cum, Cilia quickly used her Magic to rouse the King’s prick for a second, much longer round of sex.  She wriggled her bared ass at him and taunted, “Use the crop!  Whip my ass and then skewer me with your kingly cock in my tightest hole.  I’ll suck your seed sacks dry no matter how you want to use me.”

Ordimir stared entranced by the sight of the mighty Sorceress begging to be debased and used in his bed.  “By the Gods!” he hissed as he dredged his cock’s head in the swampy mess of her twat.  He fisted himself to full hardness and muttered, “Want to be used like a common slut?  Then, so be it, Cilia!”  As soon as his dick’s head was notched at the outer entrance to the star-shaped outer grommet of he ass, he used every bit of his 6’7” battle-hardened strength to punch into her rear hole.

“Hiiiiieee!” was the shriek of surprise, pain, and lust that escaped the woman’s throat.  She recovered quickly and pushed back on his cock.  “Fuck me!  You bastard!  Fuck me!”

In the outer chamber, the Royal Chamberlin and the Head Guardsman smirked at hearing a woman’s scream.  Each interpreted it as pain and wondered correctly if His Majesty had just viciously sodomized an applicant.  “What a waste of Royal Seed and what better chance of another rich lady’s daughter being our plaything for a week.  Lets see what being used by 100 cocks would do to that bitch’s haughty, self assured sense of entitlement,” the Head Guardsman whispered to his deputy. 

==========

The next morning, High Sorceress Cilia Raven dressed and looked at the worn out husk of a man snoring loudly in a bed destroyed by too many bouts of hard sex.  Streaks of her blood were mixed with musky stains of male and female sex juices.  She remembered a phrase first heard when she was barely ten and working alongside male laborers on a farm.  “Rode hard, … put away wet.”  She smirked and whispered to the unconscious man, “I have plenty of time, Sir King.  There is little doubt that I’ll be Queen one day.”

The High Sorceress opened the doors leading out of the King’s Chambers and her grin widened to reflect her great happiness at the sight of her primary rival surrounded by a room full of shocked men.

High Sorceress Alaria glared at her from where she’d spent the night, squirming on a small, uncomfortable couch surrounded by the King’s sycophants.  She only knew that the King was testing out an applicant for his royal seed.

“Alaria,” Cilia said in a sweet voice, “you’ll have to come back later if you wish to be bedded and bred for a chance at spawning a royal brat.  I’m afraid that I’ve quite used him up.”

“High Lady,” the Head Guardsman said with fear in his eyes as he moved to stop her from walking out of the chamber.  “It’s customary for applicants to wait in the Royal Harem for their next monthly.”

Cilia threw her head back and laughed.  “That’s funny!” she hissed with another genuine smile as she walked around him.

“That bitch is barren,” High Sorceress Alaria interjected with anger.  “No Mage over 200 can conceive, … it’s indisputable, … the King’s seed won’t find an egg in her barren womb.”  After a moment, she sneered, “The nymphomaniac whore was only here to try and fuck our King to death.”

At the scathing comments, the men in the room shifted away from the two powerful Magic Users.

High Sorceress Cilia Raven turned her face back to the Royal Chamberlain. “Under no circumstances are you to let that puffed up, self important bitch meet with the King unless its in his bedroom as an applicant,” she commanded.  Then, with a sniff, she ignored the lot and walked out of the room and immediately stepped through a Gateway.

[image: ]Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Stormriven, Ryre Hold, 221 Years Ago

Leaving King Ordimir the Second’s palace via her Gateway, Cilia emerged half a world away in another kingdom, King Levan’s Kingdom of Stormriven.  The location of her home and estate, Ryre Hold, was on the highest, most desolate mountain on Cursed Isle, located well off the coast of mainland Stormriven.  She was now far away from the Council of Magic and Kingsreach in her private chamber in the highest level of her five-story tower.  Her unrivaled Magic strength let her form a single Gateway to cover the immense distance between the locations that would have taken at least three Gateways for a relatively strong rival to travel to travel the distance.

The lengthy route paralleling the coast from Kingsreach, southeast to the border of Stormriven, still required passage of the broad expanse of shark-infested ocean to Cursed Isle.  All of which made for a perilous journey for anyone attempting to discover her castle’s location.  Further, no living person not enslaved by one of her Rune of Control Slave Collars knew where the secret stone tower was located.  Horrifying and repeated stories described the disappearance of travelers daring to set foot upon the Cursed Isle.

[image: ]The reality behind the mysterious disappearances was unknown to anyone other than Cilia Raven, and her enslaved cooks that passed meals through a small, permanently open doorway from the kitchen to the top-most attic spaces of Ryre Hold.  Three enslaved Sorceresses lived there with the sole mission of killing anyone that set foot on Cursed Isle.

Ten years before, High Sorceress Cilia Raven, Master Artificer, and Master Rune Maker slipped into madness.  Her driving desire to solve the mysteries of Rune Magic led her to understand that she could only achieve real success by convincing others to join her in the almost insurmountable task of research and thousands of hours toiling with Artifact Magic to build prototype devices.  Not wanting to share her discoveries, she began to kidnap and enslave fellow Magic Users.  The first three enslaved Sorceresses with strong Divination, Teleportation, and Combat Magic were sent to the open-air spaces of the top level and forbidden to ever enter the Hold itself.  Their missions: To individually work one eight-hour-shift daily using Gateways to scheduled reconnaissance points on the island and to discover and kill all interlopers.  Also, ships anchored at or near the island’s coast were to be destroyed with no survivors.

After successfully keeping her illegal, immoral, and murderous schemes secret, she snapped.  High Sorceress Cilia Raven had kidnapped, tortured, and enslaved her primary rival on the Council of Magic, High Sorceress Lady Peagi Morrigan. 

The immoral High Sorceress ‘gifted’ collared and enslaved Sorceress Slave Morrigan to a murderous prisoner that she saved the day before he was to meet the Headsman’s axe.  Marvin, previously Marvin the Razor because of his history of slicing or cutting his victims, became Morrigan’s Handler/Owner.  He was now personally responsible for keeping Sorceress Slave Morrigan’s research and Artifact goals met and was rewarded by sexual taking the beautiful Magic User however he wished.

Since then, Cilia Raven expanded her kidnapping and enslaving operations to put nearly two dozen captive Sorceresses to work subjected to grueling hours and then to provide forced sexual satisfaction with their Handlers.

High Sorceress Cilia Raven stared with frustration at the small work table she kept for her own use in the large workroom on the third floor of her hold.  A pile of six bare collars sat next to small baskets of jewels and stones.  “What I need most desperately,” she told herself with irritation, “is a true Two-Rune-Two-Stone Collar of Control and Submission.   How do I link those two Runes with stones to provide more power and more sentience to the Collar?”

She turned to three of her enslaved Mundane Handlers of Mage Slaves.  “Well, Marvin,” she demanded.  “What say you about your bitch!  Is she really committed to this work?”

[image: ]Marvin the Razor looked to his two fellow Handlers for advice and whimpered in fear at their stone-faced looks.  “Mistress, … uh, … Mistress, the Sorceress Slave Morrigan is performing with all her ability.”

The High Sorceress shifted her frown to Nico the Fortunate.

He gulped, looked to Marvin, and decided to follow his example.  “Mistress, the Sorceress Slave Brienn is also working on the problem with all her focus and might.”

Cilia clenched her fists in frustration and looked to the last Handler.

Lorna the Weasel glared at the two men at the table, looked to her all-powerful Mistress and responded calmly, “Mistress, the Sorceress Slave Nimmera that you have assigned to my care is also working diligently at your tasks.”  She paused and locked eyes with Cilia.  “However, Mistress, I would like you to clarify your goals here with me to see if I can better focus the research by your Sorceress Slaves.  Remember, the commands you gave my collar compel me to follow your every command and desire while doing nothing that would endanger you.  So, with my loyalty secured, … please, Mistress let me know the Magical stumbling blocks you’ve told to the Sorceress Slaves.  Perhaps even without Magic, we Handlers might be able to assist.”

“Leave!” the High Sorceress shouted at Marvin and Nico.  “Go fuck your whores and stay out of my sight!”  The men scurried away and Cilia turned to Lorna.  “I could have you skinned alive and then roasted over a fiery pit if I wished for this effrontery.”  She took a deep breath to calm herself.  “But, … yes, the collar will enforce your pledge to serve as my loyal slave.”

Lorna carefully looked the High Sorceress up and down as if evaluating a piece of meat.  “Yes, Mistress,” she started in hesitation, “I’m fully aware of your programming and embrace your every command.  However, it is very clear that you are unfocused and distraught.  Is that the proper attitude to achieve your goals?  Are you really committed to having a total focus without distraction to solve your puzzles about building Magic Artifacts?  You’re especially interested in controlling and programming Magical captives?”

After a moment’s hesitation, High Sorceress Cilia Raven nodded her head.  “Yes, to all that.”  She paused and added, “I believe the first task that I have to solve is determining if there are any linkages between certain Runes and Gems or Stones while undergoing enchantments.”  She looked awkward at telling her secret goals and admitted, “It’s been ten years without any significant progress.”

Lorna held up a hand to pause the conversation and reached slowly toward the High Sorceress’ leather waist pouch.  She reached in and pulled out a Two-Rune Enslavement Collar and set it on the scarred top of the worktable.

“This is your most advanced Two-Rune Collar of Enslavement?” Lorna asked.  “It has no Stones or Gems yet?  This is the challenge you must defeat?”

“Yes,” the Sorceress answered sourly.  “I don’t see how you can help me?  You have no Magic.”

“I believe that you simply have too many distractions in your life,” Lorna responded with a grin.  “Perhaps I can relieve you of those distractions?”

“What?”

“Watch!” Lorna commanded as she reached into the basket of Emeralds, grabbed a few, and rolled them in front of Cilia on a path to fall off the workbench.

The Sorceress grunted in anger and reached for the very valuable Gems, … a curse already forming on her lips.

In a move so smooth it could only have been done by a Master Thief, Lorna snatched up the collar sitting on the table and slammed the open end onto Cilia’s exposed neck.  In a fraction of a moment, it was latched and locked.

High Sorceress Cilia Raven’s eye’s popped open in shock and her mouth gaped soundlessly as the collar took control of her brain.

In the lull, Lorna again reached into Cilia Raven’s, waist pouch and yanked out a pair of Nullification Cuffs which she clicked onto Cilia’s wrists.

Now, Cilia Raven’s Mana Pool drained instantly and she fought the urge to spew vomit everywhere.  Unseen to her eyes, the collar began its insidious work establishing a network of control and compulsion over her brain. 

Were the collar just locked on her neck had been matched with an Emerald and a Sapphire like her soon to be discovered Two-Rune-Two-Stone Collar of Control and Compulsion, the Magic of the more sentient and independent collar would have begun irreversible changes.   A thin permanent black tracing of a pair of intertwined rings would have begun to appear on her right cheek.  Cilia’s long hair would take longer to begin shrinking to a proper level just below her ears.  If those future collars were removed, Mage Slaves like Cilia Raven would remain forever marked as a slave.  She was fortunate that discovery hadn’t yet been achieved.

“High Sorceress Cilia Raven, you’re mine,” Lorna the Weasel declared in a calm voice.  “You’ll not use your Magic against any person, especially me, and you’ll follow my every command.  During your work shifts, your total focus will be on solving your Magic puzzles of Runes, Stones, Gems, and Artifacts.  No other thoughts are to cross your mind when working.”

“Why?  How?” Cilia moaned weakly as the changes in her brain were completed.

“Not all of us are stupid,” Lorna smiled in knowledge of her temporarily ex-Mistress’ many weaknesses.  “Ten years ago you brought me a captive Sorceress, my Sorceress Slave Lady Nimmera.  Soon after, you brought us the Sorceress Slave Lady Peagi Morrigan and gifted her to Marvin the Razor.  I saw that she was bruised and clearly mistreated just prior to you giving her to Marvin.”

“Get on with it!” Cilia hissed in clear impatience. 

“I demand more respect from my Collared Slaves,” Lorna hissed back.  “From now until I say otherwise, I am to be addressed respectively as Mistress and you will respond only to the name of ‘Toy.’  Every sentence to pass your lips is to begin with ‘Mistress’ and every sentence will end in some variation of ‘Toy understands.’  Is that understood?”

Cilia got a sour look on her face and struggled to form an answer.  Her shoulders shook with the effort to resist.  Finally, she spit out in a soft voice, “Yes, Mistress, … Toy understands.”

“Better, Toy,” Lorna answered in a calm and quiet voice.  Lorna’s slave, the collared Sorceress Slave Lady Nimmera, looked on impassively.  Interactions between a slave’s Mistresses were none of her concern.

Then, after a stern look at Toy for interrupting her thoughts, Lorna continued, “That day, … Morrigan and yourself, … you looked exactly the same.  I think the two of you entered a contest, … a contest to be first to escape a Cuff or Collar of Nullification that you won.  I also believe that your Head Guardsman Owen was somehow involved, … maybe as a judge of the contest or as a coach to keep both of you to some sort of perverted role.”

High Sorceress Cilia Raven was boiling mad with anger at the effrontery of a mere Handler Slave coming so close to the ruinous truth of her madness in putting herself in a situation without Magic.   Her fingers twitched to bring forth killing Magic to eliminate this threat of blackmail.  Then, … she forced herself to calm down as she realized she could simply regain control by re-programming the bitch’s collar.

“Let me loose, bitch!  I’m your Mistress!” She hissed.  “Eiiii!” she screamed as her collar overloaded her entire nervous system with electrical shocks that left her quivering on the floor with a complete loss of muscular control after falling off the worktable’s seating bench.  The pain continued and her legs began spasming and kicking uselessly with her full loss of muscular control.  The punishment continued until Sorceress Slave Cilia was unable to breathe.

“I see,” Lorna whispered with a smile as her ex-Mistress had triggered her own punishment.  She waited until her new slave gasped for breath.  “I’m no threat to you but I can be a powerful motivator.  You will quickly learn that I’m absolutely strict with my own Slave, the Sorceress Slave Lady Nimmera.   Perhaps with the proper motivation you’ll make more progress on solving the mystery of how to craft a powerful Two-Rune-Two-Stone Enchanted Collar?”

“While you’re down there, … get up on your knees and stay there for now,” Lorna ordered.

“Mistress, … yes, … Toy is to stay here on her knees,” Cilia answered in a defeated voice as she weakly struggled to get up onto her hands and knees.

Lorna carefully considered the new Sorceress Slave.  She leaned down and whispered in her ear, “Toy, in this special instance, you are to speak as the all powerful Sorceress Raven and tell Slave Nimmera that you relinquish full control of all your slaves to me, Mistress Lorna, and that you renounce your status as Mistress to be a common, sister slave.”

Cilia gulped and inwardly whined angrily at the commands.  “There is nothing that I can do,” she whimpered inwardly.  Then, helpless to stop the awful words forming in her mouth, she began saying the words that were as ash to her tongue.  She whispered just loud enough for Lorna and Nimmera to hear, “Sorceress Slave Lady Nimmera, Mistress Lorna is now your owner and sole controller of you collar, … she is your Mistress.  I, … the former High Sorceress Cilia Raven relinquish all control of my slaves to Mistress Lorna.  I am now your sister slave, named Toy.”  

Nimmera smiled as she sensed a transfer of power in her brain and looked to the woman who had controlled her daily for ten years.  “Mistress?” she asked instead of the simpler honorific of Handler.

Lorna the Weasel smirked and considered the unspoken words.  “Yes, Slave Nimmera, … you can slap the slut five times.”

Almost before the words left her mouth, Nimmera leaned down and delivered a powerful open-handed blow to the former Mistress’ face.  When Cilia fell down on her back, Nimmera pounced onto her torso and delivered the remaining four blows by alternating open hands on her face.

Again, Cilia’s mouth opened and closed wordlessly like a stunned fish.  Her nose was bloodied by Nimmera’s hands and she had not been given permission to fight back.

Lorna turned again to the slave that Cilia had gifted her ten years before.  “Slave Nimmera, as the slut you see on the floor just told you, … her name is Toy and she will soon be working with you, side-by-side at the worktables.  I’m now in charge of Ryre Hold.  Now, … rip off the red silk strips covering those fabulous breasts of yours and use them as a scarf of sorts to hide the new slut’s slave collar.”

The merciless thief, an avowed lesbian nodded when Toy’s new slave collar was hidden from sight.  “Toy, when we’re finished here, I’ll let you know when you need to take off that finery you’re wearing.  It’s too nice for any collared bitch here to wear.  Later, Slave Nimmera will share her silk day-to-day clothing with you.”

“Now, Slave Nimmera, go find Marvin the Razor’s cell.  Tell him he is to remain in his cell and you are to bring his slave here.  Afterward, I want you to go get Head Guardsman Owen.  I want him here for some instructions from our Mistress, the High Sorceress Lady Cilia Raven.”

While Nimmera scurried off on her new Mistress’ errands, Lorna turned back to her captive.   “Toy, your next command is to remove my inactive collar since it takes magic to find the deeply hidden latch.”  Lorna sighed with relief when her collar clicked and she was able to pull it free.  She tossed the One-Rune Collar for non-Magic Users on the nearby worktable.

“Soon, Toy, you’ll be wearing the uniform you set for all the collared sluts at Ryre Hold, just a few strips of transparent silk.  Plus,” and she paused to grin, “I loved the command that you gave to Nimmera and I’ll do the same honor with you.  Slave Toy, during your off duty time, you will never be able to self-pleasure yourself.  Instead, your pussy will constantly weep in need for my personal attention.  You will also have the burning need to orally satisfy me and to only achieve your own orgasms mutually at the same time as me, your Mistress, … Mistress Lorna.”

Sorceress Cilia felt her pussy and belly clench in programmed need.  “Unggh,” she muttered and then inwardly told herself with horror.  Holy hells!  I can smell her arousal,” she told herself.  “It smells delicious.”  She was both salivating at the chance to sample the sweet nectar from between her Mistress’ legs and crying in despair at the thought of subserviently acting the slut to the woman.  Dozens of women had worshiped her body and especially her cunt, … Cilia had never reciprocated with any woman, … her tongue, mouth, and lips had never worshiped another woman’s body or sex.  She wept at the thought of not being allowed to deeply explore her new Mistress’ sex.

Lorna couldn’t help but shiver in carefully hidden fear when the hulking body of Head Guardsman Owen approached and lowered his head in respect to the now collared former High Sorceress Cilia Raven who was sitting somewhat normally at the worktable with a red silk scarf hiding her collar.

“Mistress?”

Cilia was too distraught to notice or care that Sorceress Slave Nimmera had been dragged back to them behind the hulking guard.  However, Lorna instantly noted the disheveled and completely naked form of Slave Nimmera who had clearly just been well fucked.  Owen led the well-used slave by a leash.  She was gagged, her hands tied behind her back, and her tear and cum-streaked face showed she’d been well used by the Head Guardsman.  Nimmera sagged down to her knees when Owen stopped before Cilia.  Her stance with her knees widely spread exposed her pussy, letting Lorna see the real tell-tale signs of her recent fucking, … white runnels of jizm ran down her thighs and her pussy’s lips were swollen and red.  “Did he have time to take her ass as well?” Lorna thought with disgust and perverted interest.

“Mistress,” the Head Guardsman said with respect and a deep bow to High Sorceress Lady Cilia Raven.  “I’m here to do your bidding and came as quickly as I could.”  He gave a glaring look at Sorceress Slave Lady Nimmera who was kneeling beside him.  “Your slut took too long to pass on your orders.  She seemed to want a proper fucking.”  He paused and looked again to the naked slut beside him.  “Mistress, many thanks for the tasty treat.” 

Lorna’s eyebrow raised at Owen’s comments.  She looked pointedly at Nimmera.  “Such a slut,” she whispered loud enough for her slave to hear.  At that moment, Cilia whimpered softly and drew Lorna’s attention to the now enslaved former High Sorceress.

Cilia responded with a frantic look to Lorna from her chair holding a faked look of authority on her face.  Lorna simply smiled and slightly inclined her head.  “Head Guardsman Owen,” Cilia began in a slightly quivering voice, “The woman beside me, Mistress Lorna is now the full owner of every collar in Ryre Hold.  Her orders will in every case overrule any instructions that I may have given.  She is now head Mistress and I am only her dutiful enslaved assistant and not in charge of anything.”

Cilia’s words, not her new Two-Rune Collar, reprogrammed Head Guardsman Owen’s own collar and his brain became nearly instantly rewired to ignore his former Mistress and fully shifted his loyalty and submission to Mistress Lorna instead.  As sentient as the collars could soon become, High Sorceress Cilia Raven’s Two-Rune Collar couldn’t blindly reprogram every collar in the hold.  Instead, the High Sorceress’ own brain and spoken commands needed to make the commands to each collar.

“As you wish Mistress,” he intoned with no expression of surprise.  He turned his head to Lorna and asked, “Mistress Lorna, have you any new orders?”

Lorna smirked at Cilia.  “Yes, Owen, I’ll need you in about an hour.  I have a new redhead slut named Toy.  I would like to witness your men’s normal welcome to a new slut just delivered here to Ryre Hold.”

As usual, Owen’s eyes practically glowed in eagerness at the thought of breaking in a new bitch. “The Guardsmen’s normal two day initiation?  Or the longer time we were given the last time with a redhead slut?  Plus, … regular limitations, … no broken bones and no permanent marks?”

“Your previous initiation of a redhead slut?” Lorna asked with a grin.

“Yes, Mistress.  All Guardsmen get an equal chance at breaking in new sluts.  Normally, it’s a two-day orgy.  However, years ago we were allowed to brutally use a redhead and her sister slave, a black-haired wench.  We fucked them for 13 days before we needed to leave for food and water.”

“Hmmm,” Lorna muttered while looking at Cilia’s wide eyes.  Lorna’s initial act of collaring her Mistress had truly been based on her collar’s programming that led her devious mind to understand a means to best motivate Cilia.  Now, … she wondered what the newly collared woman was thinking.  “Her eyes reveal her fear,” she thought.  Lorna nodded her head.  The removal of the collar’s influences let her shift her plan from helping Cilia to getting revenge.

She grinned at the fear in Cilia’s eyes.  Her own experience with the simple One-Rune Slave Collars worn by every Mundane in the Hold was that while her programmed brain forced her to obey every rule and command of her Mistress, Lorna’s brain was also free to think, worry, and moan helplessly at her forced status.  Over the years, her carefully thought out acts of revenge and escape were doomed to inaction by the programming of her brain.

Sorceress Slave Lady Peagi Morrigan, who had halted and knelt for long minutes waiting for an order to approach rose at that moment, approached Mistress Cilia Raven, and bowed deeply.  She had recognized her Mistress, Handler Slave Lorna, and Head Guardsman Owen in conversation.  “Mistress,” she whispered respectfully to the woman wearing a shimmering red silk scarf around her neck as she dutifully knelt and lowered her head.  “I await your commands.”  Inwardly, her thoughts whirled furiously trying to understand the partial conversation she’d just overheard while patiently waiting. “Lorna was acting like a Mistress when I first arrived.  Then, the first words I heard were Mistress Raven explaining that she’s ‘only a dutiful enslaved assistant and not in charge of anything’ followed by Lorna continuing to give more orders to both Head Guardsman Owen and Mistress Raven.”

Startled at the interruption, Lorna hissed in anger and turned to Owen to complete her commands.   

“Mistress?” Head Guardsman Owen whispered before Lorna could continue.  “Since I have at least an hour, can I finish up with your slut, Sorceress Slave Nimmera?”

Surprised at the request, Lorna looked over to her slave, once a pampered Lady, and saw fear instead of lust in her eyes.  Lorna smirked and spoke in a command voice, “You can use her for the next hour here in the workroom.  I’m interested in seeing how you subdue a useless, willful bitch.”

“You two bitches stay here,” Lorna commanded briskly to Toy and Sorceress Slave Lady Morrigan.

Those last interactions by Lorna and her understanding of what Mistress Raven’s voice declared about relinquishing control of her slaves triggered a deprogramming of Morrigan’s brain.  Sorceress Lady Morrigan felt the constant pressure on her brain finally recede after ten long years of Magical enslavement.  “My Mana Pool is mine again!” she nearly shouted aloud.  Her eyes narrowed and she looked to the woman who was clearly no longer Mistress of Slaves at Ryre Hold.  “Now a mere Sorceress Slave,” Lady Morrigan told herself with amazement and wonder.  “Just as I have been for the last ten years.”

Meanwhile, Lorna had stepped over to stand behind Owen and quietly whimpered in momentary fear as the huge brute easily lifted Slave Nimmera and threw her atop the nearby full-sized worktable that Collared Former Mages Lady Nimmera, Lady Morrigan, and Commoner Brienn had been forced to toil at endlessly for Mistress Cilia Raven.

Lorna stood behind the Head Guardsman as he lifted her slave’s legs up in the air and pulled her hips and sex toward him at the edge of the table.  The absurdly large prick on a man recruited specifically for his cruelty and his prodigious cock sunk the blood-gorged tool effortlessly into the just-fucked slimy hole of Nimmera.

“By the Gods!” Nimmera cried in a mix of pain, lust, and wonder as the Guardsman simply began to hammer relentlessly into her sex.  “Unnngh!  Unnngh!” she grunted in pain each time his thrusts bumped against her cervix.  The unintelligible grunts shifted slowly from pain, to a sense of arousal, and to full blown orgasms.  “Yess!  Fuck me!” she finally blurted out to lesbian Lorna’s dismay.

Lorna crouched down and peered between the swinging set of fist-sized balls to better see her slave’s outer lips strained white as they caressed the bludgeon of a weapon that punched in and out of her cock cavern. 

Behind her, Sorceress Lady Morrigan used her Magic to examine the latch on her collar to ensure it was now dormant and could be unlatched at any time.  First grinning in happiness at her newfound freedom, she then frowned at her almost empty Mana Pool, expended by her long shift working on the new collar designs, and its slow recharge rate.  With a head shake to acknowledge the issue, she grinned again, formed delicate invisible tendrils of air, and teased them gently around the grunting Guardsman’s hairy balls.

“Huh?” Owen grunted and stood upright.  He continued to face forward without losing the rhythm of his thrusts.   “If you wants to play, use your mouth on my balls,” he hissed without knowing it was his new Mistress standing innocently behind him.  One of his beefy hands reached back to grab Lorna’s mid-neck-length hair and strongly tugged her forward. 

“Hmmpf!” Lorna moaned in protest as her mouth was filled by one of Owen’s hairy ball sacks.  The grip on her hair never loosened as he yanked her head and mouth around as she was forced to mouth his nuts.  Lorna ineffectively hammered her fists at his ass to escape his iron grip.

Morrigan squandered the remainder of her extremely limited Mana Pool to weave a stronger net of air around the back of Lorna’s head, locking her face tightly against Owen’s hairy balls.

Nimmera, the focus of Owen’s expert cock wielding, felt her arousal begin to rise from the first time a cock touched her cunt in the ten years as Lorna’s slave.  Her grunts and moans shifted from pain and discomfort to approaching a full-blown orgasm.  “Yess!  Fuck me!” she finally blurted out to lesbian Lorna’s dismay.  “By the Gods!  Fuck me!” she howled.  Her orgasm was denied by the previous command to her collar.  She whimpered and swung her hips in a frustrated attempt to orgasm.

Owen released his second load of the day into Nimmera’s cunt.  After heaving a sigh of immense satisfaction, he slowly pulled his slimy cock out and released Lorna’s hair.  Not finished with using the bitch, he wriggled the apple-sized head of his still erect cock around the slime that had drooled down out of the gaping cunt to coat her tight anal star.

“No!” Slave Nimmera shrieked in denial as the head of Owen’s dick punched into her rectum.  The fat head was stuck in place as her ass grommet shrunk around the narrow spot between the cock’s head and its shaft.  Enjoying her gibbering in pain and fear, Owen didn’t notice that his ball licker had pulled away in horror when he released his handhold on her hair and Lady Morrigan let her Magical net of air dissolve away.  Neither one saw the glitter of cruel revenge in Lady Morrigan’s eyes at Lorna’s humiliation.

Lorna bent over to spit and claw at her mouth to remove the hairs left behind from the man’s hairy balls.  Angry, the Mundane criminal fought to regain control and she glared at Cilia Raven and Peagi Morrigan, daring them to smile or laugh at her.  She calmed down when each looked back at her with innocent, impassive faces.  Lorna sighed at her slaves and decided she needed to focus on her plan for Toy.

“Slave Morrigan,” Lorna said once she was composed, “Do you remember ten years ago when Cilia Raven brought you here and the two of you had some sort of perverted contest involving the Guardsmen?”

“Mistress orchestrated the whole thing,” Lady Morrigan answered in a calm, carefully dispassionate slave voice.  “The Guards were encouraged to be as rough as they wanted without killing us or leaving permanent signs of torture.  We were fed nothing except for their cum.  Our ears were stuffed with wax, she put dental blocks on our molars, we wore hoods with no eyeholes and built in wigs – red for her and black for me.”  Morrigan paused to catch her breath after faking her calm recitation of the horrid event.  We were locked in the room wearing the clothing of rich lades and then the torture began; it lasted 13 days until Mistress was somehow able to defeat her Cuff of Nullification.  I lost and she collared me with a Two-Rune Collar of Enslavement.”

Lady Morrigan forced her breathing and heartbeat to calm and entered an awake mode of meditation to slightly increase her Mana regeneration.

“Cilia, … Toy, … I had no idea that you were such a kinky slut,” Lorna spoke with excitement in her voice.  Her heartbeat had increased dramatically as Lady Morrigan recited the events of their debauchery.

Guardsman Owen was now out of their sight, having completed his ass rape of Lorna’s long-ago assigned slave.

Lorna’s eyes glittered with thoughts of Cilia’s upcoming punishment.  She turned to the pair and commanded, “As punishment for the two of you being such needy whores, no cock or male tongue will trigger any pleasure or orgasm as long as you wear my collar.  Toy, your time with the Guardsmen will be sheer humiliation without any positive stimulus.  Peagi, you’ll only orgasm when your Mistress does the same.”

Peagi felt nothing from her inactive collar at Lorna’s cruel announcement.

“So, Toy, you were the redhead that Owen and Morrigan remember so vividly?” Lorna then asked spitefully.

Sorceress Slave Cilia hung her head and answered, “Yes, Mistress.  Morrigan and Toy wore wigs, Toy was a redhead and Morrigan wore a black wig.  Toy forced her into a contest to defeat a single Rune of Nullification Collar.  The first to remove the collar won the right to enslave the other.  To make our concentration almost impossible, All six of the Guardsmen used and abused us.  In the end, Toy won.”

Lorna the Weasel grimaced at the thought of a multi-days-long gang rape by the six horny Guardsmen and their freakishly big dicks.  “Toy, you are to obey the directions of Sorceress Slave Morrigan and ignore any commands that might put me, your new Mistress or my role as your owner at risk,” Lorna spoke with full assurance of her control.

“Slave Morrigan, you are to prepare Toy the same way Mistress Cilia Raven prepared herself ten years ago.  Return to me to escort Toy to the punishment dungeon described to me.”  She paused and added, “First, command to our former Mistress, Toy, strip down and leave all your clothing here.  I deserve to wear something more befitting my role as new Mistress of Ryre Hold.”

Peagi nodded and kept her glee well hidden.  “Yes, Mistress.  To prepare Toy, I need to take her to the former Mistress’ suite upstairs.  I’ll bring her back when she is ready to open your Gateway to the dungeon room.”

==========

Upstairs at Ryre Hold, Morrigan simply ordered Toy to prepare herself exactly as when she last wore the red wig with the exception that she had to leave her Collar of Enslavement in place.  Morrigan also set down a set of Cuffs of Nullification on the make-up table.  The set didn’t have a connecting chain.

Sorceress Slave Cilia Raven sat down naked.  Led by a leash through her own domain had been one of the most humiliating experiences of her life.  “The dresses and clothing are in the right-most wardrobe,” she said softly.  Outwardly calm and collected, … inwardly the powerful Sorceress was raging at her inability to tear the Mundane usurper limb from limb.

While Cilia Raven went through the robotic motions of following Mistress Lorna’s commands, Morrigan enjoyed going through the huge variety of clothing in the costume wardrobe.  For herself, she selected quality knee-high stockings, a soft white cotton sleeveless shift, a heavy cotton white long-sleeve shirt, a woolen mid-calf length overskirt, and a vest that she laced up snugly to raise and support her breasts.  She critically viewed herself in Cilia’s vanity mirror and nodded at her fashionable appearance.  She glanced down and smirked with enjoyment when she saw that Cilia had already fitted the dental blocks and the cruel red waxy lipstick had already been applied to her lips and nipples.  They were turning red, swelling, and stinging from the foul compound.

Cilia leaned down to her widely spread legs and outlined both her lower sex holes with the same foul paste.  The distilled, concentrated scorpion venom incorporated into the lipstick was highly effective and unpleasant.  After application, it quickly dried into a very long-lasting, smear-free layer.

Morrigan smirked as Cilia shrugged into a too-tight sheer white under-shift.  The single piece of clothing that Peagi Morrigan handed over left Cilia barefoot and dressed in nothing more than the thin translucent shift.  She looked to be a woman encouraging her lover to a sexual bedroom tryst.

Peagi watched as Cilia reached into a drawer and pulled out an updated version of the eyeless black leather hood.  It had a long ponytail of red hair built into the hood.

“Stop!” Peagi Morrigan commanded.  She grinned and added viciously, “Use your Magic to sheer off all the hair on your head!  And between your legs as well!  I want you totally bald, … eyebrows too.”  Peagi stared into Cilia’s eyes as they opened wide in dismay.  Otherwise her face showed no sign of the abhorrent command that the conscious part of her brain had no choice but to obey.  “Good!” Peagi muttered with satisfaction as Cilia’s Magic sheered off all her hair above her collar bone.  “You foul bitch, … I’m so glad that you realize what’s happening and that for the first time in your life, … you are unable to resist,” she added.

A tiny tear trickled from one of Cilia’s eyes as she pulled the hood over her now bald head. 

Peagi snapped the end of a leash onto Slave Cilia’s collar, picked up the Cuffs of Nullification, and led the awkwardly following woman after her.  Peagi grinned widely the entire way back to Mistress Lorna.

Handler Lorna, now Mistress to Owen, Nimmera, and Cilia Raven, drank in the sight of her previous Mistress dressed solely in a white transparent shift.  The addition of the black leather eyeless hood locked over her head triggered a response in her sex.  “By the Gods, Toy!  You look the absolute perfect slut.”   She quickly looked askance at the fine clothing of a Free Woman that Slave Morrigan now wore.  “I’ll have words with you later slut for daring to wear that clothing.”

Peagi bend her head in apology and whispered, “This useless slut thought to look her best for her new Mistress.”  She paused and added, “Perhaps Mistress wishes to whip her slave as punishment?”

Mistress Lorna’s eyes glimmered at the thought of punishing the beautiful ex-Sorceress.  Her thoughts went to Slave Morrigan’s breasts raised so wondrously by the snugly laced up vest.  “I think I’ll punish those perky breasts first,” she whispered to herself.

“Mistress,” Peagi said softly as she handed over Toy’s leash. “I’ll go make final preparations with Head Guardsman Owen.  Anytime you’re ready, simply command Toy to open a Gateway to her dungeon room.  You can use any of the equipment until Head Guardsman Owen arrives.  Then, all you have to do is hand over Toy’s leash, tell him the slut is his for two days, and then step out of the Gateway.”

Lorna snatched the leash from Peagi Morrigan’s grip and immediately announced in a firm voice, “Toy, open a Gateway to your dungeon.”  When the Gateway opened, Lorna dragged Toy through, eager to witness the violent and punishing debauchery of her former Mistress.

It was Peagi’s turn to grin as she snapped two fingers together to close Toy’s Gateway.  Then, she opened her own Gateway and stepped through to just outside Head Guardsman Owen’s office.  Peagi’s Magic unlatched the huge man’s collar.  Before he could translate the look of wonder on his face from the removal of all collar imposed commands on his brain to violent action, the collar once again snapped shut.

“You’re now my slave,” Sorceress Lady Peagi Morrigan, commanded in a crisp tone.  She smiled at the man’s reflexive nerve quivering response to the controls imposed on his brain.  She handed over the two unlinked Cuffs of Nullification and added, “There are two sluts in Mistress Raven’s dungeon waiting for you and your Guardsmen to use for two days.   Treat the second bitch with respect until you put these cuffs on the cunt wearing the black leather hood.”  Sorceress Lady Peagi grinned.  “Then, use both of them harshly for the next two days.

==========

Inside the dimly lit, stone-walled chamber, Lorna stood shocked with glorious anticipation at the vast array of bondage and torture gear mounted on the walls.  “It’s perfect,” she whispered in full arousal as her eyes scanned through the large room at the two narrow bed mattresses, bondage horses, stocks, Saint Andrew’s Cross, and so much more.  Each item was covered in gleaming black leather.

“Perfect,” she moaned, already deeply aroused at thoughts of the action to follow.  “They will absolutely fuck up Cilia Raven before they’re done.”

A series of metallic cranking noises drew her attention.  Head Guardsman Owen slipped through the narrow steel-barred opening of the turnstile.  He bowed to her presence and then walked up to the leather hooded woman.  Without further words, he set a Cuff of Nullification on each of Toy’s wrists and then turned to Lorna.  He bowed again and his grin shifted to one of pure lust.  “Men, we have two sluts to enjoy for the next two days.  As usual, I get first choice.”

Lorna wide grin faltered as his words sunk in.  She turned to leave.  That’s when she noticed the Gateway was gone.  “Toy!  Open the Gateway!” She demanded.  When nothing happened, her heart seemed to explode in her chest in fear.  She glared at the woman and repeated, “Toy, open the Gateway out!  Now!”  The last was screamed in a voice now shrill with terror.

Toy turned her head blindly toward her Mistress’s shrieking voice.  Gagged and voiceless, she could only hold up her wrists.

Lorna had a single moment to realize that she had been betrayed and that Toy no longer had access to her magic before the fingers of the massive Guardsman gripped her right breast in a vice-like manner.  As her mouth opened to scream at the pain, he pulled and the dagger-like fingernails and his uncompromising grip shredded the clothing hiding that breast.  Five deep gauges in her white succulent tit showed where his nails dug through the cloths and into her flesh.

Lorna spun in place and she began to slump to the cold stone floor.  “Noooo!” she screamed.  “Owen stop!   Your Mistress demands that you release me from this room!”

Owen twisted his head from side to side in annoyance at her shrill cries.  “Mistress told me that two sluts were in the room for our use,” he declared to his men arrayed around the two women.  He stepped closer and Lorna tried to scamper away on hands and knees.  She backed up until her feet bumped into the chilly stone wall.

“Noooo!” she screamed as one of his hands gripped her right wrist and yanked her back toward the middle of the room.  A loud metallic snap told the room that one of the cuffs on the end of a chain hanging down from the vaulted ceiling now held the former Slave Handler and short-time Mistress prisoner in the torture room.  “Stop, … please,” she screamed as Owen shot a hand through the gaping hole in her clothing to grip the layers of cloth on that side of her chest.  He again yanked and this time his grip tore everything off her body from the waist up. 

Lorna spun again at the off center pull as she was hanging by a single wrist.  The move made her bare, lush breasts bobble about.  More than one Guardsman hissed in approval at the mismatched pair of udders flying about.

Owen was insulted at the mismatch of a pure unsullied white teat beside one marked by his nails and bloody.  He stepped back and gestured to Guardsman Eamon.  As usual, Eamon was most interested in the tools of torture and abuse hanging on wall hooks.  They seemed to beckon to him to put the tools to use.  “Go ahead, Eamon,” he said to his most sadistic Guardsman, “grab your favorite tool and start with the shrill, complaining bitch.  Once she’s broken to the whip, let her beg to be stripped and fucked nearly to death’s door.”

Eamon wasn’t the only one to grab one of the cat-o-nine-tails.

The first blow across Lorna’s breasts again spun her in place as she hung barely flat-footed from her one cuffed wrist.  Now topless, each of the knotted leather tips of the cats-of-nine-tails left deep red welts on her previously flawless flesh.

She gave no thoughts of sympathy for the blindfolded and gagged Toy as the ex-Sorceress writhed on the floor under a similar onslaught of swinging whips.  Toy only had the nearly transparent shift she wore to protect her from the harsh downward blows from the whips wielded by three of the Guardsman.  Lorna suffered blow after blow from Owen, Eamon, and Declan.  She was quickly broken.  “Anything,” she cried over and over.  “Stop, … stop, … I’ll do anything if only you’ll stop.”

==========

At the Guardsman’s entrance, High Sorceress Peagi Morrigan nodded approvingly at the molten mess that had been the narrow entry into the torture room.  The rotating turn-stile’s cogs were frozen in place after Peagi’s fiery plasma ruined forever the mechanism.  She then grinned at the knowledge that the six Guardsmen and two women were now trapped in the dungeon room.  Peagi wondered who would succumb first; Cilia and Lorna dying to torture and abuse, or the men from slow starvation and lack of water.

“Thus dies Lorna the Weasel along with the foul High Sorceress Cilia Raven.  May they rot forever in the Hells of the Gods!” she muttered as a brief eulogy.   She looked upward toward the top, open and covered, level of Ryre Hold where the three enslaved Sorceresses lived that were tasked with protecting the Hold by killing any who attempted to land on and explore the Cursed Isle. 

“They’re my next targets,” she mused.  “Can I individually reprogram their collars/”  Or, do I have to kill all three rabid huntresses of interlopers?”  Sorceress Morrigan knew well that if she was discovered by any of the trio that she would be destroyed.  With the only Guardsmen soon to die of starvation, there were no threats to her in the Hold as every man and woman remaining inside were still controlled by their programmed collars.  “No one else inside is allowed to use their Magic against others unless commanded to do so.”


Chapter 7:  Betrayal, 221 Years Ago

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Kingsreach, King Ordimir’s Palace, 221 Years Ago

[image: ]High Sorceress Alaria grinned at finally getting notification from the Royal Chamberlain to King Ordimir the Second that her request for an audience with the King had been approved.  “Finally a chance to discuss my concerns with High Sorceress Cilia Raven’s heinous acts against the kingdom and its subjects.   She is out of control and a danger to all Magic Users.”

With little warning for the almost immediate scheduled meeting, the slim and beautiful black sorceress had to hurry to prepare herself.  The clothing chosen was, of course for Alaria, better fit for a formal court function.  Ready, she opened a Gateway to Kingsreach and the King’s Palace.  As before, she seethed at the effrontery of being forced to open her Gateway just outside of the gates of the King’s grand palace instead of High Sorceress Cilia Raven’s blatant violation of the rules,  During their last encounter, Cilia Raven had opened her Gateway in the midst of the King’s bedroom while he was in the midst of attempting to impregnate Lady Jillian; who, for failing to provide a viable egg for the King’s next royal brat, spent a week in the barracks of the King’s Guards, pleasuring all 100 of them before being returned to their mother.

“The Royal Chamberlain turned me away from an audience after High Sorceress Cilia Raven interfered,” she ranted under her breath.  “She told the Royal Chamberlain that the only audience I could have that day was on my back with the King pumping his seed in my womb.  I declined because I could felt her moving at least one of my eggs down my fallopian tube primed for impregnation.  That bitch knew I had no healing talent to safely remove the egg or eggs.”

She stepped through the Gateway she opened that was not far from the Council of Magic where she resided.

Unlike her last visit, the Royal Chamberlain himself showed up at the gates to the palace with a brace of Royal Guardsmen soon after she identified herself.  As she fell in beside the Royal Chamberlain, two more pairs of Guardsmen awaited them inside the doors.  As Sorceress Alaria and the Royal Chamberlain began their long walk down the spacious main corridor, the first two Guardsmen to meet moved to the front, a second pair of Guardsmen split apart to walk one to their left and one to their right, and the final set of two followed behind them closely.

“What is the meaning of so many escorts?” Sorceress Alaria demanded in an arrogant tone.

Keeping his head focused to their front, the old man tersely replied, “Security has been enhanced since your accusations of corruption within the Kingdom.  Changes have been made since your last failed visit.”

With that thought for Alaria to mull over, the group of eight progressed down the long corridor of the palace.  To their immediate left was a long wall of windows with a view to the various gardens surrounding the palace itself.  To their right were an unidentified series of closed doors to rooms of unknown purpose.  In the midst of focusing on a particularly beautiful garden with a cornucopia of brilliant flowers, the lead Guardsmen halted abruptly.

Sorceress Alaria bumped into one of the men with a gasp of impatience and anger at the collision with a common Guardsman.  It felt like she ran into a wall. 

The two Guardsmen behind her crowed up close and Alaria felt a wrist snatched backward.  With a quick pressure on her wrist, a Cuff of Nullification snapped into place.  The Guardsmen then caught as she collapsed limply from the shock of abruptly losing her Mana Pool in its entirety struck.

The High Sorceress was hardly aware of what was going on as she was dragged limp and helpless across the width of the wide corridor to one of the unidentified closed doors.   She focused on the need to hold back her vomit as the arms linked under her armpits pulled her through the door opened by the same two Guardsmen she bumped into.  During the move, her feet dragged behind her limp form and when she was shoved abruptly onto an uncomfortable chair, both her shoes had fallen aside.

Barefoot, her ass thumped hard down on the iron seat and her back was pushed against a stout upright iron pole that served as the only back to the chair.  The Guardsmen gently and firmly brought her wrists behind her back and behind the pole.  The Cuffs of Nullification were clipped to rings on the backside of the pole.  Alaria was trapped without Magic.

She looked about the room and glared at the two men and two women seated in the five ornate, chairs behind the long wood counter.  The center seat was empty but the presence of a true throne told her that seat was reserved for the King.  “A Judgement Room,” she thought with rising concern as she fought to regain her full senses.  “Stay silent, you idiot,” the High Sorceress told herself knowing fully that her harsh and biting tongue had ill-served her in the past.

The King’s Chamberlain spoke first from his position in the position second from the left – leaving him seated to the immediate right if the King sat in the center seat.  “High Sorceress, this is a formal interview following up on your accusations of murder, corruption, kidnapping, false enslavement, and extortion within the kingdom.”

Alaria raised her hand to correct the King’s Chamberlain.

“No, High Sorceress,” he interrupted quickly, “I know that you only meant to levy charges against the head of your order, the High Sorceress Cilia Raven.  However we’ve had conversations with the King about your charges and investigations have begun which were disturbing.  Today, you are to speak only to answer our questions.  You will provide full and complete answers or face retribution from the woman to your far left, the new Minister of Justice, perhaps in conjunction with the woman second from your right, … the new Minister of Slaves.”

“Just to establish who you are,” the Minister of Justice spoke while referring to his notes.  “You are Alaria, with no last name, and born a commoner one hundred thirty-two years ago.”  He paused and waited for her nod of acceptance.  “Further,” he continued, “your Magic was detected at age sixteen and you began your training immediately.  You’ve been a High Sorceress for the last eighty years.  Is all that true?”

“Yes, Minister,” Alaria responded softly.

The Minister of Justice nodded and he continued.  “To drive home the seriousness of this inquiry, the previous male Ministers of Justice and Slavery have been found wanting.  All members of their staffs and their families that were involved in corruption have been arrested and subjected to interrogation.  The females, young or old, are now serving for life as Bond Slaves in the King’s Pleasure Houses.  The guilty males in the families will soon no longer be among the living.  All will all be publicly impaled in two days time.”

Alaria’s gulp turned into a strong feeling of nauseating pressure.  Sweat beaded on her forehead.

“To begin again, Sorceress, with introductions,” the Royal Chamberlain spoke after clearing his throat, “to your far left is the new Minister of Justice, myself, the King when he arrives, the new Minister of Slaves, and lastly, the Head Guardsman of the King’s Household.”

She jumped in surprise at the loud thump of a heavy iron slave collar on the counter before the Minister of Slaves.

“You wanted to speak of High Sorceress Cilia Raven,” the Minister of Slaves started in a calm, non-confrontational tone.  “Did you realize that she has consistently testified here on our committees that this type collar, the current state of the art in Mage Control Collars, is simply junk.  That said, the Kingdom pays two hundred Gold for each Two-Rune Slave Collar and three hundred Gold for the Three-Rune version that she delivers and there appears to be a backlog.”

She took a breath and continued.  “Cilia Raven also claims that the Runes of Control and of Submission in these collars can be be greatly strengthened by using the proper stone or gem imbued with Magical instructions.  She is currently experimenting with Black Obsidian, Emeralds, Rubies, Amethysts, and Diamonds for use in future Artifacts.  We just signed an incentive contract with the High Sorceress for a bonus of ten thousand Gold to be paid for a functional model of this type, at least Two-Runes-Two-Stones.  Her claims include a sort of sentience in that next generation of Enchanted Collars to better ensure loyal service.”

The Minister of Slavery locked eyes with Alaria.  She lifted the collar up and said, “Every regular non-Magical Slave or Bond Collar and every enchanted Two-Rune Collar of Enslavement and Control are to be registered and taxes paid each time they are closed on a slave’s neck.  Can you explain why none of that data from collars on Council of Magic slaves has ever been submitted to my Ministry and therefore not shown as paid in the logs or books of the Master of the Exchequer.  Tell me, did you routinely attempt to cheat the King of his taxes?”

Alaria gulped and didn’t know how to answer without incriminating herself.  Her pause extended until something cold and heavy encircled her neck and snapped shut with a loud mechanical click like doom for her soul.

After the click, the Sorceress immediately felt a net of control settle over her brain and an artificial calmness was felt as the first change.  She froze momentarily, unable to speak or move until the collar established instructions from her new Master or Mistress.

“I will repeat the words of the King’s Chamberlain,” the Minister of Slaves now spoke in a harsh tone.  “For today, you are to speak only to answer our questions.  You will provide full and complete answers or face brutal retribution.  At this point, you have no Master beyond the King and the laws of our Kingdom.”

Alaria felt physical changes next as the Runes of Submission and Control set a filter between her planned actions and thoughts and what the collar would allow.  “I’ve never paid any Kingdom taxes of any type,” her traitress lips revealed even a Alaria gibbered in fear at what she knew she would disclose.

Inwardly she cursed herself, “My jealousy and dislike of Cilia Raven has led to me being on the chopping block.  Idiot!”

All four members on the panel smiled and sat back.

“Correct,” the Minister of Slaves responded.  “You currently have four slaves wearing collars that have never been registered or have any taxes paid for them.”

“I have only three slaves at the moment,” Alaria answered in an eerily calm voice.

The Minister of Justice pointed to the collar held by the Minister of Slaves.  “That collar belonged to your missing slave.  Interestingly, this is a Mage Slave Collar.  I had our Ministry search through our files of missing persons.  We found that almost sixty years ago the woman found in the canal was a comely lass of just seventeen when her village elders thought she had the potential to be accepted and trained as a Sorceress.”

High Sorceress Alaria audibly whimpered but the collar stopped any lies from making it to her lips.  She now felt the deep need to escape and run for her life.

“We know exactly what happened,” the Minister of Justice spoke angrily.  “We want to hear it from your own words.”

“I, … I was tasked to do the appraisal of her potential for learning Magic,” Alaria’s own lips and words were dooming her, “but, … she was so beautiful and I wanted her in my bed.  I returned to the Council of Magic and lied that she had zero talent.  A week later, I returned at night, kidnapped her, and placed that unregistered collar on her neck.”

“So,” the Minister of Justice replied, “to cut this short, you are an evil Sorceress guilty of theft from the Royal Treasury, kidnapping, fals[image: ]e enslavement, and murder.”

“Yes,” Alaria’s brain, forced to tell the absolute truth even admitted to the charge of murder, a topic yet to be discussed.

“Strip the murderous cunt of all her finery,” the Royal Chamberlain hissed.  “I’m offended at her mere presence.”

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Kingsreach, Royal Prison, 221 Years Ago, Two Days After Alaria is Captured and Collared

Sorceress Slave Alaria responded to the clatter of her cell’s heavy iron door by swinging her legs off the hard sleeping pallet and standing.  Almost robotically, her body straightened up the bed, pillow, and comforter.  She had been naked in this cell deep under the Royal Prison now for two days.  Inwardly, Alaria wondered why she hadn’t yet been beaten, tortured, or put to death.

“They did sent in two Guardsmen to chop my hair short and shave my pussy,” she complained inwardly.  Unspoken was her shock that she hadn’t been raped.

Submitting herself as a willing slave per instructions placed on her brain by her collar, Alaria lowered her head in respect when the two female Ministers came into her cell.

The Minister of Slaves threw clothes at her.  The crown Alaria usually wore in arrogant display of her high position on the Council of Magic, rolled free of the clothes and stopped at her pillow.  “Dress!” was the Minister’s only comment.

Alaria was shocked to see the clothes that she had worn during her interrogation spread out on the bed.  Knowing it was not acceptable for a slave to query her owners about their plans, her mouth remained shut and silent as she obediently dressed.  Inwardly, her thoughts were in turmoil.

[image: ]“I’ll tell you now,” the Minister of Slaves announced, “more to save time later than as a mercy to you or so that you aren’t surprised.  You are now officially a Mage Slave.  Further, by order of King Ordimir the Second, all Sorceresses are considered vile enemies of the Kingdom and are subject to immediate capture and enslavement on sight and to become collated Mage Slaves.  All male Magic Users are to be castrated or put to death to slow birthing of more Magic Users.”

“That’s ignorant,” Alaria thought to herself, “High Sorceress Cilia Raven herself has proven that Magic is not carried onward to new generations by males.”

Head bowed properly in respect for the Minister, she obediently followed two steps behind and to the side without a tug needed on her leash.  Alaria followed as the Minister of Slaves bypassed by the stairwell leading up and out of the prison.  Instead, the woman continued past and then paused at a heavy door.  She gave some sort of hand signal to the two guards there.  They nodded back and shrugged off the two heavy cross beams keeping the doorway shut.  With a groan of long disuse, the door opened inward to the prison hallway.

“Create a small ball of light over our heads,” the Minister of Slaves commanded with a jerk on the leash.

Alaria felt the Magic shift automatically in her head and a yellow-white head-sized ball of lightening formed silently above their heads.  The Minister smiled and slipped through the opening, followed by Alaria on her leash.  Beyond the door was a tunnel with the floor, walls, and arched ceiling built up of neatly cut stone blocks.  The ball of light followed, creating a single area of brightness in the dark and forbidden tunnel.  Despite the darkness, the air was dry with no signs of dampness from leaking water.  As they walked, the door slammed shut behind them and the heard the thumps of the cross beams falling into place.

Finally, they came to the end of the tunnel to be confronted by another pair of Guardsmen who silently stepped aside to let them pass.  Alaria followed her silent guide and they emerged into an opening in the forest outside of Kingsreach.  The grass of the glen was cut down uniformly and a throne had been setup on just-laid quarried stone.

The bigger than life form of King Ordimir the Second sat at that throne looking toward her with a stern visage.  He presented a formidable presence with his barrel chest, long red hair and matching beard characteristic of the Ordimir family, and topping 6’8”.  He wore his personal armor, enameled in blue with a black dragon in the middle of his chest.  He held his longsword upright, point down, between his legs and his Warhammer rested with its head on the ground and the scarred handle resting on an armrest of the throne.

Three men wearing only plain, well-weathered leather armor stood at ease before the King.  They were arrayed in a slight arc facing him. Two of the men in the outside positions already had women kneeling beside them on their left sides with leashes held loosely in their hands.  “I don’t know these women,” was Alaria’s quick determination before she was pushed down beside the third man on his left side and the Minister of Slavery silently handed off her leash.

Alaria looked up to see a man probably in his late twenties, tall at about 6’6”, lean and muscular, with the look of having lived outdoors much of his life.  His full beard was trimmed short and close to his face to a single-finger-thickness.  Like the others, his leather armor was serviceable in appearance and scuffed from long use. 

To her left stood the Ministers, Chamberlain, and Head Guardsman from her meeting the day before.

[image: ]Six more men, younger than the ones holding the Mage Slaves’ leashes before the King approached the clearing from a pathway out of the woods.  They took up positions to her right.  They stood in three groups of two men.

The King stood up leaving both hands on the grip of his longsword.  Even off the throne, he presented a presence of being in charge and wholly deserving of the throne.  “Guests,” he said with a look to the dignitaries, “and of course the top nine candidates from our pool of Ranger, Guardsmen, and Bounty Hunter volunteers, … welcome.”

Without further explanation, he raised his longsword, pulling the tip from the turf of the glen and pointed it upward.  “Kneel!” was his simple command.

A step in front of her, the man holding her leash knelt down on a knee and faced the King with his head reclined.

“Noah, Thomas, Louis, you have served my Kingdom honorably in a variety of positions; some as Guardsmen, as Household Guards, as Rangers, and as Sheriffs.  For now, your family names need be held secret due to the burden you are now to assume.”  He walked to stand before the man identified as Noah and continued.

“Noah,” he began and set his sword on Noah’s shoulder, “from this point forth you are Sir Noah Witchfinder, one of my first three Witchfinders.  Armed with an enslaved Sorceress, Witchfinders will be responsible for ridding the scourge of evil, uncontrolled Magic Users in our Kingdom and surrounding domains.”  He moved the sword to his other shoulder and announced, “I dub thee Royal Witchfinder Sir Noah and gift you the collared redhead wench beside you, the former Sorceress Olivia henceforth to be named Mage Slave Olivia.”

“Slave Olivia, you’re are to obey your Master, Sir Witchfinder Noah, in all things, to the glory and well being of our Kingdom.  Your duty is deeper, … you will also desire his touch above all others, dreaming of submitting to his every need, and reveling in the ecstasy of his touch.”

“Sir Noah, arms-men Brett and Cameron are your men, your apprentices as well as your personal Guardsmen and your task is to mentor them to become full Witchfinders,” the King announced as Noah rose.  The three men stepped together and grasped forearms, recognizing their warrior bond.

Alaria was shocked at the announcement and looked to her side in time to see the King’s commands settle into Olivia’s soul.  The redhead with perfect C+ breasts shuddered and bent forward as if to fall.  A firm hand on her leash from Noah held her upright.  

Before she could puzzle out the entirety of what just occurred, the King repeated the process with Thomas, her new Master.  The new commands to obey Thomas shattered her thoughts and the next thing she knew, she was being held upright by his firm grip.  That grip, that strength, cemented in her mind that he was now the entirety of her worldview.  She felt an immediate, lustful affinity with his manly presence.  “By the Gods,” she told herself as her lower belly spasmed in a mini orgasm as the simple truth that his thoughts, commands, and needs had become hers to satisfy.

Thomas rose and the King continued with, “Thomas, arms-men Crispin and Beck are your men, your apprentices as well as your personal Guardsmen.”

Alaria watched two of the young men, Crispin and Beck, move to shake hands with Thomas.  She frowned when all three men completely ignored her naked form beside them.  Unused to men not fawning over her beauty and her status as a High Sorceress, being ignored by the men wounded her deeply.

By now, Sir Louis had been dubbed the third Witchfinder with Cuthbert and Knox his junior companions.  The third Mage Slave, a beautiful brunette was identified as Emmie.

[image: ]“Men,” the King Ordimir the Second announced, “it should come as no surprise that your mission begins now.  You will proceed in stealth and secrecy to Ryre Hold, somewhere on the southern tip of Cursed Isle to capture or kill High Sorceress Cilia Raven.  Her crimes have been well documented and a collar awaits that deviant bitch along with centuries of forced servitude.  We haven’t notified the Kingdom of Stormriven of your mission, so proceed with caution.”

The King’s Chamberlain stepped up and continued, “Your horses, gear, and food are distributed among your horses and a single pack mule.  From this point on, you are on your own.”

Before Alaria could come to grips with being minutes away from departing on a dangerous mission to capture or kill her very powerful nemesis, another bundle of clothes were tossed her way.  “You’ve worn that finery long enough,” the Minister of Justice hissed.  “There are comfortable boots, a thick wool travel skirt suitable for a poor farmer’s wife, blouse, vest, and  well-worn cape in that pile.  Strip and change now.  You will have a walking staff and small pack so you can carry your allowed personal items, water, food, and a survival kit.”

Alaria was already loosening her clothing.  She set the crown aside that she now realized was frivolous to have worn and then glanced to her side to see the other two Mage Slaves stripping off their finery.  “None of the men are even glancing our way as we strip naked in order to change,” Alaria muttered, chagrined that a man could avoid lusting after their naked bodies sculpted to perfection from long use of Magic.  The two female Ministers stood among them with riding crops in hand in case they faltered at stripping naked.  It was completely unnecessary, … the commands embedded in their brains from the collars made them compliant and obedient. Alaria, Emmie, and Olivia sat down naked on the turf to pull up their new wool socks and then to lace up the hiking boots they’d been given. 

Alaria grumbled as she shrugged into a long under shift.  “No panties, … nothing to hold my breasts comfortably, … this is shameful.”  Grateful at least for the mottled colors of the woodland cape, Alaria stood and assumed a head down stance.  The collar allowed her the luxury of internally complaining.

Sir Thomas Bofori, one of the three first Witchfinders under King Ordimir the Second, turned his attention from their planning discussion to the women as the last one struggled back upright.  “Mage Slaves, you will each look carefully at our map and then alternate making Gateways, as far forward as you can sense, and without having personal knowledge of the terrain.  The order will be Emmie, Alaria, and then Olivia.  After that rotation, we will rest and eat lightly before continuing again in the same order.  I hope to get three rotations of nine Gateways from you before nightfall.  We will continue this way for at least three days.  The distance we have to travel is immense.  Along the way, our apprentices will use you hard but I expect you to also practice your Combat Magic Skills.”

Realm of Ivarren, Raid to Ryre Hold, 221 Years Ago, The Day King Ordimir Created the First Witchfinders

Six Gateways later, Olivia stumbled through and collapsed from the toll of her two very long distance Gateways.  Emmie and Alaria were slightly recovered from their own three Gateways.  The three Mage Slaves cried out in pain as their Masters gave them a quick series of brutal slashes.  “One more round of Gateways after a rest,” Sir Thomas grunted after his fifth blow on Alaria’s rump under the tight wool dress.  “Maybe you can get a longer range with your next Gateway.  They were to be given punishment at each rest stop to ‘encourage’ them to increase the range of their Gateways.

Thomas carefully watched his two assigned apprentices through the long hard day.  “I can see how King Ordimir found the need to use Magic against Magic.  I can only hope we can prevail against Cilia Raven, a powerful Sorceress.”

While the women snacked on water, hard bread, cheese, and cured meat, the three Witchfinders stood together carefully examining their map in an attempt to precisely plot their progress through territory new to all of them.  Their six apprentices, two per Witchfinder, had silently drifted outward in pairs of two from their arrival point to establish security and be sure they hadn’t been discovered.  Each pair took turns in overwatch and eating.
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After their third rotation of forming Gateways, Alaria, Emmie, and Olivia simply collapsed, unconcerned where they laid down.  The apprentices quickly divided themselves into a security element of two pairs, and another pair to secure the horses and single mule.  The Witchfinders laid out their bedrolls well separated around where a campfire would have been started.

“Men, a cold camp tonight,” Sir Thomas commanded.  None of the men complained at the austere nature of their camp.  They knew full well that they were already outside of the Kingdom of Ordimir and could be executed as spies.

Bone weary Alaria was barely conscious as she found herself picked up like she was weightless and thumped down on a bedroll.  She shifted enough that her skirt could be loosened and pulled down off her ass.  The Mage Slave was more conscious as Thomas Bofori unlaced her blouse and vest before shifting her tight breast mounds out into the open.

“Eiii!” was her muffled scream as the Witchfinder held his left hand over her mouth and slapped her left cheek hard to leave a handprint on her face.

Sir Thomas snarled, “Foul Sorceress! Heartless murderess!  Whore!” even as he repeated the slap once again.

Alaria struggled to no avail at each blow.  His next strikes bruised her breasts.  Finally, through eyes blurred from her tears, she sensed more than saw him dropped his trousers.  As he fell down on her and kicked her knees apart, she felt her pussy spasm.  Despite the harsh treatment, the Magic of the collar left her panting for the touch of her Master.

Her head rotated backward and her breasts pushed upward as his cock punched its way into her mostly dry cock-pleasing sleeve.  Mentally aghast at his thoughtless actions, Alaria nonetheless found her arms reaching around Thomas’s torso and pulling him down tightly against her.   “Eiiii!!” she whimpered softly, more in lust than pain from his rapid entry.

When he was fully sheathed in her sex, Thomas leaned down to hiss in her ear, “You’re my whore to me and my two apprentices.  You lust achingly for our touch, for any possible fashion of sex with us.  You will yearn for completion, … for cumming for us.  However, you will never reach orgasm unless we order it, … forever in the deepest throes of need without completion.”

Alaria immediately began to fuck back furiously in an attempt to extend the wondrous feelings of his desire and his driving cock.  After a few minutes of his hard driving plunges that never quite reached that plateau that would let her cum, she began to writhe and squirm in need.  “Oh!  Master,” she cried while weeping in emotion from the so-far wondrous sex, “let me cum!  Oh my your Merciless Gods, … let me cum!”

“Then, it’ll be the last time you cum during this mission,” he taunted.  “Do you still want to cum knowing you’ll do without for maybe a ten-day?”

The Mage Slave didn’t even consider delaying her release.  “Yes, now!” she demanded, “Please, Master, let me cum now!”  At his whispered, “Cum for me, slut!” the most amazing release happened with tremors radiating outward from her sex.  She shivered and wriggled, like a fish caught on a hook, as her middle was anchored by the rigid cock buried in her hole.  When his cock pulsed with his own release of cum, her orgasm renewed itself.

Gasping for breath and heart pumping fast enough to feel thumping in her breast, her arms and legs fell limply aside.  The Witchfinder stood up and looked down on the sweaty, disheveled woman.  Without a word, he sneered down at her, and then walked away to find either Crispin or Beck.

He found Crispin first.  “I’ll take your place grooming the horses and the mule.  As I promised just before we started on this journey, it’s your turn with our whore.  Beat her ass till it shows bruises and then enjoy being the first man to ever sink himself into her ass.  She’ll scream and cry before begging for your permission to cum, … don’t you dare relent and let her gain her release.”

Crispin grinned and mock saluted his Witchfinder.  “Oh, I’m going to enjoy this mission so much,” he muttered happily as he strode away.  “That black bitch is going to continue weeping and begging for more even after I pump my load in her unused virgin ass.”  As he approached Alaria, he thanked the Gods for getting such a great leader that would not only share his Mage Cunt with his men, but he was willing to let him have first-time rights to breaking in her tightest sex hole, … her heretofore virgin ass.

A few moments later, the Witchfinder grinned at Alaria’s cries of pain and requests for mercy.  He moved the brush down the sweat matted side of his horse and grinned again at another female’s wails of pain. 

Realm of Ivarren, 221 Years Ago, Kingdom of Stormriven, Cursed Isle, One Hour Hike from Ryre Hold

[image: ]It was dark on the fourth day of their mission.  They had arrived in the early afternoon and immediately began hours of scanning for threats.  “Twenty-seven Gateways in four days,” Sir Witchfinder Thomas Bofori whispered to Witchfinder Noah, “that must be a trek for the record books.  They were observing their target from a hilltop far enough away from Ryre Hold that it was a barely discernible speck in the distance.  Behind them, the three Mages huddled together in their travel cloaks with only their eyes peeking out to watch the same target.  The further south they had traveled, the colder that weather had become.  A light dusting of snow confirmed, as if the cold wasn’t enough, that winter had some to Cursed Isle.

Witchfinder Louis crawled up and reported, “Your little slut, Alaria reported that they have found no sign of the three Battle Mages that High Sorceress Cilia Raven captured and supposedly has roaming the island searching for trespassers.  They were ready to attack and overcome the bitches and are a bit grumpy at the cold and lack of action.”

Noah snorted at the thought of a Mage Slave complaining.  “Louis, when we capture Cilia Raven, we can celebrate by whipping our slaves and dumping even more loads of our cum in their holes.”

“Thomas, your bitch, Alaria, is so randy, she has pussy lube drooling out of her twat and running down her inner thighs,” Louis said with a smirk. “She’s gone beyond smelling a bit musky, … her twat smells more like a swamp than dead fish from all that mess fermenting between her legs.”

Thomas laughed at the description of the formerly prim and proper High Sorceress as a well used slut with a smelly twat. 

“You had such a great idea,” Noah said with a laugh.  “Ordering the collars to withhold orgasms while edging them on the verge of orgasms up until we decide to let them cum has made all of them randy as bitches in heat.”

Louis laughed.  “Randy as bitches in heat indeed.  I think anyone of them would willingly let a dog fuck them at the chance for an orgasm or two.”

After a good laugh at the collar-imposed high sex drive of the Mage Slaves with their owners, Thomas turned to his fellow Witchfinders and asked, “How was it that you ended up with your Mage Slaves?”

Louis grinned and replied, “All three of us were selected by King Ordimir and his Chamberlain at the same time.  You weren’t available the day the Minister of Justice took us to a special slave auction.  There were four former Sorceresses that had been languishing in prison for a couple of years and wearing Cuffs of Nullification before the King finally decided to go with his plan to capture Cilia Raven and end the evil influences of Sorceresses and Wizards.”

“I was the first to see the one I wanted to have wearing my collar,” Noah interjected.  “There were four completely naked bitches wearing only Slave Collars and wrist cuffs with their arms held upright to heavy wood stakes driving into the turf in the very glen where we all met.  This redhead named Olivia was there with a haughty, sneering face.  She was gorgeous and feisty.  Without a Magical Two-Rune Collar of Control and Submission controlling her body and soul, she would have never submitted.”

Louis added, “I was kinda jealous that he got such a hot piece of ass as his Mage Slave, at least until I saw the brunette on the end.  Emmie’s breasts were just a bit bigger than Olivia’s but her body was built for hard use.  I picked her, and Noah and I have both enjoyed our selections the last few nights.”

Noah smirked, “From the sounds from your bedroll, Thomas, … you’ve had three nights to enjoy your girl, Alaria.”

Thomas grinned back.  “As we spoke, I’ve had three nights with Alaria.  I broke in her pussy the first night, her ass the second night, and last night, I taught her what face fucking was all about.  She makes a pretty cocksucker with cum spurting out of her nose and mouth while her whole face is flushed from lack of air.”

Noah laughed, “I can’t believe you gave Crispin first use of her virgin ass.  Alaria has the smallest hips and has to have the tightest cunt and ass of all our Mage Bitches.”

Thomas ended their laughing the moment when Mage Slave Alaria began crawling up the hillside to their position just below the crest of the hill.

“The third floor is emitting continuous waves of high level Magic,” Mage Slave Alaria said in a whisper.  “There is no Magic on the lower floor.  We’ve looked there through small, hand-sized Gateways.  There seems to be a prison cell there with starving prisoners and the only exit destroyed by Magic.  Two are women who have been badly abused and tortured.  One is naked and not wearing a collar.  The other is wearing a full-head-leather hood that hides her features well.  However, other is wearing Cuffs of Nullification.  We think that the woman wearing Cuffs of Nullification is Cilia Raven.”

“There are six men altogether in the cell, the ones who molested the women, they might have been guards.” 

Sir Witchfinder Thomas Bofori grinned at the report.  “Our primary target looks to be vulnerable but if that’s the case, then some other Magic User has taken control of Cilia Raven’s home.  The weakened guards need to die but capture the two women alive.”  He turned to Alaria, “Can you open a Gateway into that prison without it being detected?”

She shook her head to the negative; but then, she cocked her head to the side as she returned to passively sensing activity within the keep.  “Master, on the third level, there’s such a high level of continuous Magic use that if the person in charge is near that level, … it might mask her sensing what we do if she’s not actively scanning for threats.”  She paused to consider her final suggestion. “Master, it won’t take much Mana to go such a short distance, … we should try.”

[image: ]The entry into the prison was quick and the Witchfinders quickly followed the three Mage Slaves in order of their combat strength.  Alaria and Olivia jumped through side-by-side with spells ready to take on High Sorceress Cilia Raven and the other unknown woman.  Emmie was tight on their heels and she chose Air as a safe option in an enclosed space to ensure the six Guardsmen wouldn’t remain a threat.  Two of the six Guardsmen were somewhat alert and seated with their backs to the stone wall.  With a quick wave of her hand, Head Guardsman Owen and sadistic Guard Eamon were beheaded at the same time and their heads and One-Rune Slave Collars thumped and clattered onto the stone floor.  The remaining four men were comatose and she simply slammed downward a hammer of air on each one’s exposed chest or head, shattering ribs and exploding hearts or smashing skulls. 

Thomas, Noah, and Louis took up the rear entry positions with swords in position for lunge strikes rather than swiping attacks.  Each grinned and remained focused as the primary threats were taken care of by their women.

Their six personal arms-men, Brett, Cameron, Crispin, Beck, Cuthbert, and Knox had to remain on the hillside until there was room in the dungeon torture cell.

Witchfinder Thomas Bofori knelt down and untied the laces holding the leather head hood in place on the woman wearing both a Two-Rune Slave Collar and a pair of Nullification Cuffs.  “Cilia Raven,” he grunted with a smile for identifying the bald-headed woman and for the humiliation she must have realized when her new status and look sunk in.  He reached down to his belt where he’d hung a Two-Rune Slave Collar ready for use. 

High Sorceress Cilia Raven was dehydrated and starving.   She wasn’t even aware enough to stop Thomas Bofori.   “Alaria, touch that Nullification Cuff to be sure its active.”

Mage Slave Alaria grimaced and reached out to tentatively touch one of the Cuffs.  When she hissed and withdrew her hand as if it were burned, Thomas Bofori knew the Cuffs were real and very active.  “Alaria, unlatch her collar, I want to switch and make her our slave.  He readied the Two-Rune Collar.

When the collar on her neck unlatched, the Witchfinder set the new collar in place before Cilia could recover enough to weakly resist their control.  He simply commanded, “Cilia Raven, you are now the obedient servant, a Mage Slave, to King Ordimir and the laws of the kingdom.  You are to use no Magic unless specially told to do so.”

Cilia Raven fell back to the cold stone floor of the prison and spasmed as her neurological system was taken over by the collar and its instructions.

Meanwhile, Witchfinder Louis grabbed a One-Rune Collar of Control from his backpack and slapped it around Lorna the Weasel’s neck.  The less powerful single rune collar was perfect for use on Mundane, non-Magic users.  Then, he improvised leashes from bondage cord in a pouch at his waist for Cilia and Lorna and ordered the two weak and disoriented women to their feet.

Witchfinder Noah started recovering the One-Rune Slave Collars from the six Guardsmen.

“Have any of you sensed any reaction above us?” Witchfinder Thomas asked their Mage Slaves.

Their women shook their heads to the negative.

“Then, get us out of here,” Thomas responded, “we’ll work our way upstairs in the same order we entered here.”

They emerged just outside the now dead Head Guardsman Owen’s office.  There was no sign of anyone on that level.

Now that the torture room was cleared and empty, Brett, Cameron, Crispin, Beck, Cuthbert, and Knox stumbled through the Gateway to the hallway outside Head Guardsman’s office.

“Brett, Cameron, you two take the leash of our mission’s target.  Meet the former High Sorceress Cilia Raven, now to be known as Mage Slave Cilia Raven.”

Both men were visibly shaken at taking charge of the well-known Sorceress.  Bravely, Cameron took the leash and the two stepped aside.

“Crispin,” take the leash of this unfortunate bitch,” Thomas continued to organize his men.  “She’s mundane, with no Magic.”

“You last three, Beck, Cuthbert, and Knox, will provide security up with us.”

“Master,” Alaria whispered while jerking softly on Witchfinder Thomas’s sleeve.  When he looked back at her, she offered, “Cilia Raven is very, very powerful.  Don’t you think you should stop long enough to get her programed to help upstairs?”

He did pause and think about the suggestion.  Then he smirked and shook his head.  “That new Mage Slave you’re talking about hasn’t a drop of Mana she can access with those Cuffs of Nullification on her wrists.  She’s helpless as a babe when it comes to Magic.”

Alaria blushed at her mistake.

Several levels above them, High Sorceress Lady Peagi Morrigan had made herself comfortable as new Mistress of Ryre Hold.  She’d smoothly taken over from Sorceress Slave Toy.  Outwardly known in Ivarren and on the Council of Magic as a one of the most compassionate and approachable Sorceresses, she nonetheless held little sympathy for the poor, collared and enslaved Magic Users in Cilia Raven’s Ryre Hold.  At the moment, she was nakedly reclining on her back atop a wide and comfortable chaise lounge set up in the workshop level of the keep.

Peagi Morrigan tried not to dwell on the memories from ten years ago, when she was originally captured and forced into an Enchanted Collar, she had been assigned by High Sorceress Cilia Raven to the cruel hands of the murderer, Marvin the Razor.  Two other handlers had been in her group, Nico the Fortunate with his assigned slave, Sorceress Slave Brienn and Lorna the Weasel with her assigned Sorceress Slave, Nimmera.

“Marvin the Razor and Nico the Fortunate are dead these last few weeks,” she remembered, “and that cunt Lorna the Weasel, is rotting downstairs in the dungeon torture cell.”  She considered the horde of Sorceress Slaves and the staff and smiled at her scheme to prevent an uprising against her.  “I defeated Cilia Raven,” she told herself in a congratulatory tone.  “Since then, I’ve found every One-Rune and Two-Rune Enchanted Collar on Cursed Isle and reprogramed each one.  Now, none can act against me in any way and none can use their Magic against anyone in the keep.  I’m in full control now.”

Just then, a particularly wonderful suction on her hard clit brought her attention back to the present.  “Hmmm,” she moaned in approval when Sorceress Slave Brienn continued to orally pleasure her while her loving fingers massaged her labia and the entry to her cock cave.

She reached down to Brienn’s smoothly bald head and firmly moved it to guide the woman’s chin and tongue to best use.  Peagi smirked at the thought of her totally bald attendants Brienn and Nimmera.  “As soon as I made that evil bitch Cilia Raven remove every single hair on her body, I decided it was a look I wanted on my personal bitches.”

“Yes, just like that, Nimmera,” she moaned at the exquisite sensations from having the slave’s skilled hands massaging her feet and calves.

Other than changing the collar programming, Peagi Morrigan had made few changes since wresting control from Sorceress Cilia Raven.  She had fully taken control by simply replacing Sorceress Cilia Raven and leaving all the captured Magic Users enslaved under her firm control.  The third level was still the scene of a flurry of focused research on Cilia Raven’s new projects as well as completing orders on the very difficult and time consuming standard line of artifacts.  Peagi was looking forward to confronting King Ordimir the Second with the threatened loss of access to Magical Artifacts unless he recognized her as replacement to Cilia Raven.  In return, she would continue to use him as her exclusive client for Magic Artifacts.

As before, Alaria and Olivia led the way.  This time, the stairs were wide enough that Cuthbert and Knox flanked them with swords drawn.  Beck followed by two paces.  With their primary target captured and in the rear of the formation, Emmie shifted back to provide backup to Brett and Cameron who were escorting Cilia Raven.

Nestled in the middle were the three Witchfinders, Thomas, Noah, and Louis.

Witchfinder Thomas Bofori was getting a strange feeling about his keep.  “It’s oddly quiet,” he whispered.  “It seems far too easy,” he added in a warning tone.

The second level was large and open, … but empty of anything.

In the lead, Alaria and Olivia were the first to see the three women writhing in sexual congress on the large, almost bed-like, lounger.   Cuthbert and Knox quickly determined the only legitimate target in the room was the one not wearing a collar.  That woman had two collared women between her legs, one furiously eating the non-collared woman’s cunt and the other rubbing her large teats on her legs while massaging her feet and legs.

Cuthbert took Alaria’s hand and pointed it to the lounge chair.  Knox did the same with Olivia’s hand.  The men looked at each other and hissed, “Hard capture!”

The two Mage Slaves used a move practiced during their days of trekking via Gateway to Ryre Hold.  Each directed a dangerously compact wall of air flying faster than the eye could follow to crash together at the slippery twat between High Sorceress Lady Peagi Morrigan’s legs.  The walls of air slammed Peagi, Nimmera, and Brienn together in a tangle of limbs.

The Witchfinders rushed past their advance team and quickly assessed the room full of women wearing Two-Rune Collars of Enslavement.  They stood shocked as not a single woman in the room reacted to their presence.

In the meantime, Cuthbert and Knox slapped a Two-Rune Collar on the sole woman without a collar.   Beck stepped up to be sure the two already collared women didn’t pose a threat.

“Lady Morrigan!” Alaria shrieked in surprise when Cuthbert and Knox collared the unconscious and naked woman that had been the pleasure focus of two slaves.  “Master, she’s been missing for ten long years.  I knew it!  That bitch Raven kidnapped her all those years ago.”

“Looks like she staged a coup,” Witchfinder Knox muttered.

“She was clearly the one in charge,” Witchfinder Cuthbert added.  “That makes her just as guilty as Cilia Raven.”

Once Peagi was shaken awake and orders given to her collar, she told them what they most needed to know at the moment.  “I reprogrammed every collar at Ryre Hold,” she admitted.  “All are loyal to me but unable to use Magic against anyone here inside Ryre Hold.  The assassin Sorceress Mages upstairs are the same.  Just reprogram the collars and the hold is yours.”

“My staff includes, 3 combat Sorceress on the top level, 18 captive research Sorceresses, 18 Handlers, 6 Guardsmen, 8 cooks, and 2 scullery bitches,” she recounted, “along with 4 maids and 4 washerwomen.  Sixty-three people live full time in the tower.” 

After a long day carefully rounding up every member of the keep’s staff, reprogramming their collars, and securing the fortress, the group sat down to enjoy ales and hot food served by the kitchen wenches.

“I’ve made some decisions,” Witchfinder Thomas stated.  “Our primary task to capture and subdue Sorceress Raven is done.  She needs to be taken before the King for judgement.  Also, since we had no idea that Ryre Hold held so many collared Magic Users, we need to secure this place and ensure the King continues to get the artifacts he needs to get every Magic User wearing a collar.”

“Sir Noah, Sir Louis, you are to stay here and jointly administer this keep until relieved.  Your arms-men and your Mage Slaves will remain with you,” Witchfinder Thomas explained.  “Further, on powers from King Ordimir the Second, you are to take Mage Slaves Brienn and Nimmera as tribute to be assigned as your men’s personal Mage Slaves.  Two can share one for now and later another Mage Slave will be offered.”

Sir Witchfinder Thomas Bofori, added with pride, “For the King, I can declare that on return to Kingsreach or to Stonehaven, our six arms-men will be raised to full Witchfinder status.”

He turned to his arms-men.  “Don’t look glum, Crispin or Beck, we’ll be taking back Mage Slave Raven and Mage Slave Morrigan for formal sentencing.   I’ll put in a good word on Morrigan being your first Mage Slave.”

Lastly, he turned back to everyone and added, “For tonight, light drinking and maximum fornication!”


Chapter 8:  Chasing After Riches and Escaped Pussy

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Towering Tree Inn and Tavern, Present Day

By mid-day Dorian Innkeeper had lost track of the number of times he cursed the loss of his three tavern sluts for leaving and Lady Aurora for taking them away.  A record number of rowdy morning drinkers had been drawn to his tavern from the spread of the previous night’s tales of feminine shrieks of pain, howls of orgasm, and shouted calls for more, … for harder and deeper.  “I had to prepare food myself for the crowd; baking more bread, slicing meat and cheeses, and constantly pouring ale for the demanding crew.”  While disappointed that the Lady Aurora had already departed, the men in the taproom excitedly exchanged stories of how the young noblewoman had so dominated Sara, Flea, and Maggot.  The audible entertainment provided by the Lady was the stuff of legends and would fuel hard drinking, fist fights, and tales of exaggeration for years.

Several revelers were already so drunk that they could hardly stand.  If they had the coin on them, Dorian’s policy was to take enough money from their purse to pay for their ale and a night’s lodging.  He would throw them into one of the rooms upstairs to sleep it off.   Grumbling at the now desperate need to replace his lost slaves, he hauled sheets and towels upstairs to clean the mess he was sure to find in the noble Lady’s room.

When he opened the door, he stared in amazement at the sight before him.  Then, he noticed the pleasant fragrance of freshly picked flowers when none were in sight.  “The room is immaculate,” he whispered aloud in surprise.  He set the folded clean laundry down on the perfectly made bed and wandered through the room, touching everything.  “The walls and door are even clean,” he wondered.  He touched the comforter on the bed and found it as soft as the day he purchased it from a traveling salesman.  “The sheets underneath feel starched and ironed.”

“By the Gods,” he exclaimed at the realization of the only thing that could have done everything between dawn and the departure of the women.  “The Lady Aurora is a Mage!” he hissed in anger, wonder, and finally greed.  “They pay three hundred Gold for an Apprentice Mage, four hundred for a Mage, and five hundred for a Master Mage.” he softly added with greed in his voice. 

Vowing to tell nobody of his chance at riches, the innkeeper ran outside to the stables were Felix was taking a nap.  “Get up boy,” he growled as he kicked softly at the young mans legs.  “There’s money to be made, fame for the deeds, and riches to be shared.”

Felix looked up at his boss with weary eyes.

Dorian spit out, “Lady Aurora, Sara, Flea, and Maggot are gone.  They’re going to Kingsreach.”

“I know that boss,” Felix grumbled in irritation, “Lady Aurora spoke of her intentions when she arrived and again when they were preparing the horses that you sold them.”

“No!  I mean, well, … yes!  Lady Aurora is gone.  But, … she’s a Mage,” Dorian babbled

“Four hundred Gold,” Felix hissed.  “The King always pays a bounty of hundreds of Gold for a captured Mage.  He cares not if the capture is from a Bounty Hunter, a King’s Hunter, or a Witchfinder.

Dorian handed over a handful of Silver.  “These coins are yours to use as needed.  Take any gear you need, even my best and fastest horse, and catch them.”  He reached over to grab Felix’s hand.  “Swear to split the reward.  Fuck with me and I’ll tell Sheriff Gallagher you stole this money, stole more from my profit box, and ran off with my horse and gear to hunt the Mage whore.”

Felix nodded and spit out, “Yes, of course, I promise.  Now get out of the way, … time is flying in their favor.”  Without any more explanation, Felix raced to the taproom and took Dorian’s sword from hooks on the tap room’s wall, Dorian’s scabbard, sword belt, pack, and his prized hunting bow and arrow from his office, fresh bread, sliced meat, and cheeses from the kitchen along with leather drinking sacks of water and ale, and then Felix ran to his room behind the stables.  He changed into his hunting clothes, grabbed his belt, knife, coin pouch, and bolo.  Then, far faster than the women, he rigged up his pack, bedroll, saddle, and reins and galloped out of the inn’s yard to the road.   Reaching the road, he pulled his excited horse into a circle when Felix abruptly stopped to decipher the tracks of four horses and a mule in the dirt of the road.  “Not going toward Kingsreach,” he hissed.  “The whores lied to confuse us of their intentions.”

“Hyah!” he shouted and raced after the foul Magic User and the tavern’s sluts.  His bowstring was strung and a quiver of broad-tipped hunting arrows were tied to the saddle beside his left knee.  His bolo was ready to grab on his right side.

His horse was blowing and lathering up when he finally spied two of his prey ahead.  “Hyah!” he shouted again and whipped his horses flanks with the long ends of the leather reins.

The green travel cloak and long blonde hair streaming behind the first rider he was approaching confirmed his target.  He grabbed the bolo and began twirling it overhead as he rapidly closed with the unaware target who was walking her horse and facing forward.  As he neared the unaware target, he loosed the bolo and the stones on the ends of the cords spun the bolo in horizontal circles while it sped to his target.

The blonde woman screamed once and fell silent as a twirling stone struck the side of her head.  Tangled in stones and cord, the woman fell from the horse.

The rider ahead looked backward toward the scream and Felix’s heart nearly exploded in fear.  “The Sheriff’s Head Groundskeeper!  Fuck!”  He straightened his legs to rise high in the stirrups, drew back on Dorian’s old war bow, and loosed an arrow.  At the instant of release, he drew Dorian’s sword, sat deep in the saddle, and kicked the horse to a full charge.

Felix was lucky.  The single arrow he loosed had taken Dùghlas Grigal Head Groundskeeper squarely in the side of his torso and the broad-tip on the arrow punched between his ribs and traveled deeply into his chest.  The broad-tip shredded his heart and he died instantly.  The man’s body fell to lay in a crumpled pile on the edge of the road.

The stableboy fought to slow his horse and yanked the reins to the side.  He needed to see if the blonde knocked off the horse was the Mage.  But, in his guts, he already knew that he’d find the slattern wife married to Stephan Gallagher, the local Sheriff and a rich landowner.  He found the well dressed blonde tart unconscious and mostly unharmed from her tumble off her horse. 

“Oh, shit!” he exclaimed as he rolled the 18-year-old bride to her belly and yanked her arms behind her back to tie her wrists together with the bondage cord in his pack.  “By the Gods, … this is a royal cock up!”  After gagging the wench, he threw her over her horse’s saddle and tied her down.  Her lower end was easy.  He bound her ankles and then did the same with her knees.  He secured the knee tie with another cord steel ‘D’ rings for the saddle’s rear belly band.  He next fed a line across her upper back and through her armpits and secured the end of the cord to the opposite ‘D’ ring. 

He stripped all the clothing off the heavily muscled 6’6” Head Groundskeeper and then grunted at the effort of dragging his naked corpse off the side of the road to hide him under some brush.  “He had a fat wallet under his belt, a heavy pouch of coins, and a lot of gear on his horse.  I think they were running away.”  As he drew these conclusions, he loaded the man’s gear on both his horse and the one ridden by the wife.

He confirmed that his horse and the wife’s horse were under control and then he swung the flat side of Dorian’s sword hard against the rear flank of the one stolen by Dùghlas Grigal.  The horse reared, neighed in pain, and raced off back the way they’d come.  “Probably headed back to the Sheriff’s stables,” he thought with some worry.  “I need to hurry away before someone discovers the missing wife.” 

Felix needed to take precious moments to erase the signs of the violent struggle on the dusty road.   He pulled the horses off the road using a narrow game trail and cursed in happiness at the sight of deep horseshoe tracks on the sandy bottom of the trail, just out of sight of the road.  “The Mage and her sluts pulled off here,” he realized.  Smiling at his luck at being triply rewarded with the capture of a female he could molest and then readily sell to a Whore Master for a huge profit, for the Gold and coins in the two purses and wallets he’d just taken, and for locating his primary target’s path. 

Before he left, he made doubly certain that every trace of their travel on the road was carefully erased.

Felix pushed his horse hard but he had to constantly slow down or stop to be sure he was still on the right trail.  “I’m catching up; but, too slowly,” he had to admit.  Finally, nearing dark and fearing he’d lose their trail after the sun set, he found a place to pull off the narrow trail.  Hours before, he had determined that the Mage was leading the group on a long arc back around and toward Kingsreach.  “If I knew where they would approach Kingsreach, I could have beaten them there.  Too late now,” he tried to console himself.”

He tied both horses to trees on each side of the small clearing and began unloading the gear from both horses; packs, bags, bedrolls, clothes, weapons, and more.  Ignoring the grunting captive, he sorted everything out on the ground while the tiny fire he started began to burn and develop coals.  Felix was amazed at the amount of clothing and money brought by the runaway couple.

Dùghlas Grigal’s clothing was sized far too large for Felix to bother keeping.  He set all of that clothing aside for burning later that night.  Caitlin Gallagher’s pile of clothing was considerable and he put off deciding what to do with that problem.  He grinned as he laid out three bedrolls to make a single large bed beside the fire.  If he was surprised at the sheer amount of gear, he was very pleased when he added up all the money stolen from the Sheriff.  “They didn’t empty his safe,” he guessed, “but, they must have stolen the operating funds for the estate.  All together, three hundred Gold, one hundred twenty-five Silver, a couple hundred coppers, and the same in Bronzes.”  He paused to add up the value of his haul.  “That’s over three hundred and fifteen Gold, … nice.”

The stableboy set up the campfire irons over the coals and hung a pot full of water to boil for tea.  He grinned and turned to the most pleasant chore of the night.  The Lady was still tied across her saddle.

Lady Caitlin Gallagher, the Sheriff’s blonde 18-year-old wife was disoriented and felt dizzy from bouncing on her belly for hours and hours.   “I don’t know how I got here,” she’d thought as the horse varied its speed during the long day.  “We aren’t on the road,” she realized.  “Where am I being taken?”  She’d tried screaming into the gag and whoever had kidnapped her ignored the muffled complaints.  “Bastard!” she thought.  “Where is my lover?  This was supposed to be an escape from my brutish husband.”

When the horses finally stopped, she smelled the smoky start of a campfire and felt the removal of her packs and bedroll from her horse.  Her belly ached from being jostled about on the saddle and her bound wrists hurt from the too tight cords wrapped around them.  Blessedly, her ankles had the protection of her best pair of riding boots and a thick pair of woolen socks. 

“Hmmpf!” Lady Caitlin shouted as a hand rubbed her butt through her woolen dress and it wandered down to her knees.  “Hop!” she demanded.  Her captor ignored her complaints and raised the bottom hem of her long green dress up above her knees.  “He’s wrapping or unwrapping something around my knees.  Is he getting ready to pull me down.”  A moment later, she felt her ankles freed and then her boots were tugged off one by one.  “Hastard!” she shrieked and tried to kick her kidnapper when the hands reached up to tug down her thick, warm socks.  Her travel cloak was pulled off her body and she could finally look about.

“We’re deep in the woods someplace,” she observed in a panic.  “I can’t yet see the person behind me or the fire.”

Those same hands wrapped a thin cord around her ankles and she realized that she was now barefoot, doubly hobbled, and her hands still bound behind her back.  “He’s keeping me helpless,” she thought with terror.  “What’s to become of me?”

Despite her assessment that she was doubly hobbled, Felix untied the now unnecessary bondage cord around her knees.  It was only put in place as a precaution to help hold her on the horse.  It could be removed now that he was finished dealing with her boots and socks.

Strong arms pulled her off the horse and sat her down on her rump.  She glared up at the tall, lean black-haired commoner dressed in sturdy leathers.  Despite her critical examination of the man that was so different from her burly 6’6” lover, she had to admit that he moved with lithe cat-like grace.  The gag kept her from bothering to complain.

She glanced about and blanched at the sight of her lover’s clothing stacked on one side of the fire and her own clothing and gear on the other side.  She nearly fainted at the sight of three bedrolls piled atop each other for a bed that she was certain they would share.  Lady Caitlin pulled back in fear as he approached her and held a hand toward her face.

“I’m planning on removing that gag and it will stay off if you don’t start screaming.”  He held up a rigid, forearm-long rod with a leather hand loop at one end and a small folded section of leather on the opposite end.  “This is your riding crop Lady Caitlin Gallagher and I will use it unsparingly if you don’t follow a few simple rules.  You will not speak at all unless asked a question, … when answering my question, you will always address me as Master, … and, you will follow my every command.” he paused and added, “Do that and your ordeal will be survivable over the next few days.”

Lady Caitlin felt the popper end of her riding crop caress her cheek and then delve downward toward the deep ‘V’ of her dress.  He smirked at her as she flinched when the riding crop traced the exposed inner swell of her breasts.

“Size Ds at least?” he asked softly.

The blonde captive reluctantly nodded.

“Excellent.  They might be your best feature.  Now, are you ready to follow my three simple rules so we can get on with things and have a small trail meal together?”

Wanting to get rid of the foul gag, she nodded hesitantly once again.  She managed to not to pull away as his fingers fumbled with the buckle behind her head.  When his hands pulled the ends of the strap forward, and the nasty ball in her mouth was pulled out, she took a series of deep breaths.  When he stared at her, she whispered, “Thank you, ... Master.”

The stableboy grinned at the meek answer and then the subsequent silence of his captive.  “Your ankle hobble will remain, Lady Caitlin, and I advise you not to try and run away with those tender bare feet.  But when I untie your wrists I expect you to quietly and calmly stand up and remove all your clothes.”

“Bbut, I’m a Lady,” the blonde wife protested.  “Hiiieee!” she screamed when he swung her own riding crop to impact her left cheek with heavy impact.  She rolled onto her side, screaming in pain.  When the crop struck her ass,” she howled again in surprise and pain.  Only after a flurry of rapid strokes on her ass did she realize that her dress had been pulled up above her butt, exposing the dainty small clothes that she’d worn for her lover to remove at their camp that very night.

In the pain and disorientation of her beating, her mind somehow drifted to her earlier realization that she, a fine Lady, was totally and hopelessly addicted to the Head Groundskeeper’s fat cock and his domineering manner.  It was his suggestion that they run away to live in a home he inherited from his parents.

[image: ]Their tawdry affair started when he sensed her feeling of loneliness and despair at her husband’s inattention.  She felt neglected and unappreciated as she toiled with managing the complex daily matters of the estate. At that point she’d been married for a year and a half.  “There was no love, no passion in my marriage,” and she’d realized that she was trapped in a marriage without ever experiencing satisfaction or bliss during their infrequent couplings.

“He caught me staring at him as he worked without a shirt training a young pony to pull a cart.  His muscles rippled as he moved and glistened in the sun from his sweat.  Dùghlas has prematurely gray streaks through his hair but it only added to his handsome,  rugged, and masculine appeal.  Somehow, he correctly gauged my mood and loneliness while wandering the estate gardens.”  She remembered how he responded when he saw her look of grief and the tears streaming down her face.  “He was so assertive,” she moaned, “and without my permission, he possessively wrapped his arms around me in a strong embrace and began kissing my neck and exploring my body with his hands.”

“I resisted,” she told herself later while obediently sucking his monstrous cock back to life after her initial, virtual rape right there on the lawn.  “I don’t know how he did it while I fought back.  But, he gripped my wrists while he tore the top of my dress down around my arms, trapping them, and he had the bottom of my dress up around my waist and the head of his cock pushing aside my small clothes before I knew it.”  She sighed in fond remembrance, “He shoved his cock deep in my poor cunny and mauled my breasts while we rolled about among the garden’s flowers.”  She sighed and remembered how he forced her to let loose with the very first orgasm of her life; even amidst the pain of a forced coupling, … a rape.  “By the Gods!  His cock must be Gods-given it’s so large.  Since then, I’ve been his helpless slut these last four moons; fucking everywhere like animals in heat.”  

“I’ll do it,” she again repeated to Felix, “I’ll take off my clothes.”  Her tear-streaked face, red swollen eyes, and snot running down her chin presented a much sorrier sight than when he’d first spied her unconscious on the trail below her horse.  “Please, I’ll do anything you want.”

Felix grinned and loosed her hands.  He pulled her upright and sat back to watch the show as she very reluctantly began to unbutton her dress.  The sight of the tears streaming down her face brought his cock to full hardness.  He enjoyed the sight of her shiver of fear when he openly adjusted the position of his cock under his leather hunting pants.

[image: ]Felix took her clothes away and silently indicated she should sit down on her folded travel cloak.

With her ankles hobbled, sitting was awkward.  “At least he can’t get between my legs,” she thought with a tiny bit of naive relief.

Felix poured hot water into two ceramic mugs and offered one to Lady Caitlin.  He sat back and admired her naked form.  “So, Lady Caitlin Gallagher, did you know that your lover often told drunkenly lewd and detailed stories of your amazing lusts and your wild couplings.  He even recounted your initial rape and how you came to be his obedient submissive slut.  He did so while drinking in the Towering Tree Inn and Tavern’s public taproom?  Did you realize that every single patron that heard those tales has used your image in their heads while beating off or fucking their own wives and girlfriends?”

The Lady blanched white at being publicly exposed as a harlot and as a focus of lust for so many men.

Felix waved the crop with his free arm.  “I’d beat you for not answering those questions but I’m tired and thirsty and want to enjoy my tea.  Before you answer, did you know that it was well known that Dùghlas Grigal was in collusion with the biggest Whore Master in the region?  Did you know that by this time tonight, he would have already sold you to that very Whore Master?”  Felix nearly spent in his pants at the look of pure horror on the noblewoman’s face at the lies that he had just fabricated.  Enjoying her response, he continued with his lies.  “That very Whore Master would certainly transport you to one of his specialty auctions and offered to only the richest, most vile of customers?  Once discarded by your first buyer, you would be passed down from owner to owner until you were placed in the worst of whorehouses.”

Caitlin managed to set her mug down while she leaned over and violently spewed vomit to her side.

Felix watched without pity at the results of his made up, but possibly true, forecast of her fate with Dùghlas Grigal, the former Head Groundskeeper.  “He certainly spoke harshly of how easy it was to get her to spread her legs and how eager she became when he used her brutally,” he thought.  “Since he already held all her stolen money, the Groundskeeper would have profited a second time by selling her to the Whore Master.”

She wiped the back of her arm across her lips to remove any vomit that remained.  With as much dignity as possible, she sat up, unconsciously projecting her firm breasts and rigid nipples outward to his admiring eye.  “Mmaster, that may be true.  But, somehow I’m still naked and at the mercy of a scoundrel.”

“Drink your tea,” Felix said in a soft voice.  “It will soothe your throat from the bile.”

“It’s actually quite good, … Master,” she admitted after gulping deep swallows of the cooling tea.

“Yes,” Felix whispered back at the sight of her drooping eyes and the now relaxed posture.  He watched closely as the horse sedative kept in the stable began to have its effect.  “Poppy, Lotus, and Night-flower extract,” he whispered aloud to the nearly unconscious cheating whore.  “Poured into a cup of mead, beer, or tea it has knocked out more unsuspecting women than horses.   Dorian Innkeeper had no idea that I scouted prey for the very Whore Master that your lover dealt with.”  He laughed as she fell over to the side.

Caitlin was now deeply unconscious.  Felix dragged her to the stack of bedrolls where he positioned her body in preparation for being bound helplessly for the night.  First, he wrapped a slipknot around the base of one of her D+ breasts, tightened it, and then drew the long end of the thin cord to the opposite breast.  He continued to snuggly wrap the thin bondage cord ion an alternating fashion of breast to breast in a figure eight shape.

Once her breasts were secured, he pulled a two-finger-length section of wood from a pocket.  Deep grooves at the ends let slip knots of two more thin bondage cords settle tightly in place.  He pushed the wood cross-wise in her mouth and tugged the ends tightly behind her head before tying them together.  The improvised gag let her breath easier than the ball gag.  “I prefer the slutty bovine look of a woman in a ball gag,” he told himself.  “But, this looks similar to a bridle which is also a good bimbo pony-like look.”

Humming in enjoyment at working at his second-most favorite hobby, complex bondage of helpless women, he picked a leg and drew ankle to wrist and elbow to knee.  Like with her breast ties, each wrap of the bondage cord was precise and artful.  Moments later, he bound the other leg and arm together.  He rolled the woman to her back and her legs flopped open lewdly.

Almost ready for bed for the night, Felix first looked down at the junction of the woman’s widespread legs from her position on her back.  “Whores can’t do anything to stop being molested when tied like this,” he told himself with a smirk.  He stripped off his own clothing and knelt before the clearly exposed anal star and pussy of his unconscious captive.  Grinning wildly at his next steps, he stirred his shaving brush in the hot water poured in the hardened soap in his shaving mug.   He lathered up a good mix of shaving foam and brushed it throughly into her pubic hair. 

The stableboy couldn’t help but grin wildly at the undeniable sign of a collared slut that her bare pubic mound would present.  He carefully ran his straight razor through the thin blonde hairs.  After he wiped the foam and hair away to be certain not a single hair was left, he dragged the limp woman to position her back to his seating form. 

With more glee, he brushed her long blonde hair back into a single thick mass and made a tie around the loose ponytail just above the nape of her neck.  He used the deadly sharp edge of his small skinning knife to saw through the thick bundle of hair.  When he finished, the Lady now had hair shorn so short it could never cover the collar of a slave on bond servant.  “She’ll wail and weep at the clear sign that she’s been reduced from a respected lady to a mere Bond Slave.”

Almost finished, Felix drew out one of Dorian Innkeeper’s registered slave collars and he drew the stiff leather ornament around the neck of the Sheriff’s wife.  A tiny padlock secured the thick and wide collar around her neck.  He hid the key in a recess on the inside of his right boot.  Reducing a Free Woman to the realization she would never pass as a respected Lady again was his third most favorite hobby.

Instead of rolling the woman onto her back and raping her, Felix saved that event for in the morning when the woman woke and discovered her plight.  Reluctantly, he rolled her on her side atop the stack of bedrolls, climbed behind her to spoon against her back, and pulled both a blanket and her green travel cloak over them.  He sighed as one arm took possession of a now bulging and tight breast.  He was deeply asleep in minutes.

Something woke Felix and he listened carefully.  It was the middle of the night and the coals of the fire were burned down to a dull red glow.  “Quiet?” he wondered even as his free hand left its grip on a plump breast and reached down to his short sword.  Without moving and risking discovery that he was awake, he tried to pinpoint any signs of danger.  Finally, he softly sighed.  “Total silence could have meant danger,” he told himself, reassured that he could hear insects and bird sounds in the night.

[image: ]He also discovered that his cock was rock hard and nestled at the ‘V’ of the Lady’s sex between her closed legs.  “The slut is wet,” he thought after releasing the sword and sending that hands to caress her ass, discover her damp pussy, and her very tight asshole.  “I’m really looking forward to tapping that ass,” he thought with expectation.  That same hand ran over the swollen breasts of his captive.  “Uhh, they feel pretty hot and much larger.”  He realized he was risking destroying her best features so he fumbled about to loosen the bondage cord around her tits.

Now horny beyond belief, Felix dredged the head of his long skinny cock along the closed vaginal lips of the Lady.  Frustrated at how long it was taking to get the bitch’s cunt to fill with lubrication, Felix spit several times into the palm of his hand.  Carefully, he reached down and set his cock head into the spit pile.  Deciding that waiting to enjoy his new toy until dawn was a waste of good pussy, he pushed his cock against the woman’s labia he’d widely opened.

He sighed in happiness as he began to slowly achieve his most favorite thing in the world, fucking and breaking in new cunt.  “This is some really tight pussy,” he told himself as he sawed in and out of her twat.  Each stroke went a bit deeper in her pleasure cave and he grunted softly each time his too dry cock was halted.  Finally, her natural lubrication completely coated his cock and the long slender rod of slimy meat bottomed out.

He shivered in remembrance of how large the Groundskeepers fat cock had been when he pulled off his clothing before rolling the naked corpse under brush beside the road.  “By the Gods!  It’s a wonder how tight this gash is after the months’ worth of fucking he bragged about.” 

Exhausted, he was asleep even as the last satisfying spurt of male spend filled her womb.  His last thoughts of the night were of the discoveries Lady Caitlin Gallagher would face in the morning light.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Narrow Game Trails

Only an hour after leaving the inn on horseback, Sara slowed to a halt at a spot on the road that she recognized.  Flea pulled up beside her.  “We left a clear trail at the inn showing we went in the opposite direction from Kingsreach.  Is this the game trail you were talking about?”

“Yes.  After a good distance, it merges with a wider trail used by smugglers and thieves to bypass the inn and the Sheriff’s estate.  Go ahead with Maggot and follow the trail.  I’ll catch up but be sure you keep alert and your bows handy.  I’ll hide our tracks on the road.”

Soon the narrow winding trail merged into another wider buy seldom used trail that slowly curved back around in the direction of Kingsreach.  Finally, very late in the afternoon, the trail bypassed a rocky spur from an adjacent mountain.  “We’ll camp by the rocks,” she announced to the weary travelers.  “We have to go on foot leading our horses through the trees,” she added.  Sara hopped down with two sets of reins in hand and carefully led the way until she found a small clearing beside the rocky outcropping.  They were hundreds of paces off the dirt road they’d been following.

Sara temporarily tied each horse off to a rigging line that she set between two trees.

Flea used Aurora’s own wickedly sharp belt knife to cut a long branch off a nearby tree.  “Like this morning on the road, I’ll erase the marks where we left the trail and backtrack some as well,” she explained.

Maggot took an ax she’d stolen from the inn’s stables from her saddle and announced, “I’ll get firewood and start a fire for hot tea.  Then, I’ll decide what to cook from the kitchen supplies in my pack.”

Aurora was bone weary, saddle sore, and a bit grumpy when she was pulled off her horse. 

Sara approached her and tugged her toward the nearest tree.  She threw a rope overhead to flip over a branch two body heights above.  Without explanation to her, Mage Greenwilt had no choice but to watch helplessly as her arms were raised high over her head.  Sara tied off the rope and immediately began to fumble at the buttons on Greenwilt’s outer vest.

“Stop!” she demanded with irritation.  “This isn’t the place for fun and games!”

Crossly, Sara stepped away and opened the pack the Mage last saw in her room.  “No!” she tried, “you don’t need anything from that bag.”

“Hmmmph!” was the Mage’s next comment as the ball of the gag used on her the previous night was once again jammed deep into her mouth.  She grunted in dismay at the foul taste and then as the retaining strap around her head was buckled in place.   Sara then pulled out one of the thick leather Bond Servant Collars emblazoned with ‘Towering Tree Inn and Tavern’ on a brass tag and buckled it around her neck.

Horrified, the Mage screamed, “Hoo!  Hop!” into the gag.  Her muffled cries of “No!” and “Stop,” were ignored.

Sara ignored the Mage’s cries of complaint and fruitless wriggling to get free. 

“Stop or I’ll pull out the whip,” Sara hissed.  “The clothes you wore this morning are not appropriate for our traveling story.  A collared bond servant doesn’t wear such fine clothing.”  With a gentle slap on Lady Aurora’s cheek, she quickly began to unbutton the Lady’s clothing.  The vest and under blouse were left gaping widely open against her shoulders and her long wool skirt was untied and pulled down to her slippered feet.  Sara knelt down and removed both skirt and slippers.  While carefully folding the clothing, she explained, “While traveling our story is that you’ve enlisted our help in escaping from massive debt and from your abusive husband.  You freed us from Dorian so we could help you get away.”  She paused and caressed a plump exposed breast.

Mage Greenwilt moaned in anger and tried to pull away as the hand gently played with each of her breasts.  Her arms bound overhead left her defenseless against the former Maid’s sensual explorations.

Sara grinned maliciously at the woman she knew as Lady Aurora and softly pinched each of her aching nipples.  “As part of the bargain to keep you safe from your husband’s trackers, you entrusted us with all your funds and agreed to serve as our bond servant for some time when we finally reach safety.  Then, the story is we return you to your sister to pay off your bond debt.” 

“To be sure you keep your part of the bargain,” Sara continued, “as we travel, you’ll remain naked, bound, and gagged save for a travel cloak to preserve your modesty in front of anyone we might encounter.”  She paused and ran a hand down to Mage Greenwilt’s belly and then possessed her pubic mound.  “If you cause trouble with anyone we meet, it won’t end well for you.  Naked, wearing the private registered collar of a nearby inn, and without a single Bronze to your name, … well, … you can imagine how it would look to a Sheriff or Magistrate.”

Flea returned to the camp at that moment.  “All signs on the trail are gone for hundreds of paces before we left for the camp.”  She stopped to stare at Lady Aurora’s hanging body.  “By the Gods, she’s a pretty bitch!  We’d make plenty of coin selling her to a Whore Master,” she muttered with greed.

“Forget it!” Sara hissed.  “We’re already sharing enough of her coin for each of us to live the life of a true Lady for life.  Who could imagine such wealth as the naive wench held in her purses.  Ten Diamonds plus all that Gold and Silver!”

She locked eyes with her friend, Flea, and added, “We three will take three of the Diamonds each and one-fourth of the coins.  Do you understand!”

Flea nodded reluctantly but still thought of the extra Gold they could earn either selling or pimping out the beautiful blonde.

“I’ve got something to do,” she said conspiratorially with Flea.  “While I’m gone, use that branch to convince Lady Aurora that we are serious about our plan.”  Wordlessly, Sara grabbed both packs and left the camp.

Aurora sighed.  “She’s going to hide my money for the night.  These sluts surely decided to use me for their own benefit.”  Motion beside her drew her attention away from those thoughts and she watched in disbelief at the sight of Flea using her own knife to expertly cut off all the branchings from the stout branch she’d used to erase their tracks.  At the end, Flea discarded the thickest portion of the branch and only kept the last six feet of the thinnest portion.

Flea moved to inches from the bound and gagged woman.  “Do you understand our plan?  Do you agree to play the part of a wife leaving a bad marriage and a deeply indebted husband, who hired three common whores as escorts?  That your sister only sent you the funds in return for a vow to serve as her housemaid for ten years after your service to us ends?  That you used your own body as a final enticement to us to assume this dangerous mission?”

Apprentice Mage Greenwilt, struggled to comprehend the tale that Flea was demanding her agreement to follow.  She didn’t quickly enough nod or attempt to voice a pledge to follow their plan.

The former tavern wench had no patience for spoiled bitches and she stepped back to gauge the distance between them.  After a single soft practice swing to gauge the distance between them, Flea slashed quickly in a horizontal move. 

“Haieee!” Aurora screamed as the stroke left a welt from hip to hip. 

The next slash was also horizontal and the supple branch stroked across the center of each breast.  “Hep!  Hop!  Haieee!” she screamed.  Aurora’s struggles caused her to spin slowly around.  The switch caught her again and again.  Aurora’s breasts, belly, back, ass, and upper legs took blow after blow.

When Flea finally stopped, she stepped behind the naked Lady and began to caress her generous tits, enjoying the heat raised on the soft flesh from the whipping. 

Between sobbing, snot, and tears, Aurora moaned as the gentle caresses soothed the painful throbbing in the welts.  “Hmmm!” she moaned into the gag.  She stiffened in anger when she made the connection between Flea beating her and now trying to sooth her.  “Hitch!” she spit into the gag.

Flea giggled at the woman’s responsiveness after a harsh but short whipping and sent a hand down to explore between her legs.  Her fingertips twirled the silky blonde pubic hairs and muttered, “This will have to go.”  Inwardly she was jealous with the Lady’s long blonde hair and didn’t voice that she hoped to be allowed to cut that back to a proper mid-neck length for a bond servant or slave.

Blessedly for Lady Aurora, she didn’t hear that her pubic hair was at risk to keep her in the character of a bond servant and she never considered that they might target the hair on her head. 

Leaning down a bit, Flea managed to get both hands between the woman’s legs and she started to explore inside the cunt with one hand and tease and tug on the clit with the other.  Aurora quickly began to moan and thrash about and her sex began to produce prodigious amounts of lube.  Flea shifted her body to Aurora’s front and she knelt down with her head at the right height to pop the swollen clit between her lips. 

Despite her anger at being taken advantage of, not to mention the horrid whipping, Aurora wriggled her ass to maximize the pleasure that Flea’s fingers were bringing her.  Aurora was still in the throes of a massive orgasm when her body was released from its hanging position and guided down to a bedroll spread over the hard ground.

Finished drawing out an orgasm from the woman she’d just molested, Flea released the rope holding Aurora’s hands overhead and the moaning Mage collapsed to the ground.  Flea untied her wrists, pulled her blouse and vest off, retied her hands and re-secured them at her belly, and finally, in the only charity of the day wrapped Aurora’s own travel cloak from her shoulders after setting her down on the ground beside an old firepit.

Mage Greenwilt curled up and moaned in pain.  “Mage Bluefrost insisted that I stop using my hands and fingers as a crutch for forming my Magic.  I always found some excuse to do something else.”  Bound with her hands out of sight under the cloak, she pondered her next step to be able to stop this madness.  “Just the three girls, nobody else anywhere nearby,” she sighed in relief after focusing a minor sensing of the area.  Then, she tried what Mage Bluefrost had so often demanded.  “She judged that I relied far too heavily on my hands and fingers to form Magic from my Mana and insisted that one day I’d find myself helpless to react in time to an attack if I couldn’t see my target or form the magic in my hands instead of in my mind.”  She struggled to focus the elusive Mana without using her fingers.  “Combat trained Mages do this all the time,” she complained.  She continued to practice surreptitiously through their meagre dinner and into the darkness of night until she fell asleep from mental and physical exhaustion.


Chapter 9:  Complications

Realm of Jarion, Continent of Alabar, The Walled Keep of Watcher's Guard, Present Day

Mage Bluefrost paused before crossing to another world.  “Has the Portal been discovered since that idiot Greenwilt opened it?” was her thought.  “Or, is it still too far from any of their Mage Slaves to detect it?”

Opening the Portal had proven simple, even after she had left it alone and unopened for more than a decade.  She took a deep breath and prepared herself before leaving Watcher’s Guard and stepping through the glowing opening with knowledge that her large Mana pool would easily pay the price for her first transit.  She stepped tentatively forward and was momentarily distracted on her first step into the other realm by the unexpected sensing of her precious Portal Ring right down below at her feet.  She leaned down to grab it at the same time Kitten launched a fast-moving series of head-sized fireballs from her position to Bluefrost’s right side.  Even in her vulnerable moment, the Master Mage’s enchanted shield easily diverted the fireballs harmlessly to the side.   She smirked at the ease of deflecting this threat from a younger Mage that clearly showed no signs of combat experience.  Almost without thought, her hands sparked as offensive Lightning Magic formed.  “I’ll put this bitch down!” was her thought to eliminate the threat from the ambusher with Magic talent.

However, from his position on her left side, Tan San released his arrow with a Rune of Nullification on the arrowhead and on a short cylinder on the rear of the arrow’s shaft.  That first Rune imbued the sharp, armor-piercing arrowhead with the ability to defeat any Magical defense.  The longbow hurled the enchanted arrow through the Master Mage’s Magical shield as if it didn’t exit.  His skill at the bow had predicted her reaction to Kitten’s fireballs and he had smoothly moved the arrow’s initial aim point from her sternum, which would have surely killed her, to her shoulder.  His task was to capture rather than kill if at all possible.  At such a short range, the powerful bow sent the enchanted tip entirely through her shoulder leaving behind the  slender metal cylinder that had been wrapped around the rear of the shaft and contained the fragile enchanted metal fletchings that stabilized the arrow in flight.  The arrow itself slammed into her shoulder in a brutal impact. The shaft continued through the massive wound and her flesh yanked out the tiny fragile slivers of steel beside the heavier rear fletchings.  The short cylinder and fragile slivers were left deeply buried and locked into the flesh around the wound.  Everything left behind after the arrowhead and the wooden shaft continued in flight was enchanted with Nullification Magic and Runes.

Seeing the foreign Mage begin to sag from the shock of the heavy hunting arrow’s brutal impact, and knowing that the Rune of Nullification was already draining her Mana, Sir Bofori lunged forward confidently and swung the broad side of his sword in a powerful blow to the beautiful Mage’s head.  A weak reflexive burst of lightening and pressurized air from Bluefrost’s expired spell launched Sir Bofori backward just as the flat of his sword made contact with the Master Mage’s skull. An instant before his back impacted a tree, he shouted, “Seek!” and his left hand flung the Enchanted Slave Collar at the enemy Mage.

The King’s two gifts, the Arrow of Nullification and the powerful and costly collar, likely saved their lives against the powerful foreign Master Mage.  Lovingly crafted and enchanted over thousands of hours by his Slave Queen’s Mage Slaves, the collar with four Runes etched on the inside (Runes of Seeking, Self-latching & Activation, Submission, and Control) worked flawlessly as designed.

The collar flew with Magically augmented speed straight to the Master Mage’s neck.  It executed its mission flawlessly; it had properly Sought the source of Magic, spun around her neck, Self-latched, and Activated the collar with its Submission and Control Magic.

However, the near simultaneous impact of the sword’s blunted edge striking her head and the heavy collar hitting her neck were enough to throw Mage Bluefrost back through the Portal.  Already prepared for a quick exit in case she had to flee danger, her fingers twitched and released the Magic to collapse the Portal.

Gasping with pain from the arrow and disoriented from the Mana Burn of the Rune of Nullification, Mage Bluefrost landed on her back.  Even with her mind befuddled with dangerous brain trauma, she still felt the brutal link to a new Master snap into place and begin to imprint her brain.  She was already unconscious and weeping blood from her head and shoulder wounds when the inter-dimensional Portal collapsed and the Magic link to a new Master began to fade and slowly disappear.

In the short instants before the link was lost, the collar invested enough of its slave’s Mana to trigger her healing Magic, preserving the life of the new Mage Slave even as she fell unconscious.  The collar, with its innovative programming of Rune Magic, also felt the new Master’s desires and ideals for his slave in the instant it activated.  Thus, before the link died and the collar became inactivated due to loss of the Master now separated in another dimension, the long shining beautiful hair of the brunette Magically began to fade and to shrink down to a point two finger-widths below her ear and a faint black tracery of two linked circles appeared on her right cheek.  Unknown to her at the moment, her prized vertical strip of pubic hair had already disappeared, leaving her vulva completely hairless. 

High Mage Bluefrost, a highly placed and second-most powerful Mage on Jarion’s Council of Mages and Wizards, was now collared and marked as a Mage Slave from another realm.  In the Realm of Ivarren, King Ordimir’s Witchfinder, his slave Kitten, and the Hunter screamed in frustration at the foreign Magic User’s escape as the Portal disappeared.

Unknown to Sir Thomas Bofori, the collar had only need an instant to engrave a full description of his form on Mage Bluefrost’s brain.  Were they ever to meet, Bluefrost would immediately recognize and lust after her temporary captor with every part of her body, brain, and soul.

Also, unfortunately for Bluefrost, the short connection between the nearly sentient collar, the Master who hurled it, and the slave that wore the collar was long enough for the prejudices of Sir Thomas Bofori to transfer to the collar.  The Witchfinder felt deeply that his Mage Slaves should be young, blonde, and cuddly with voluptuous curves, and with overly large tits.  The collar had already initiated those changes to slowly take place backed by the full power held in the Four-Rune-Four-Stones Slave Collar.

Realm of Jarion, Aftermath of the Battle at Watcher's Guard, Present Day

After the intense but brief battle, Sir Bofori and Kitten wearily moved away a few hundred paces to set up a proper camp in an oversight position of the closed Portal’s location.  Hunter San Tan headed back on foot alone to get Bunni who would need days of rest to recover enough to open a return Gateway to Kingsreach.  Because of the risk of ambush, nobody from Kingsreach would attempt to open a Gateway to anywhere close to their location until they received a status report.

Later, well after dawn’s sun rose above the treetops, Sir Bofori and San Tan sat beside a small fire drinking coffee.  The two female slaves were curled up nearby under a half shelter tent.  They had bonded deeply enough that once naked and under a blanket, their loving caresses and kisses fueled their lust to the point their moans of satisfaction and soft cries of fulfillment almost brought their weary Masters to their bed.  Instead, each of the two males merely grinned at their enjoyment.  San Tan spoke up after the loudest cry yet, “How did we get so lucky, old friend?  Not many in the King’s service get permanently assigned full-time Mages for combat and bedding.”

Sir Bofori nodded in agreement.  “Remember, there was a lot of sacrifice involved for the honor of receiving our personal Mage slaves.”  He paused and reflected on their current position.  “If we are lucky, we should be able to enjoy them here for a bit.  Then, the King will certainly want a permanent presence here from now on,” Sir Bofori ventured, “and until that gets organized, we are it.”

“Yes,” the Hunter replied, “with that powerful Lady Mage on the other end of the Portal it will need at least a team of three skilled and seasoned Witchfinders and three collared slaves with strong offensive Magic skills to prepare better defenses.  Also, the team will need at least one Hunter and their slaves with strong Gateway skills to keep the King informed.” 

“There is no doubt we need to figure out how to capture or kill that Lady Mage.  She is powerful and a real threat to our kingdom,” the Knight added.  “I’ve never encountered such a powerful foe.  Without our Queen’s gift of your arrow, she would certainly have bested all of us.  I’ve never seen anything that could so easily blunt attacks from my Mage Slave Princess Evangeline Lumar.”

“Ahh, Kitten has indeed captured your heart, my friend.”

“Aye,” Bofori answered with a grin.  “There’s not much more satisfying than having two Mage Slave sluts wearing our Collars of Control to enjoy any imaginable sexual act.  I bless our King and Slave Queen every day for the gift of Kitten and a collar for my slutty Kat.”

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Towering Tree Inn and Tavern, Present Day

Still curled in sleep with both her bed partners, Apprentice Mage Greenwilt, Aurora, was unaware that the Portal had briefly reopened and then closed.  Nor did Aurora realize that the Mana storage ring had been found and returned to Watcher's Guard.  Missing the years of training that would have developed her Magic and her Mana, the young Apprentice Mage was now trapped in her otherworldly quest for adventure and riches and at the mercy of a trio of conniving ex-Bond Servants.  Her Magic skills were simply too rudimentary to detect a Portal, let alone have enough strength to reopen the Portal home.


Chapter 10:  Preparing for a New Reality
Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Onward to Kingsreach, Present Day
The next morning, Apprentice Mage Greenwilt was rudely roused from her sleep.  Still curled under the warmth and protection of the cloak with her wrists somewhat comfortably tied at her belly, she watched helplessly as Flea and Maggot searched through her packed clothing and then redressed in her expensive, warm, and elegant outfits.  Sara simply unfolded the clothes she had stripped off Lady Aurora and donned that outfit.  She held up the shapeless and drab gray maid’s shift that she had worn the day before, during their escape from the Towering Tree Inn and Tavern, and taunted the Lady, “When we finally let you dress after our escape, this will be your outfit until we reach the safety of a new home.”
As she adjusted her heavy breasts in the blouse, Sara added in a hissed reminder, “You will be on your most obedient behavior today, … don’t cause any troubles, … unless you want an even harsher punishment from Flea.  She harbors much hatred against nobles such as yourself.  She’s seen cruel mistreatment against common folk forced to attempt survival in activities that harmed no one but were deemed illegal by the nobles and rich bastards.”
Sara tightened the laces of the vest taken from Aurora, providing lift and comfort for her overly large breasts.  She checked the remaining pile of clothing and threw it all into the campfire.  Each woman in the trio wanted the Bond Slave portion of their lives firmly in the past.
The second travel day was much the same as the first except that the group remained on narrow forest trails without finding or using any real roads.  They didn’t want anyone to be able to track them from the main road and progressed through the primitive trails on a long passage toward the backside of Kingsreach.
Near dusk, the weary group stopped, moved off the trail through the forest to make their second hidden campsite of the journey.  There, they repeated the chores necessary to protect their location and to setup a small campsite.
It was nearly dark, a pot of coffee was just starting to boil over the campfire, and their pot of stew had been simmering for over an hour. Despite their speed of travel during the day, periodically one of the three girls would whoop at the sight of something and head off into the forest. In every case, they found and harvested some sort of tubers, fresh greens, mushrooms, or other bounty from nature.  Also, before they left camp that morning, they had retrieved two rabbits caught in snares left out overnight.  Almost everything went into the night’s stew pot.
Left blessedly unmolested during the day and now at the campsite, Aurora was resting against her saddle.  She was still naked under her traveling cloak with her hands tied at her belly.
A loud, “Hello, the camp,” from a deep male voice broke the evening’s silence and all four women jerked in surprised reaction.
“I’ve no plan for mischief!” the voice added loudly.  “It’s only a Sheriff coming in for a talk.”  A few moments later, they heard the crackling of branches as a horse broke free of the woods and stepped onto the narrow game trail that they’d followed off the main trail.  A burly man in boiled leather armor and a nocked and drawn arrow held in his hands followed and he stopped at the edge of their clearing.  The horse followed obediently without a touch by its owner.  The horse’s reins were draped over the saddle.
The three girls had jumped up and stood between the approaching stranger and Aurora who was unable to form any defensive Magic to defend the camp.  Flea stepped to the forefront and held her bow drawn with an arrow ready to loose.  Maggot held Aurora’s long belt knife threateningly with the point toward the man’s voice.
[image: ]Aurora was sitting cross-legged naked and barefoot under her travel cloak.  Her wrists were still bound at her belly but the gag had been removed for the dinner meal.
“Ladies,” the man said as he quickly appraised the camp and the sight of three women wearing fine expensive clothing but with all the obvious signs of having recently being bond servants.  “Three have hair that is shorn too short for a Free Woman although none are wearing collars except for the woman sitting with a cloak covering her body,” he told himself.  “Best you drop that bow,” he commanded to Flea.  “I mean none of you harm.”
Flea quickly looked to her friends and then reluctantly aimed the bow downward and released the draw on the bowstring.  She bent down to set bow and arrow on the ground before her.
Sheriff Gallagher then waved the aim of his bow from woman to woman and commanded, “How about everyone drop their belt knives and that ax beside the bow and then step back a couple of steps and very slowly sit down with your hands on your laps.  Maybe then we can have a calm conversation so I can figure out what’s going on with the four of you women out here alone in a very dangerous forest.”
When the women complied, he carefully set down his longbow.  In a deliberate move before he announced his presence, he had drawn his sword a few inches from the scabbard to be sure it wouldn’t stick in a quick draw.  Looking very alert, and obviously ready to draw his sword if necessary, he added in a firm tone, “Now, maybe you can tell me what is going on here?”
At the lack of an answer, he looked quickly to the long-haired blonde woman wearing a thick leather bond collar and he remained prepared for a quick and dirty fight if she was some sort of illegal prisoner.  “Again, I remind you to not move and to keep your hands on your laps.  Now, who’s in charge here?”
The instant that a man’s voice called out from the forest made gloomy with the approach of sundown, the young apprentice wriggled her tied wrists resting on her belly.  “They’re loose,” she told herself with satisfaction.”  She’d spent the last few hours trying to gently sense the wraps of bondage cord around her wrists.  The task was harder because her wrists were hidden from her sight under the closed cloak.  Finally, unused to such passive use of her Magic without her hands free and visually confirming her target, the knots loosened and now she could free her hands from the bondage cord.  “Do I have enough Mana for a distraction so I can steal his horse and escape,” she asked herself.  Her Mana pool still felt nearly empty.
Just as Aurora was satisfied that she was prepped to react, Sara spoke up with their carefully prepared story, “The three of us were originally bond servants for Lady Aurora’s family and we’ve known her for years.”  She nodded toward Aurora when she mentioned her name.  “Then, two years ago, she was sent away to an arranged marriage with an older wealthy man with a good reputation.  We went with her to manage her household.”
Sara paused and Stephan Gallagher nodded to proceed.  She took a deep breath as if she were recounting some horrible events.  “We quickly found out the private truth.  Not only did he have a string of costly mistresses, he was addicted to gambling, … and, he was a very unlucky and bad gambler.  He ran through Lady Aurora’s dowry, the estate livestock, any expensive household items, and finally sold our bonds to a tavern keeper.  That explains where we got the collar that’s on her neck.”
Sara looked to her friends who nodded to confirm the story so far.  “Anyway,” she continued, “the King’s Debtsman was eventually called and a judgement of three thousand Gold was made jointly against the husband and Lady Aurora.  The husband had no chance of getting a loan so he was immediately put into a Bond Servant’s Collar snd placed at auction.  The Gods know where he ended up and we wish him the worst.”
Her voice had risen during this last bit and it was clear to the Sheriff that they hated the man and what happened to result in their enslavement.  Fake tears ran down down her cheeks.
Flea took up the story, “The good news is that Lady Aurora had a sister with a husband.  The two of them agreed to pay her share of the judgement, fifteen hundred Gold, and generously sent her extra monies that she used to pay off our bonds to the tavern keeper.  We were tasked with traveling with Lady Aurora to meet her sister’s agent in Kingsreach.”
“That doesn’t explain the scene before me,” the Sheriff responded in a tense tone.
Sara picked up the story.  “Esteemed Sheriff, in my pack are the documents showing where Lady Aurora paid off our bonds to the innkeeper and the subsequently prepared documents granting us our freedom.  Our old collars are intact and each has the unique key linked to each collar.  The tavern keeper signed off on the first set selling us to Lady Aurora of Watcher’s Guard and then she signed the documents granting us our freedom.  All we need is for a Sheriff, Magistrate, or Bank Manager to notarize and file a copy of the documents.”
“Get them out, slowly, the Sheriff Gallagher answered.  “I also want to see the keys and collars that were removed from each of you.  The collar serial numbers should match those on the documents.”
He looked over the first set of documents to confirm that Dorian Innkeeper had indeed validated the sales and he also carefully matched the serial numbers on the collars to the ones in the documents.  “Which one of you is Maggot?”
Maggot raised her hand and softly added, “That foul name was given me by the Lady’s husband when I refused to prepared spoiled and maggot-infested meat for their field slaves.  Now that I’m free, and with funds shared by Lady Aurora, … I prefer to be called Lady Brianna.”
The Sheriff grunted.  “I judge that a Lady’s title is presumptuous at this point.  You’ll need a healthy amount of Gold to buy even a lowly noble patent.  Anyway, who are Flea and Sara?”
Each woman raised their hand in turn and he confirmed that the last two collars he was presented were from their necks.  “So, let me guess.  The sister wanted Lady Aurora to bring you three to her household as Bond Slaves?”
Maggot interjected with a shrug of her shoulders, “Not really.  The sister’s intent when purchasing Lady Aurora’s bond was to force from her a vow to return home with the three of us and to offer herself as a 20-year Bond Slave to the sister and her estate.  Otherwise, Lady Aurora would to be sold at auction at Kingsreach and purchased by a Whore Master the sister knew and she would spend the remainder of her life in his service.”
The Sheriff growled at the actions of the fictional noble sister and her husband.  He turned to Lady Aurora and asked the group, “Has she drafted and signed her Notice of Self-Enslavement paperwork to the sister?”
“Yes, Sheriff,” Sara asked with a hidden smile.  Her plan was working perfectly.  “There are actually two sets of notices.  The first obligates her service to us from the point we agreed to escort her home and for a specific period until she is safely in the hands of an agent designated by her sister.  The second set is her promise of Self-Enslavement for twenty years to her sister or to return the bond of fifteen hundred Gold and the one thousand Gold.  As I just mentioned, there is a proviso that she can pay off the monies to her sister so that the Self-Enslavement promise becomes null.”
Sheriff Stephan Gallagher grunted at the large advance of Gold to get Lady Aurora wearing a collar in her sister’s home.  “Revenge isn’t always cheap,” he thought.  He quickly reviewed the last two sets of paperwork, nodded grimly, and looked to Lady Aurora who was looking uncomfortable.  “Is their story true, Lady Aurora?”
With no choice other than to reveal her Magic and somehow escape from the Sheriff and the three women who had so skillfully taken advantage of her vulnerable situation as a rich noblewoman traveling alone, … she reluctantly nodded.  Weary with always being one step behind the devious servants, she also sighed in resignation at having to live with Sara’s well thought out plan of escape from the inn that was completely paid for at her expense and with a temporary loss of status.
“Not good enough, Lady,” the Sheriff growled.  “Is the story true and did you willingly sign these two Notices of Self-Enslavement as a Bond Slave?”
Aurora gulped and added softly, “Yes, Sir Sheriff.  The bad news that my dear friend Sara just referred to is that my sister did threaten to arrange for a Whore Master she knew to buy my bond at public auction.  As Lady Sara just mentioned, in order to keep that from happening, I had to pledge my service to my sister for the fifteen hundred Gold in my bond and the one thousand Gold in traveling funds.  To ensure I made it home and satisfied my vow, I also had to place myself in bond to the three Ladies.”  She paused and then added a new twist, “I do have pre-marriage funds hidden not far from Kingsreach that I can use to pay off the bond.  The Magistrate that filed against my husband and I didn’t want to give me a chance to get the funds.”
Sara, Flea, and Maggot smiled at Lady Aurora raising their status to Ladies.
“So, you four are not vagrants without funds?” the Sheriff observed in a flat tone.
Sara, Flea, and Maggot signaled that they had funds.  Sara added, “We are holding all of Lady Aurora’s funds until we can meet her sister’s agent.”
“We’ll double check that before I leave,” he responded in a more pleasant tone.
“The sister’s husband is a dishonorable leach and his wife, the older sister, is little better,” Sara offered.  “She’ll be collared and unwillingly in his bed the very day she arrives and for that reason, the Lady freed us from our collars and his clutches.  Despite his family’s riches, he can’t get away with raping free women.”  She paused and looked to Aurora.  “When we get to Kingsreach, we’ll help her look for her hidden funds to pay off the sister’s agent.  Until then, she’ll be restrained but not yet have her hair cut as a bond servant or slave.”
Aurora squirmed at what would have happened to her if the false story were true.
The Sheriff took the squirming to mean that Lady Aurora was uncomfortable.  He picked up the small pack he dropped before he set down his bow.  “Ladies,” he spoke briskly, “I’m going to inspect the Lady’s bondage and make sure that you’ve not accidentally harmed your new servant with ties too tight.”
“We had to sign a vow to return Lady Aurora to Kingsreach and to ensure she couldn’t escape from her vow,” Sara interjected, “that’s why we’ve kept her naked and put her in a Bond Servant’s Collar.  With her wrists also bound, escape is almost impossible.”
Aurora initially stiffened as the Sheriff gently drew the cloak over her shoulder, exposing her naked torso to his eyes. 
A quick in-drawing of breath and his eyes closely examining every inch of her lush breasts and stiff nipples was his only obvious reaction.  “By the Gods,” he swore mentally, “she’s a blonde with mesmerizing green eyes, big white jiggly D+ breasts and a narrow waist.”  Inwardly, he judged her fleshy ass worthy of both a whipping or a spanking and of potentially being well used by his big, hard cock.  Immediately his cock swelled, twitched, and flexed in agreement.
Aurora was having a hard time holding onto the near impossible dream of remaining in her preferred mental space as Mage Greenwilt or even Lady Aurora as she saw the wide eyes of the Sheriff run over what her few lovers universally thought of as her best charms, … her big soft D+ breasts.
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Lady Aurora’s relief ended abruptly when something snapped around her wrist in obvious replacement to the bondage cord.  Her belly instantly felt nauseous as the small pool of Mana that she’d regained over the last days disappeared instantly.  Her Magical connection to her chance for a Magically aided escape was suddenly gone.  She slumped, drained of emotion and energy, and was only held up by the Sheriff’s grip on her shoulder. 
“Easy Miss.” He said softly.  “I’ll make sure you get a full belly this evening,” mistaking her slumping as a sign of her hunger and low energy.  He felt her stomach roil and her attempt to keep from vomiting and took it as confirmation of poor treatment and lack of food.
“Ladies, these cuffs will be far more comfortable on the former Lady than that cord you used.  Notice that I called her former Lady.  She had best get used to a drastic change in status.  So, … you all had best treat her as a bond servant until she either finds her money or you give her over to her sister’s agent.”
The three girls nodded.  Each was grinning at the Sheriff’s recommendation that they continue to treat Lady Aurora as a collared bond servant.  All three had throughly enjoyed the night at the inn when they made the rich noble woman into their submissive sex toy.
“Those are weird cuffs,” Sara observed with real interest.  “Where is the chain that should be connected between them?”
The Sheriff grinned.  “I have to carry a wide assortment of gear while out on patrol.  I have several Two-Rune Collars and even several Two-Rune sets of Cuffs; all for holding a Mage, Wizard, or Witch.  Plus, I have to pack regular iron and steel cuffs and collars to deal with regular prisoners.  This particular set of cuffs are ancient and were a good bargain so I bought six sets of them and they work on any kind of prisoner.”
“I don’t understand,” Sara added.
Aurora tried every trick of mental focus and concentration in thought to sense the Cuffs of Nullification or determine how they blocked her access to her Mana.  “Nothing,” she groaned.  “I’m totally blocked.  It’s as if I never had any Mana.  This has gone from bad to worse.  Does he know that I’m a Mage?  Mage Bluefrost didn’t put much information in her journal about enslavement Artifacts other than they are highly advanced here in Ivarren.”
“These cuffs were very reasonable in price, so I carry them to use with both Magic and non-Magic prisoners and that saves me room and weight in my pack.  Each of the individual cuffs has a single Rune of Nullification, a small block of Black Obsidian, and a unique latch.  Even without a chain, Magic Users are still blocked from using their Magic.  To better secure Magic and non-Magic users, any length of chain can be fed through a slot on each Cuff.  Here, watch as I wrap this chain around her waist and slip the ends through the Cuff slots.  Now, this pin locks the chain link in place and the Cuff’s release mechanism is also blocked.  When everything is properly snug and her wrists held at her hips, I can put a keyed lock on the free ends at her belly.  To remove the pin takes two hands and when removed, only lets the cuffs ‘float’ about on the chain.  There, … now her Cuffs are latched shut, the chain has been fed through the slide section on the cuffs, the chain is now wrapped snuggly around her belly, the pins are holding the cuffs at her hips, and the chain is padlocked at her belly.  And, … your prisoner is now much more comfortable and far more secure.”
Aurora slumped back against her saddle, defeated.  “Naked, barefoot, a Bond Servant Collar wrapped around my throat, my wrists in ancient Cuffs of Nullification, and my hands snuggly chained at my hips.  What more could go wrong to make this even worse?”
The Sheriff sat down on an old tree stump near the fire and looked over the group of women again.  “See the rough black look on the surface of each Cuff, like it was hand crafted from black iron by a blacksmith not wanting to waste time or talent on something for criminals.  Well, these are among the very first Artifacts made by our Slave Queen,  ... made well before she was captured and properly collared.”
In the silence that followed mention of the monster known as the Slave Queen, Sara softly offered, “It’s late, Sir Sheriff.  Will you share our rabbit stew and lay out your bedroll here by the fire for the night?”
The Sheriff looked longingly to the pot which was the source of such wondrous odors.  “Yes, I’d be grateful,” he responded with a nod, “but first, before we lose all the light, I’ll examine the documents where the Lady paid off your bonds, the documents where she granted you freedom, and her own Notices of Self-Enslavement with the escape clause for repayment of the debt.
Sara, Flea, and Maggot watched with barely controlled glee as the Sheriff pulled a large rectangular box from his horse, swung out four short legs, opened the top, and locked its short legs in place.  He pulled out his notary seal and an ink pad before shutting the top of the field desk.  He read each document carefully, made notes about the documents, and finally, stamped each with his notary seal.  “Free!” each former tavern slut thought internally with happiness and mirth at the easy way they achieved freedom at the full expense of Lady Aurora.  “Thank you, Sir Sheriff,” they exclaimed in near simultaneous excitement along with kisses and hugs.  The Sheriff was flustered by the women’s attention and he had to surreptitiously move his swelling member to a more comfortable position.  He hadn’t seen his Lady Wife in some days and even longer for access to his enslaved Hedge Witch’s charms.
“What about the Lady?” Sara asked mischievously while he was separating the forms into a stack for them to keep and a set to file with a Magistrate.  She pointed to the two sets of remaining copies that were her Statements of Self-Enslavement.
“Of course,” he said with a grin, “I’d be honored.  Remember, once I sign these, she is no longer a Lady and should be treated only as a bond servant.  I’ll only allow her to keep her long hair and pubic hair based on your request to allow her time to redeem the 2,500 Silver.  Shaving will be mandatory if you end up turning her over to the sister’s agent.”
A few moments later, Aurora was legally a Bond Slave in service to the three tavern workers.  She felt the Sheriff remove the leather inn’s Bond Servant Collar from her neck that he replaced with a simple steel collar.  He secured it in place at the nape of her neck with a tiny lock.  He handed the key to Sara who took it with a grin.
“So, Sheriff, we are now fully responsible for getting household Bond Servant Aurora to her new owners?”
“Yes, of course.  You have vows to keep.”
Flea glared over at Sara who nodded her head slightly.  When she spoke up again, Aurora immediately wondered what the conniving bitch was going to say this time.  “Sheriff, now that Lady Aurora is no more than a common bedwarmer destined to serve in her sister’s home,” Sara offered in a calm tone.  “You should know that she’s only been bedded by one man.  These last two years, her husband barely did his duty and really barely consummated their marriage.  Since then, he has spent most nights off whoring with his mistresses and prostitutes at various gambling establishments.  She’ll soon face being humiliated by being whored out by her own sister and used for sex by her husband.”
Aurora gasped at this lie, although Sara was correct about her almost nonexistent experience with men.
“She’s been pampered since birth,” Flea added with a knowing smirk.
“She’ll find getting adjusted very difficult,” Maggot added with a wide grin.
“Wait, girls, hold that thought.  Sir Sheriff, I’ve just realized we must owe for the notarizations, the steel collar, and the purchase of your Cuffs of Nullification,” Sara interjected quickly in fear of being accused of defaulting on a payment.
Flea nodded quickly.  She was already calculating how much money they could make whoring out the collared woman.
The Sheriff scratched his head and nodded his head.  “Yes, … I’m required to charge five Bronze for each item I notarize and five more Bronze for each filing with a Magistrate.  There are two notarized copies of each form, times three women needing my notary, and one copy of each form to be filed with a Magistrate.  That’s six notarized copies at five Bronzes and three sets to be filed with a Magistrate for another 5 Bronze each.  That’s, … .”
“A total of forty-five Bronze for all our paperwork,” Sara announced with a grin.  She held up a Gold coin and added, “Sir Sheriff, this coin is only held up to prove that we have the funds to repay you.”
“Don’t forget there’s the small matter of the steel slave collar with lock and key.  That’s a bargain at a single Silver.”  He paused and nodded before turning to the former Lady Aurora.  “Her Notice of Self-Enslavement shows that in order for her to become free she has to return her bond of twenty-five hundred Silver to her sister or fulfill the twenty-year-period of enslavement.  There’s 10% tax on a bond origination, that’s an additional two hundred fifty Silver.”  He looked to the three clothed women with a look of expectation on his face.  “I have to formally ask, do you have two hundred fifty-one Silver, and forty-five Bronze between you women, Mistress Sara?  I consider you all jointly responsible for the debt.”
“Forgive my possessive look,” he continued after the sudden shocked silence, “but any of you three would look very good at the end of my leash as I drag you before the Magistrate for the debt of two hundred fifty-one Silver, and forty-five Bronze.”  Then, he added apologetically and tapped his pack to indicate that he had enough cuffs for the three of them.  He then stroked his tumescent cock between his legs.  “I’ve been on patrol for far too long without my own Hedge Witch Slave for relief.  They took her for some sort of raid against a foreign kingdom.  So, if you lack the funds, … using one or more of you on the way to Kingsreach and the King’s Debtsman would be a very nice solution to my unexpected absence from enjoying my Hedge Witch’s charms.”
Apprentice Aurora felt adrenaline rush through her body in response to her sudden fear.  “Will they continue with this farce?  Am I doomed to humiliation after humiliation?” she asked herself.
“So, two hundred fifty-one Silver, and forty-five Bronze,” Sara said with evident concern about the unexpected fees.  She reached down into her small belt purse and paused. “Sir Sheriff, can we make some sort of arrangement.”
“Wait, … hold on, there’s still the matter of renting or purchasing the Cuffs of Nullification and notarizing the documents of your servant.   You can purchase the Cuffs outright for one hundred Gold or rent them until arriving at Kingsreach.  However, I’ll need a one hundred Gold deposit if you want to go with the rental all the way to the capital and then I’ll only charge an actual rental fee of twenty-five Gold.  Otherwise, you have to go back to using bondage cord which I don’t recommend if you want to be certain of fulfilling your vow to return her undamaged to her family.”  He paused and grinned.  “I never thought that this would occur while I was on the trail of a Whore Master,” he told himself with glee.  “Four tasty looking helpless morsels alone in the wilderness.”
“Plus,” he continued, “she had two copies of two documents notarized plus the filing of one set of each,” he continued after snapping out of the day dream of having four sluts forced to respond to whatever pleasure he demanded.
“All together, that’s another one hundred Gold plus thirty Bronze,” Sara said with reluctance.  “So, that’s three hundred fifty-one Silver and seventy-five Bronze.  She reluctantly took out four Diamonds that she’d placed in her small leather pouch of a purse.  One was the tenth Diamond and the other three were hers.  The others were carefully hidden outside the campsite until they got ready to leave in the morning.  “This comes out of your share, Lady Aurora,” she vowed to herself.  “Alright, Sir Knight, these are our only high value coins,” she lied, “and using it leaves us with only a handful of Gold.”
“I don’t have enough Gold to pay you the difference right now,” he said.  “I’ll write out a receipt showing you paid four hundred Gold in the form of Diamonds for the debt of three hundred fifty-one Silver, seventy-five Bronze.  With this receipt, you can redeem the difference at any King’s Bank.”
“So, if we didn’t have the money you wouldn’t have accepted a signed promise of repayment?” Maggot asked slyly.  “You’d have dragged us in collars to a bond hearing with a Magistrate?”
“Yep,” the Sheriff nodded and shrugged his shoulders and added with his widest grin of the night.  “I wouldn’t stoop to forthright fraud and corruption to get collars around a set of three soon to be Ladies no matter how luscious y’all are, but, ... I have to admit, the thought has made my prick as hard as the steel collar around the former Lady’s neck.”
“Well, maybe we can return to the part about recovering some of our funds?” Flea asked slyly”
“What?” the Sheriff asked in confusion.
Flea pointed to his hard prick trapped under his pants.  “You’ve got a hard cock.  We’ve just come from a tavern and personally know the fees for a highly sexed man wanting to use cunt in a country tavern.  We also know the premium charged for pussy in a place far from civilization such as this, We have at least another hand’s worth of travel days to Kingsreach and you told us that was your own destination.  How about starting a running tab for the use and sexual training of our newest servant slut?”
“But, she’s your friend?” the Sheriff voiced his concern and a hint of suspicion.  “And from what you told me, virtually a virgin.”
[image: ]“No,” Flea spoke up with heat, “we’ve faithfully acted as her friends but it didn’t always work the other way around.  Remember, she was a pampered and spoiled Lady.  Whose backsides took the punishment for the Lady’s mischief?  Who ended up being whored out for two years in a tavern when we were sold because she didn’t control her husband’s gambling?”
The Sheriff looked to the Bond Slave with interest.  “Nearly unsullied, … almost a virgin, … spoiled, rich, … formerly a Lady until just moments ago, … oh, how nice.” he whispered in an audible voice.  “Tavern prices?”
“There’s no other available cunt for rent within a full day’s ride.  So, double tavern rates.  That’s still cheap for a Sheriff far away from home, hearth, and your young wife,” Sara asserted crudely.
The Sheriff grunted as if hit.  “So, you know of my young wife?  Maybe the drunk patrons at your inn voiced some thoughts about my wife, the Lady Caitlin Gallagher?”
Sara shrugged her shoulders.  “As if you didn’t know.  It seems to have been common knowledge among your workers that your Head Groundskeeper had frequent relations with her.  According to him, they both seem to enjoy a bit of rough sex and mock anal rape.”
The Sheriff looked furious at the revelations.  “No,” he responded gruffly, “I didn’t know that.  It just seemed that she had become a bit distant and uninterested in sex.  I thought it was because of our age differences.  We married two years ago when she was sixteen and ripe for the taking.  It’s a good thing we have no children, … no issue from her loins to wonder about.”
While Sara was revealing the sexual misdeeds of the 18-year-old wife and the Head Groundskeeper, Flea was gleefully running the tavern prices for special services in her head and doubling them.  “Sir Sheriff,” she spoke up, interrupting discussions about the sensitive topic of his unfaithful wife.  “Let’s get back to the topic of the former Lady’s sexual services.  It will be sixteen Bronze for an introductory public blowjob, twenty Bronze if you want to fuck her mouth in privacy.  Forty Bronze for breaking in the bitch’s cunt, and one hundred twenty Bronze for bedding top quality pussy like her for the night.”
“How about a blowjob and fuck to break her in before dinner and then keeping her in my bedroll for the night?”
“That would be sixteen, forty, and one hundred twenty Bronze; or one hundred seventy-six Bronze,” Flea asserted quickly.  “Because you’ve been pretty fair with us, then she’s yours till dawn for the deep discounted price of only one hundred fifty Bronze.  Any use after sunrise tomorrow morning begins an additional whore rental for twenty-four hours at another discount rate of two hundred Bronze.”
“Done!” the Sheriff asserted as he sat down to take off his boots and leather pants. “I’ll take her for the night and then daily till we get to Kingsreach.   So, … how about you three get the new slut ready for her first introduction to pleasing a paying male client,” the Sheriff ordered while he undressed.
Aurora had stared with horror when the swarthy Sheriff sat down and started to undo his clothing, starting with his heavy belt with the sword and scabbard. 
Sara and Flea immediately jumped on Aurora.  “You better go along with this!” Sara hissed in her ear as they untied the cloak from around her shoulders.  “It was only the worst case scenario where we thought you might need to be more than a visual distraction.  Now, we’re forced to keep the good Sheriff distracted.  Until we reach Kingsreach, you better show some talent at enjoying being used as his paid whore with drastically improving bedroom skills.”   While Sara was explaining things to Aurora, Flea pulled out a small knife she had hidden among her clothes.  She set the sharp blade under Mage Greenwilt’s chin and also hissed, “I’ll gut you before I chance getting another collar wrapped around my neck!  We were whores for years and now it’s time that a Lady like you learned what that’s like when a commoner is forced to whore among her betters in order to survive.” 
With the simple removal of the cloak, Mage Greenwilt was naked before a man with witnesses for the first time in her life.  “No!” she moaned softly.  “Not that.”
“Ungrateful bitches!” Aurora growled a bit too loud at the three women.  Before Aurora could complain further about the plan for her to act the slut and be the Sheriff’s fuck toy, Sara slapped her hard across the face.
“I thought she’d already received her first whipping as a slave?” the Sheriff growled in anger as he approached with his belt drawn.
“No!  Sheriff, we gave her fifty strokes of a cane last night,” Maggot interjected.  “She’ll behave or you can whip her with your belt after dinner.”
Reluctantly, the Sheriff tossed his belt back to his pile of clothes.  “I’ll hold you to that Miss. Sara,” he growled.
“Now you’ll know how you’ll be treated as a family cum dump at your sister’s estate,” Flea added maliciously to further fix the Sheriff on their concocted plan.
Aurora felt the Sheriff take rough charge of her long blonde hair and pull her face to his cock.  “Gawwk!  Gawwk!” were the sounds from her abused mouth as he started right in with skull fucking the just-collared woman with firm thrusts.  His cock head jammed repeatedly against the back of her throat and he increased the force of his next plunges.  He yanked her head hard toward his groin.  He had no small clothes so he had simply walked up, naked below his belly button, to the former Lady sitting on the ground with no way to stop him.  He casually grabbed her long blonde hair and pulled her toward his dick.  “I’ve always wanted to face fuck a Lady,” he had asserted loudly before he empaled her throat on his rigid cock.  “It’s a dream come true to set a privileged bitch in her place.”
“She’s not really a Lady anymore,” Maggot protested.
“Does she remind you how you wished you’d treated your cheating wife,” Flea asked.
“Until she can’t pay off her debt to her sister, and you can cut her hair to the proper length for a slave and shave her pussy, then she’ll look enough like a Lady to keep my cock as hard as that Diamond you just paid me.”
“Gawwwk, gawwwk, gawwwk,” were the non-stop liquid sounds from her mouth as it continued to be raped in deepening thrusts over and over again.  Slave Aurora panicked with the need to breathe when something gave way at the back of her mouth and the dick rocketed down her gullet.  She shook her head trying to escape and to draw a breath.  His cock continued to block her breathing.  Aurora was helpless to resist with her wrists held tightly at her narrow waist.
“Bitch’s getting into it now,” the Sheriff taunted as the new slave fought to breathe.  It felt so damn good, he looked at the three open-mouthed former bondswomen and imagined throat fucking each of them.  “I’d happily fuck that Flea first of all for being such an assertive bitch!”
“Pull out, please!” Sara yelled, “she’s turning blue.”
He pulled out just as his cock pulsed and creamy jizm began to spurt deep into her throat, then into her mouth as the shaft withdrew, and finally across her choking face when the head popped out of her mouth.  “Don’t you dare stop doing your job!” he demanded.  “Clean my cock and get it hard again.  Do your best or get another whipping worse than they gave you last night!”
After an inexpert attempt on Aurora’s part to clean his slimy cock, he grabbed the still choking woman by the waist chain and threw her sideways to fall face down.  He set hands on either side of her ass and yanked it up.  The Sheriff had a moment of confusion as he spied the shining gash and the dry star-shaped hole between her legs.  “Should I sink into that glistening pussy or that dry-looking anal star?”  After just a moment’s thought, he fisted his cock back to full hardness, set the tip against Aurora’s pussy and pushed in, … hard. “I can always take the ass next,” he vowed aloud with a grin.
“Unggh!” Aurora grunted as the cock punched its way deep into her cunt.  “Easy!  Please, Sir Sheriff!  Not so hard!” she cried in a hoarse voice temporarily damaged by the fat cock rubbing against her vocal cords.  Then she coughed up more jizm from deep in her throat and fought to keep from vomiting.  “Mercy!” she added hoarsely from her irritated vocal cords as his thrusts moved her face about in the gritty ground.
Sara had watched with interest as the pampered woman that they had sexually dominated, controlled, and forced into such a horrid situation become a true cocksucker for the first time in her life.  Her smile became even wider when the Sheriff’s cock punched all the way up into Aurora’s cunt like she was a bitch in heat being bred by a stud.  “How’s it feel to get paid for pleasuring a stranger’s cock?” she asked the former Lady Aurora.
Dazed, Aurora only later understood Flea’s shouted commands to actively fuck back at her first customer through the wall of pulsating pain.  Obediently, she tried to move her hips to hurry up the Sheriff’s release into her cunt.
The Sheriff groaned at her inexpert hip movements but knew she would do better the next time.  “After dinner, I’ll start with some bondage and then move into some hard fucking,” he muttered aloud.  Then, inwardly, he added,  “Yes, I’ll be sure that she does better every time we fuck on the way to Kingsreach.”  He moaned in full appreciation for the tight twat that he was breaking in with his fuckstick.  “With a pussy this tight, how tight is her ass?” he asked himself with a big grin.
Even though the three just freed women were already rich from the money stolen from Lady Aurora, each grinned at the quick fifty-six Bronze coins just earned by the now former Lady’s mouth and cunt.  “She’ll earn us another one hundred-twenty Bronze coins tonight,” each thought with greed and the much needed chance to force a Royal to walk the same path they had been forced into.  “And, we don’t have to share with a tavern keeper or Whore Master.
Maggot’s thoughts went further.  “Now I fully appreciate the lure of pimping out cunt for money as a Whore Master.”  She liked the thought enough that her pussy pulsed in response.
“I can’t wait to hear her squeal like a pig when he takes her ass after dinner with that huge horse cock,” Flea thought with grim humor.
End of Book I:
Continued in:
Book II: Return to Jarion – A Slave Empire Story
Book III: War of Two Slave Worlds – A Slave Empire Story


[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc1KU.jpg
Knight Witchfinder
Sir Thomas Bofori






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JM.jpg
Collared Slave

Princess Mage
Evangeline Lumar
(Kitten)






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KK.jpg
5
S
2
S
RS
S
,mo
kS
<

'One Silver’






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JV.jpg
High Sorceress Celia Raven
Examining Herself in the
Mirror Prior to Offering

Herself to the Guards






OEBPS/image_rsrc1K7.jpg
Sara: Bar Slattern
(Lady Sara)






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KB.jpg
Mage Slave Bunni:
Slave to Hunter
Tan San






cover.jpeg
_Erotic Fiction Story e

B\g Desert Degi 3__—!;5

BDSM ‘Slavery, Néncoﬁfénsual Magic





OEBPS/image_rsrc1M3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JD.jpg
Princess Mage
Evangeline Lumar






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KT.jpg
s
King Ordimir the Second






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JU.jpg
emote Tower and Laboratory of|
High Sorceress Cilia Raven






OEBPS/image_rsrc1K6.jpg
Kingdom of ' Kingdom of Lumar
Arborwyn : TP SN G

Portal Sifg 7 "

/Kingsreach ',

Kingdom of
Ordimir

Portal - Inn - and Kingsreach






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KC.jpg
Mage Slave Bridgette
Divination Magic






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JY.jpg
Collared Former Sorceresses L to R:

Former Lady Nimmera,
Former Lady Morrigan,
Former Commoner Brienn






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JP.jpg
=
S
-
3
RS
S
=
O
g
x
3
3
A
~
=






OEBPS/image_rsrc1K1.jpg
Apprentice Mage
Greenwilt (Aurora)






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KH.jpg
Hzgh Mage Maureen





OEBPS/image_rsrc1KS.jpg
High Sorceress Alaria Naked and
Collared Awaiting Judgement for
Foul Magic Acts Against the
King and Kingdom






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JE.jpg
Princess Mage Evangeline Lumar





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JX.jpg
Collared Slave:

The Former High Sorceress
Lady Morrigan






OEBPS/image_rsrc1K9.jpg
Flea: Bar Slattern
(Lady Fiona)






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JN.jpg
Two-Rune-Two-Stone
Collar of Control and Submission






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KJ.jpg
Kingdom of Ordimir
One Silver and Five Bronzes






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JG.jpg
Maisy Tavern
Barmaid






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JF.jpg
Knight Witchfinger
Sir Thomas Bofori






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JW.jpg
High Sorceress Celia Raven

Examining the Damage
Caused by Her Guards






OEBPS/image_rsrc1K8.jpg
Maggot: Bar Slattern
(Lady Brianna)






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KA.jpg
A Gateway Opens in the Forest





OEBPS/image_rsrc1KR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1K0.jpg
High Mage Bluefrost’s Watcher's Guard
in the Realm of Jarion






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JH.jpg
Maisy Tavern
Barmaid






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KP.jpg
Collared Former Mages L to R:
Former Lady Nimmera,
Former Lady Morrigan,

Former Commoner Brienn






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KZ.jpg
Journey-Woman Mage
Lady Greenwilt






OEBPS/image_rsrc1M0.jpg
Flea (Lady Fiona)





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1K3.jpg
Apprentice Mage
Greenwilt






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KF.jpg
Maggot:
Tavern Bond Servant and Whore






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KY.jpg
Lady Caitlin Gallagher





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JZ.jpg
Bluefrost's
Watcher's Guard






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KX.jpg
-

Dughlas Grigal Head Groundskeeper
When First Sighted by Lady Caitlin
Galllagher






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KG.jpg
High Wizard Othir





OEBPS/image_rsrc1K2.jpg
Three Crystal-Encased Diamonds: Large, Medium, and Small





OEBPS/image_rsrc1M2.jpg
Bond Servant Aurora:
The Former Lady Mage Greenwilt






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JJ.jpg
King Ordimir the Fifth





OEBPS/image_rsrc1KN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JT.jpg
High Sorceress
Lady Morrigan






OEBPS/image_rsrc1K5.jpg
Portal to Invarren Opened by
Apprentice Mage Greenwilt





OEBPS/image_rsrc1KD.jpg
ourney-Woman Mage Izora





OEBPS/image_rsrc1KW.jpg
Former High Sorceress Cilia Raven
A Prisoner in Her Own Torture Dungeon

Wearing a Two-Rune Collar of Control and
Submission and Cuffs of Nullification






OEBPS/image_rsrc1M1.jpg
Sheriff Gallagher





OEBPS/image_rsrc1JK.jpg
Slave Queen

N
-
S

S

3

=

&)
g
N
S
S

ol

~

20

<






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KM.jpg
Felix Stableboy





OEBPS/image_rsrc1KV.jpg
Mage Slave Emmie (L) Mage Slave Olivia (R)
Witchfinder Mage Slaves






OEBPS/image_rsrc1JS.jpg
High Sorceress Alaria





OEBPS/image_rsrc1K4.jpg
Kingdom
of Gailan

f Kingdom
Kingdom of Ordimir

Thaemond

of Arborwyn Eibira

Kingdom

of Stormriven o

Isle

Ryre Hold

The Realm of Ivarren






OEBPS/image_rsrc1KE.jpg
~ “Cbl.incil of Mages
A ;A,‘ ,and Wizards

¢ SE

/f,'

Gateway
Travel Route
Bluefrost s
Watcher’s Guard

Mage Izora's Travel Route by Gateway to Watcher's Guard






