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Book II: Return to Jarion: A Slave Empire story




Chapter I:  The Stableboy and the Sheriff’s Wife

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Camp Site on the Trail To Kingsreach

The blonde groaned and whimpered when she awoke alone the next morning just as the rising sun began to glow redly on the horizon.

[image: ]The wood gag in her mouth and the bondage she immediately discovered quickly brought back memories of the day before.  “My escape from my husband was more unlucky adventure and heartbreak than I expected,” she told herself with tears in her eyes.  The feeling of the cold dawn air on her shoulders and neck changed her mental mindset from fear to pure horror.  “My beautiful hair is gone!” Lady Caitlin Gallagher cried mentally.  When she wriggled her head about to confirm how short it was cut, a stiff leather collar pinched at her neck.  “It’s worse!” she screamed inwardly.  She grunted and rolled around to see where she was.  A pot sat on a flat rock beside the nearby hot coals of the morning fire.  “Smells like oatmeal,” she thought with disgust even as her belly rumbled in hunger. 

Distracted she didn’t notice that the blanket that had been protecting her from the morning chill had fallen aside.  When she rolled to her side in an attempt to get up, she watched her legs move from being closed together in her position on her side to widely flopping open when she rolled onto her back.  No matter how she tried, there was no way that she could sit up by herself.  Her wrists tied to ankles and elbows tied to knees left her helpless and vulnerable.

When her legs moved, she also realized her upper thighs had been stuck together.  She raised her head in an attempt to look down over her hugely protruding breasts.  Her heart seemed to miss a few beats at the sight of her hairless pubic mound and the crusty remains of a male’s orgasm between her legs.  “The Gods have mercy,” she thought in deep horror.  “My hair has been shorn in the manner of slaves, I’m wearing a Slave Collar, and my pubic hair is gone.  I’m both a prisoner and already prepped as a slave?”

The 18-year-old looked about wildly for any sign of her kidnapper.  “He’s gone,” she thought with a feeling of hope that was quickly quashed by the reality of her makeover as a slave.  “Even if I escape, how can I convince anyone that I’m not really an escaped slave girl.  I’ve harshly whipped my share of slaves for lying or keeping information from me.  How would an escaped slave girl be punished?”  She tried to bring her legs together and failed.  The ties of wrists to ankles and elbows to knees kept her legs widely apart.  She forced herself to relax and admitted, “You’re in a bad place, stupid.  My lover was going to sell me to one of the Whore Masters.   Face it, my life is full of bad choices.”

Felix walked back into the campsite just in time to see his beautiful blonde prisoner roll over from laying on her side to squarely onto her back.  The Lady’s widely spread legs left her pulled apart labia pointed directly at him.  He grinned when he realized that Lady Caitlin didn’t know that he’d returned.  The stableboy unbuckled his belt and set aside his knife, sword, and leather traveling pouch.  Her huge breasts flopping about on her chest kept her eyes from seeing his approach until he knelt down between her legs.

Caitlin jerked when her captor suddenly knelt between her legs and moved them even further apart.  “Hooo!  Hease!” she tried to protest but the improvised wood gag in her mouth muffled her speech, “No!  Please!” to something unintelligible and almost animalistic.  She felt knowing fingers spread her already open labia and then his face buried itself between her legs.  “What?” was her only thought as his lips took unexpected possession of her pussy.  “Hmmpf!” was her soft protest and then she relaxed when he made no immediate move to shift up her helpless body to rape her.

Felix grinned at her shudder and then her faint reflexive roll of her hips moving her pussy harder against his face.  The musky smell and sour taste of her well-used twat didn’t slow his interest.  “I’ll make the slut beg for it,” was his thought.  “Nothing like getting a former Lady to realize she’s nothing but a cum dump pleasure whore for her owners’s pleasure.”

Caitlin moaned softly in an unconscious response.  Dimly, she noted that her hips were ineffectively trying to increase the pleasant stimulation.  Electric tingles from his tongue massaging her most sensitive bits seemed to radiate up through her belly and to her breasts, … even to her rigid nipples.  “Hmmm!” was her changed tone as his talented tongue found the sensitive Pearl at the top of her sex.  “Hiiieee!” came out as a begging sound when she neared a petite climax and his tongue left her pussy to delve down toward her still virgin ass. 

The young man’s hands took possession of her fleshy butt and tilted it upward, giving him better access to her pussy and ass.  “Huck!  Huck!  Huck!” Caitlin began to softly moan into her gag.  He twisted his face around as if rooting between her legs to slip his face into her cunt that was now overflowing with her feminine nectar. 

Felix sent an arm upward to squeeze and maul her titties.  The moan of appreciation from Caitlin sent his arm further to tug on the tie holding the improvised gag in place.  When he heard her spit it out, he returned that arm to delve between her ass cheeks where he set a thumb in her sloppy wet primary sex hole and then sent the two middle fingers of that same hand to the natural sex lube that covered the hole.

He took a deep breath and hissed, “I’ll crop you again unless you beg me for more, … more orgasms and to be taken by my cock.”

Caitlin was already humping her hips as fast as she could to release that hard, wild, orgasm that just seemed so close yet never came.  “Fuck!  Fuck!” was her clearer chant. 

He sighed and resumed flicking and sucking on her clit.  Then, certain of the results, he plunged his two middle fingers of the hand exploring her rectum deep into her tightest hole.

“Eiiii!” Caitlin screamed as the fingers raping deep in her asshole triggered that long elusive orgasm. 

Felix slowed a bit to let his conquest prolong her climax without overstimulating her clit and fuck hole that was now hyper sensitive.  After she stopped twitching, he climbed up her body and held just the tip of his cock between the wide open and dripping flower of her sex.  “Time to tell me what you want, slave girl!” he hissed into her ear.  “My cock in your pussy or your own horse riding crop used on your fuck hole?”

“Fuck!” Caitlin hissed back.  “Fuck me you thieving, raping, bastard of a man!”

The Stableboy grinned and continued with the most pleasant activity of his life.  He sunk his long, narrow cock all the way into her well lubricated hole.  “That’s right, you whore!” he grunted and then began to saw his cock back and forth as he began the timeless dance of breeding a properly bound bitch.

Caitlin found herself responding to the brutal impacts of his groin against her helplessly exposed pubic mound.  “By the Gods!” she swore voicelessly in her head, “Am I really the whore he named me?”  The liquid squelching sounds of his plunging cock and the slap of their sloppy wet pubic mounds was an audible sign of her rising lust.  “Fuck me harder you limp dick bastard!” she moaned and yelped in both pain and wanton need when he slapped her upraised haunch.  “More,” she whispered.  “Fuck me more.” 

Afterward, Caitlin wept while he untied her and praised her performance as his new slave.  “You’ll do well with whoever buys you from me,” he told her truthfully.  “No hesitation at all, … you fucked me back like the true bitch in heat that you are.  It’s no wonder that you let Dùghlas between your legs.  You are a natural round-heeled whore.”

Unbound completely, she curled up and wept tears of regret for the way she’d fallen for Dùghlas’s charms, … and his skillful use of his cock.  “He was bigger, … and more forceful, … but, I came just as hard on this stranger’s cock.  Maybe I really am a faithless whore.”

While the new slave girl sobbed at her plight, Felix picked up her saddle and considered throwing it under some nearby brush.  “Best to get rid of it,” he told himself.  “It’s too recognizable.”  Then he smirked and wondered how her tender snatch and thighs would feel after a long day of rubbing on the rough wool of her saddle pad.  “No, if her thighs and pussy are rubbed raw it will lower her price.  Best to let her ride in comfort so that her true sluttish nature will be revealed when she’s evaluated by a Whore Master for slave heat.”

Felix finished cleaning up the campsite and saddling the horses.  “Slave Caitlin,” he said, “I’m going to blindfold you and tie your hands to the saddle horn.  I will wrap your travel cloak around your body but any complaints or disobedience and you’ll ride blindfolded and naked all day.  Imagine how your naked self would look to other travelers that we pass by as you bake in the sun.”

“It’s Lady Caitlin,” she whispered crossly while holding her hands forward.  After her hands were tied, she shivered as a cloth was bound snuggly around her head, effectively blindfolding her.  The slithering of her travel cloak as it settled over her body brought some small consolation that her nakedness was hidden.  She turned to where she thought he was standing and whispered,  “Please, have some small mercy.  Master, if you liked how my body pleased you this morning, maybe you can keep me for yourself.  I promise that you won’t regret it.  I can’t stand the thought of being presented at auction like a common slave girl.”

Felix smirked and lied in a soft voice, “Yes, slave Caitlin, that would be nice.  Maybe tonight you can take a more active role in pleasing me to show how much you appreciate being my personal slut.”  Inwardly he told himself, “This cunt is a magnet for pure trouble.  Her husband will soon be searching for her.  He’s got a reputation for killing troublemakers he’s assigned to find.”

“Ouch!” she complained as her sensitive pussy pushed down on the smooth leather of the saddle.  Felix and Caitlin’s fluids dripped out of her well-used cunt and darkened the seat of the saddle. 

Felix walked the horses back to the game trail, looked about, and cursed that it was well after sunrise.  He leapt up onto his saddle and immediately began a slow, bumpy trot.  He grinned at the expert horsewoman’s sudden squawk of protest.  “Hold tight with your legs and your grip on the saddle horn or you’ll slide off sideways,” he told her in a soft shout.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, A Seldom-used Trail to Kingsreach

A brown-haired Lady with unfashionably short brown hair was jostled about on her saddle as the reins on her horse were led by Peadair Fionnlasdan along a narrow rocky game trail.   She was hot and sweaty under her tightly closed wool travel cloak.

The group of Whore Master Lachlann Artair and his two guardsmen had ridden for hours that morning until they left the well-marked, but narrow, forest road where it passed through an opening cut through a tall rocky ledge that originally blocked the road.   Then, they turned off the road.  The three men continued on foot away from the road, leading the four horses and a mule along the base of the rocky hill.  The passage through the dense woods seemed like a very long distance in Lady Deirdre’s mind.  The game trail was sometimes rocky, but always very narrow and she was jostled about from her position tied to the saddle. 

It’s up here!” Taog Granna shouted from a short distance ahead of Peadair who was leading her horse.  “You bastard, Peadair, now you’ll stop teasing me about my forest knowledge.  The next round of tavern ale is yours to pay for.” Peadair laughed happily at the thought.

Peadair grunted at the sight of the sheltered campsite they’d often used.  It was well off the

The sound of Peadair’s laugh triggered unwelcome memories of the events at Lady Deirdre Aisling’s own manor house that very morning.   She shuddered in remembrance of the events for at least the dozenth time since her husband sold her that morning to Whore Master Lachlann for a mere fifty Gold.

“I was eating breakfast at the small family dining table with my friends Cook and Maid,” the rich merchant’s wife remembered. “That’s when my husband stormed into the small family dining room and began to scream insults to me.”

“I’m tired of your indecent ways,” he’d shouted at me.  He was furious and spittle flew from his mouth.  “Your unseemly short hair, your crazy feminist thinking that women are equal to men, and … ,” he’d paused and quivered in anger before he continued, “and, … the way you treat our collared bond servants as if they were your sisters.”

“Cook and Maid were scared to death,” she told herself.  “The scene that followed in the kitchen is almost too horrible to bear.”

“You’re nothing but a whore!” he shrieked.

“He slapped me so hard that I fell off the chair to the stone floor.  Then, he ripped off my morning gown and dragged me atop the breakfast table.”  The image in her mind was of the brutal way he’d tied her hands above her head to the legs on that end of the table.  “After punching me in the belly,” she despaired, “he pulled my legs up over my shoulders and tied my ankles to the same table legs.”  She refused to put into mental words the way he whipped her two servant friends until they used his shaving razor to scrap off her prized strip of brown pubic hair.  “All the while he screamed at us how what I’d said was my ‘artistic narrow strip of brown hair’ had already marked me as a slut.”

“Shave it all off!” he’d screamed at them.  “She’s been a whore at heart so mark her the same as you two sluts.  You’re all three nothing but whoring slaves, … so no pubic hair on any of you.”  

“My poor friends were terrified that he’d discover that I had let them grow the hair between their legs as if they were still free women.”

“Then he’d thrown a heavy steel slave collar at Cook and beat her until she locked it around my neck and handed him the key.  He told them that since I wanted to act like a slave whore then I could become one, … a lifetime slave in a collar, … not some mere bond servant.”

“Then, with Cook and Maid watching in horror, he led each of the manor’s male servants one by one into the dining room to rape me.” Deirdre wept in memory of the horrors of that morning.  “I didn’t know why at the time, but he only let the men rape my pussy.  By the time they finished, it was overflowing with male jizm and dribbled down to the floor.”

“The last to rape me were three men that I didn’t know.  First was the man I now know was a Whore Master, … Whore Master Lachlann Artair.  When he forced his way into my ass, I realized that my bastard husband was saving that virgin hole for the slavers’ pleasure.  I fought, screamed, and shouted but Whore Master Artair roughly took my anal virginity followed by both Taog Granna and Peadair Fionnlasdan using that same hole.”

She paused in utter humiliation at what came next.  “After taking my ass, each of those whore’s sons raped my mouth with their shit- and cum-covered cocks.”

“The campsite is empty,” Taog Granna shouted in interruption of her thoughts.  “Master, we’re too early.”

“Taog, go find the other trail and see if you can find any recent tracks,” Lachlann Artair shouted from the narrow game trail.  That whoreson Dùghlas Grigal best not have run away with my seventy-five Gold and that blonde slut!”

[image: ]“They’ve paid one of the Sheriff’s men to kidnap his wife,” she realized with horror.  Her pride was bruised again at the realization that the Sheriff’s cheating slut of a wife had been sold for half again what her husband received.  “The slavers have surely used this campsite before,” she told herself as Peadair tied her horse’s reins to a tree and left her to begin preparing the campsite.  It was well after mid-day. 

At that moment, she heard a man’s voice yell out loudly, “Hello the camp.  I’m looking for Master Lachlann Artair.”

Moments later, Taog walked back into the camp leading a horse with a captive blonde woman wearing a closed wool travel cloak sitting atop the horse.  Peadair was behind him walking aside a young slender man leading his own horse.

“Master,” Taog yelled to the Whore Master just as he walked into the clearing with his own horse, “it’s that Stableboy, … Felix from the tavern.  He’s brought you your slave.”

“Wait a minute!” Felix sputtered, “I captured her myself when she was riding away from her husband’s estate.  I’ll happily sell her to you.”

The mood instantly shifted to ugly in the crowded clearing.  Felix stood defenseless as Peadair whipped out his long belt knife and held it to Felix’s throat.

“Stableboy, we’re going to have a serious talk” the slaver hissed in a serious voice.  “Taog, get the two sluts down from their horses.  Secure them and then take care of all the horses.  Peadair, let the Stableboy hand his reins off to Taog when he’s ready.  Then, show him to a log to sit upon.”

“It’s Felix, Whore Master,” Felix muttered.

Caitlin managed to keep from laughing at the way the Whore Master put her captor in his place.

Felix handed off his horse’s reins to Taog and sat down on the log pointed out by Peadair.  He shivered in fear when Peadair stepped behind him and yanked his hands behind his back.  He grunted as the braided leather cord was wrapped tightly around his wrists and tied off.

“Master Lachlann, is that the famous Lady Deirdre Aisling?” Felix gasped.  “Surely no tear-faced, just-collared slut would have such beautifully trimmed and styled short hair except for Lady Deirdre.  You are a lucky Whore Master indeed to have such a prize in your stable.”

Whore Master Lachlann Artair grunted and then sat down in front of Felix.  “Men, get the camp ready, we’ll have a party here tonight breaking in the Sheriff’s whore.”

“But,” Felix muttered, “I already told you, I captured her myself.”

“The idiot took me prisoner after he murdered Dùghlas Grigal and stole all our money!” the former Lady Caitlin Gallagher announced in a loud, angry voice.

The look on Lachlann’s face shifted to one of humor as he glanced from the former Lady to the murderer.  “Well, Felix, that certainly changes things.  I already paid Dùghlas 75 Gold to deliver the good Lady to my hands.  If you took Dùghlas’ money then I thank you for taking his place in delivering me my paid-for prize.”  The slaver paused and looked hard at the Stableboy.  “So, that business is happily concluded, … isn’t that right?”

Felix’s face fell in disappointment.  “Yes,” he answered with a deep gulping swallow, “I did take all his Gold so it looks like I’ve just delivered your purchase and the bargain you made with Dùghlas is concluded.”  After a moment, he turned and showed his tied wrists behind his back.  “So, we’re all friends now?  We might not have met; but, I’ve worked together with Taog before to your profit Slave Master.”

“Aye, Master,” Taog growled, “I’ve paid him a couple of times for tips on where to find good slave stock to capture.  He’s trustworthy.”

“Alright, Peadair, cut him free,” the Whore Master ordered.

Felix sighed and rubbed his wrists.  “Can I inspect the Lady Deirdre?  She looks to be a nicely put together acquisition.”

“Go ahead, Taog and Peadair are setting them up on our rape log.  It’s been well broken in.  We’ve enjoyed of all three holes of our freshly taken prey.  We often come this way with newly acquired stock and it’s just high enough that we can easily give formerly free bitches their first real introduction to slavery,” the Slave Master explained with a chuckle.  After a moment, he added, “It’s a shame Dùghlas Grigal got himself killed, the four of us were going to share breaking in Lady Caitlin’s last remaining virgin hole.”

“Nooo!” the former Sheriff’s wife moaned in despair.

“Felix, … that’s your name, right?” the slaver asked with a grin.  At Felix’s nod, Lachlann continued, “Well, Felix, you can start by using the former Lady Deirdre’s very tight, and until recently, her most private hole.”

“No, please, you bastards,” the former Lady and pampered wife to a rich merchant moaned.  Both of the completely naked women bound with their rumps upward over the thick log knew it was futile to resist.  Their wrists were tied loosely to their ankles under the elevated log.

“Taog, you’re up first with the Sheriff’s whore and Felix, you can start with the merchant wife’s soiled cunt.  Peadair grab a bow and take guard duty on the trail.”

Felix was momentarily distracted because he was just finishing up fisting his cock to its full hardness.  He dredged the tip through the woman’s still sloppy pussy and set the head against her anal star.

“Have, mercy, … be kind, sir,” Deirdre begged and then whimpered in anticipation of a brutal rape.

“Wait!” Felix yelled and paused with his cock’s head just nestled against her tight hole. “I forgot to tell you that I’ve an opportunity where you can earn two hundred Gold helping me catch someone.”

Taog was just about to shove into Caitlin’s ass when he heard what Felix just said.  He quickly pulled back from her anal star and looked closely to his boss.

“You best not be making this up,” the Whore Master growled.  “You have a lead on a Mage?  Is that why you are wearing Dorian Innkeeper’s sword and are riding his best horse?”

Felix nodded his head and unconsciously wriggled the head of his cock about the former merchant wife’s least used hole.  The bulbous head slipped inside and both he and Deirdre grunted at the tightness as her rectal ring snugly grasped the narrow spot just behind the head of his cock.  “Hiee!” he growled and barely held back from lunging forward with all his strength.  “Yes, I guess we should share everything three ways since Dorian Innkeeper is the one that discovered this.  Plus,” he panted as he continued to hold back on truly beginning the ass rape, “she freed all three of the Tavern sluts and they left together.”

“We can not only acquire a Mage, but also Sara, Flea, and Maggot?” Taog asked in wonder as he moved closer to Felix.

“Yes, and I think they have only a quarter of a day’s lead.  We should be able to catch them tonight,” Felix declared.

“How are they traveling?” the Slave Master quizzed Felix.

“Four horses and a mule.”

“That looks to match the tracks I saw out on the trail,” Taog said with excitement.  “Plus, if he’s correct about the timing, that means we should be able to catch them camping alongside the road as it enters the plains.  Then, its easy riding to Kingsreach and to our hidden auction site.”

“Go ahead, Felix.  Finish up quick and we’ll get on their trail.”  The Whore Master said with a nod to Taog, “Enjoy it Felix.  There’s nothing like a tight virgin ass.”

“Yesss!” Felix moaned as his shaft began to enter the woman’s hole.

“Nooo!” the woman moaned as his cock began to enter her sore anal tube.  “Stopp!”

[image: ]Taog fisted his own cock and confirmed that he had plenty of lube from the swampy pussy of the Sheriff’s wife.  He walked up to the pale white rump and drove himself deeply into Felix’s ass with an expertise only gained from butt fucking many an unsuspecting prey.

“Nooo!” Felix howled as a cock much fatter than his own punched deeply into his guts.  He was in no position to appreciate that his own cock had been pushed all the way into Deirdre’s guts, … his pubic mound slammed into her ass.  In his pain, he couldn’t stop the larger Taog from pulling his arms backward and again wrapping bondage cord about them.  Taog then yanked back on Felix’s elbows and secured them as well. 

“No!  No!  No!” Felix whimpered as Taog began to really hammer into his ass.  Beneath him, Deirdre grinned at his plight even as his cock bounced about in her own guts.  “Bastard kidnapper and rapist, … you deserve this!” she muttered.

Taog rolled his hips about, scouring the inside of the Stableboy’s ass.  Then, he pulled back and punched forward again with all his might.   He kept a tight grip on Felix’s bound wrists and elbows.  Felix was in hell, … his shoulders felt like they’d been dislocated, his ass burned, and he couldn’t even enjoy the bitch’s tight ass that was tightly squeezing his pulsating cock. 

Two handfuls of minutes later, The Whore Master pulled out onto the trail that Aurora, Sara, Flea, and Maggot had taken.  He was pulling the reins of Caitlin’s horse.  She was back under her green travelers cloak and somewhat happy that her ass had just been spared in their haste to leave the campsite.  The Sheriff’s wife spared no thoughts of sympathy for her fellow captives, the Lady and Stableboy that had been unwillingly and brutally anally raped. 

Taog pulled on the reins of Deirdre and Felix’s horses.   Deirdre was hidden under her tan traveler’s cloak and grinned over at the fully naked Felix sitting on his saddle with his hands tightly tied behind his back.  A thin rope around his waist tied his torso forward to the saddle horn. 

“Let’s go,” Lachlann hissed.  “I want to catch them today.  Be sure your bows are ready to use at a moment’s notice.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, On the Hidden Trail Toward Kingsreach

By mid-afternoon, the group was slowly picking their way through a narrow section that cut through a high ridge that bisected the train.  Head-sized boulders that had fallen from the side of the cut littered the trail through the rocky ridge.  It was slow, careful going.  As they emerged past the rocky ridge, the Sheriff signaled the group to pull over to the left.

“Again?  Can’t you wait for your next chance to nail our slut?” Flea asked wearily.  “How are we ever going to get to Kingsreach at this rate.  You fucked her before breakfast, after breakfast before we left, and twice already on the trail.  This would be the fifth time you’ve tapped her pussy today,” she complained.

The Sheriff groaned at having to deal with the three strong-headed women that had developed characteristics of entitlement now that they were no longer collared tavern tarts.

“Look, this is one of two similar places on this trail where an ambush is easy to set up,” he explained patiently.

“I remember a place almost like this early this morning,” Sara added.  “It was slow going and I worried about our horse’s feet on that narrow rocky footpath.  But, it’s much narrower here in the cut through the rocky ridge.”

“I remember you scouted that section before we went through,” Flea pointed out with a smirk. “But, I didn’t see you scout ahead here to be sure it was clear,”   “Did you just risk our lives at a perfect ambush site.  Was it only so you could hurry up and tap the still tight holes of our prisoner?”

Aurora kept silent but glared at the Sheriff and then at Flea.  She already knew that punishment followed any disrespectful attitude shown toward the four free members of their group.

Stephan Gallagher sighed and admitted, “You’re right Flea.  I was thinking of plowing her cunt.  My excuse is that she’s becoming almost eager for my cock’s attention.  As penalty, I’ll pay double her fees for tomorrow.”

Mercenary Flea grinned widely.  “So, instead of 150 Bronze, you’ll pay 300 Bronze to use her from dawn tomorrow until dawn the next day?”

“Not good enough,” Sara interjected, “this could have been a big fuckup because you got distracted by your dick.  You also owe us each a glass of top quality red wine at the next tavern.  No cheap ale either.”

Sheriff Gallagher sighed even deeper.  “I can’t pass up such nice, quality pussy while I’m on the hunt.  It’s just too good to pass up,” he told himself.  “Alright, Flea, 300 Bronze it is and a bottle of the best red that we can find at the next tavern.”

“Three hundred Bronze is three coppers,” Flea whispered aloud with pleasure in her voice as if the coins were a fine wine.  “Three coppers,” she repeated in a softer voice of wonder.  Then silently, she considered again how easy it would be to earn money off the backs of her own stable of whores.  She looked to Maggot and Sara and realized she could never do that to her friends.  Her look at Lady Aurora yielded a different opinion.  “She’s already earning good money for us,” she thought with satisfaction. “She could earn us even more as our full-time whore.”

The Sheriff interrupted her greedy musings.  “Not far up ahead on this trail the forest begins to open up and after that there’s no real concealment the rest of the way to Kingsreach. That’s at least a hard days ride where an armed party seeing such quality cunt can chase us down and attack with little cover for anyone.  But, they wouldn’t expect to find four experienced bow users in a group of mostly women.”

“I don’t like the idea of simply being considered cunt,” Maggot, self-named Lady Brianna, declared in an annoyed voice.

Flea grinned at the comment and looked pointedly to Slave Aurora. 

“So,” the Sheriff continued, “if we continue following the rocky outcropping that crossed the road, I can show you a small canyon where we can corral the horses.  Then, it’s a short climb up to the top of the ridge and back along the ridge-line to a perfect elevated ambush site.  Up there, we’re going to have a cold camp for the night, … no fire, … and we’ll wait to see if anyone is behind us.   I have information that a Whore Master is going to be bringing some illegally enslaved women to a market just outside Kingsreach in a few days.  One of the Whore Masters operating in our area is known to use this trail.”

Sara shook her head.  “No, that’s a terrible idea.  We aren’t soldiers or sheriffs.”

“Look,” Sheriff Gallagher explained, “I was going to do this by myself.  I have a heavy war bow.  But, now we have the three of you Ladies; each with forest hunting bows and experience using them.  This ambush site is a good one.”

“What about the new whore?” Flea asked, pointedly looking at Aurora.  “She’s important to us and needs protection.”

“I’ll take care of that,” the Sheriff answered with a grin.

It was a bit of a struggle to pull the horses off the road and follow around the rocky base of the long ridge line.  But, the girls followed obediently behind the Sheriff.  As he described, they soon found an arms-width opening in the rock that led to a larger clearing within the ridge.

“It’s kind of small for a canyon,” Lady Brianna muttered in an annoyed, whiny tone of complaint.

The Sheriff looked askance at her and whispered, “Be careful, … rude collared tavern cunts like Maggot get whipped for insubordination; but, bitchy free women like Lady Brianna still have their bare asses paddled.  Best you learn there is a proper code of respect and conduct between Lords and Ladies.”

The freed tavern slut colored in embarrassment and watched silently as he pulled a pair of heavy logs across the narrow opening behind them.  He set the two logs in a criss-cross manner and then tied off a third log across the top.  “The horses now couldn’t escape the hidden clearing,” he declared with a look to Lady Brianna challenging her to complain again.

She turned away in embarassment.

“Time to move our gear up the hill,” he told the group. 

They left the saddles and tack down by the horses along with any unneeded supplies covered with a tarp.  Equipment needed for their camp was dragged up the steep slope.  At the hilltop, the Sheriff showed everyone their places and pointed out four firing assignments if his target showed up.  Lady Sara, Flea, and Lady Brianna set their bows and a quiver of arrows at their positions.  “For now, I need a lookout and nominate Lady Brianna for the first watch,” he announced.

Brianna, formerly Maggot, looked worried at the announcement. She was relieved when he led her only a short distance away and she was simply shown where to hide and watch downward toward the trail’s approaches.  He left her alone and returned to the cold campsite where Flea and Sara organized bedrolls around the cold firepit.

Aurora watched in worry when he came straight to her and without a word of explanation, looped a cord through the ring on the front of her leather Bond Servant Collar.  A moment later, she resigned herself to leaving the safety of the cold camp and following him in the direction opposite to where Lady Brianna was standing watch.  “I guess slaves don’t deserve to know what their betters have in mind,” She told herself with resignation.  With no recourse, she followed, silent, naked, and barefoot under her green travel cloak, the only clothing she’d had for two days straight. 

She sighed at the sight of a makeshift bed that he’d created under the branches of a tree.  The Mage stood stoically beside the bed while he undid the clasp at her neck and the travel cloak fluttered down to the ground.  Despite still being upset at having to be the man’s slut, she knew her breasts had already plumped up with blood and her nipples were rigid.  “Not because it’s cold,” she admitted, “My body is getting used to sex with this man.  My pussy is eager to get more of his rigid cock.”  Inwardly, she accepted that he’d given her much pleasure with his cock, mouth, and hands.

“Are you always this horny?”  Aurora asked the man with some hesitation.  “Or are you just getting your money’s worth?  Because, as Flea said, this is your fifth time today.”

The Sheriff had already set aside his belt and weapons and was pulling off his last boot.  He paused and cocked his head to the side at the question.  He grinned and answered with humor in his voice, “I like you, Lady Aurora, and find your somewhat reluctant acceptance of your position appealing.  I also throughly enjoy your squirming, whimpering form under my body.  Can I tell you something?”

She raised her cuffed wrists upward the little bit of movement the chain around her waist would allow.  “I can hardly stop you,” she said with a smirk.

“One day,” he responded in a mocking tone as he stood up naked from the waist down, “I’m going to have to spank your oh so beautiful ass for your impertinance.”

“And then fuck me mercilessly?” Aurora responded curtly.  “That seems to be your specialty.”  In a more careful tone, she added, “I heard you tell Brianna that you spank a Lady and whip a slave.  Does that mean you’re thinking of me more as a Lady than a rented slave or bond servant?”  She whimpered when the rough skin on his right hand took firm control of her left DD breast.

“You have wondrous tits, my dear Aurora,” he hissed in an irritated tone.  “If you are smart about it, … you’ll be well pleased if I continue to think of them enhancing your overall allure and don’t begin to consider them as nothing more than fat udders adorning a bitch with the intellect of a cow, … eager only for her next milking.”

Aurora gulped and felt the blood leave her brain at the horrid and unacceptable thought of how, if her Mage status was discovered, it could easily result in a much worse position in this evil world than as a favored whore to a rich man.  She swayed a moment and then began to crumple downward.

Sheriff Stephan Gallagher still had his warrior’s reflexes from his time with the King’s Guard.  Never considering her fainting might be a ruse, he drew her against him and held up her alluring form.  His face was beside hers and the floral scent of her hair drew his attention.  The scented shampoo and soap from her bath at Dorian Innkeeper’s Towering Tree Inn and Tavern was still noticeable even after two long, hard days travel.  Despite the unexpected fainting, Stephan’s cock had roused to its full hardness just seconds after her took a handful of her perfect D+ breast.

He stepped back onto the improvised bed and then knelt down.  His muscular 6’6” form easily manhandled Aurora’s curvaceous body.  He sat down and leaned back against the broad trunk of a tree.  The Sheriff easily moved Aurora’s body around until her legs were on either side of his.  Then, grasping his 10” throbbing spear with one hand, he guided the ‘V’ between her legs to the upright bar of flesh.  As expected, the former Lady Aurora’s sex had already lubricated itself.  “Probably got herself excited and ready for sex as soon as I tied that leash to her collar,” he guessed correctly.

Despite her outward attitude since being led away from the cold camp, former Apprentice Mage Greenwilt was inwardly excited and ready for another round of sex with the muscular and forceful Sheriff.  “He takes what he wants,” she’d told herself earlier with a sigh.

When Aurora Greenwilt became aware again it was to the stuffed full feeling of having nearly all of a 10” dick buried up inside her cock sheath and stuck in place without enough lube for it to continue further on this first stroke.  “Ohhh!” she moaned in more pleasure than pain.  The Mage wriggled her hips about and moved the fat cock out enough to gather more of her natural lubrication.  She felt the hands holding her ass up enough so that she didn’t fall downward and injure herself on what felt like a log post jammed up her sex.

“Drop me down!” she commanded in a voice full of pleasure and more than a little pain.   She lifted her legs so she was only held up by his hands and the pole barely inserted in her cunt.   “You horny bastard, I’m ready to enjoy that war club you have hanging between your legs.”

The Sheriff obeyed and grinned at the shrieked, “Yesss!” from her wide open mouth as her full weight drove her down to self-impale herself on the shaft.  Unsettled at the woman’s loud cry of lust in what was to be a quiet, cold campsite, Stephan reached down and grabbed the first thing he found.  He balled it up and jammed it into Aurora’s mouth.  It was his sweaty and musty small clothes.

Instead of retching at the foul tasting cloth thrust into her mouth, she screamed again in lust and need, “Huck he!” was the muffled sound of gag-speak that he heard even as her hips began to twist and jerk in that ancient dance that no man’s hips can compete against.  The wild grunting that accompanied her active role in the sex brought him to completion far too soon.

Aurora felt the weapon inside her sheath pulse and took pleasure in knowing that the Sheriff was well satisfied from her unwillingly whorish sexual response.  As she slumped down, she realized, “By the Gods, if it takes more than five vigorish ruttings a day to fully satisfy that horny goat, … it’s almost more than I can bear.”  Drained of energy from two days of constant stress during her escape with the tavern girls, and so many satisfying sexual bouts with wondrous orgasms, Aurora simply fell asleep.

The Sheriff left the improvised gag in place and ran the line he’d tied through the ring in the collar around the tree that he’d leaned against.  Before he left the sleeping woman, he kissed her forehead and whispered, “I meant to tell you that if you can’t find the funds to pay off your bond to your sister, that I have enough savings to pay it off myself.  I’d rather hold ownership of your collar than that sick sister of yours.”  With that admission, he covered her up with the travel cloak and headed back to the campsite.

He was just about to pour cold tea from his leather drinking skin and serve it in mugs to the women when Lady Brianna, formerly Maggot, came running toward their seats around the cold fire pit.  Even with his just completed round of porking the former Lady Aurora, the Sheriff’s eyes couldn’t help but drink in the appealing sight of Lady Brianna’s large breasts bouncing about as she ran toward him.  “They’re even bigger than Aurora’s,” he thought in appreciation.

“They’re coming!” she hissed in excitement.  “I saw three armed men wearing boiled leather cuirasses leading three horses with three hooded captives or slaves.  Like us, they have a mule loaded with supplies.”

“Good job, Lady Brianna,” he praised quietly.  “As we discussed, get to your positions. When I loose my first arrow,” the Sheriff continued in a quiet and measured tone, “all three of you follow with the same.  Lady Brianna and I take the first armed horseman, then Sara takes the second, and Flea takes the last.  Two arrows only and then I’ll fast rope down to finish them off with sword or knife.  You three stay here and be ready to fire again if needed.”

“Try not to kill the horses,” Sara added in a worry-filled tone.

The Sheriff and Lady Brianna took the left-most positions and he nodded readiness to Sara and Flea at the farthest positions.  He was happily surprised when he saw the tall, burly form of Whore Master Lachlann Artair on foot leading both his horse and a second horse with a gagged and blindfolded woman sitting in the saddle.  She had on a green travelers cloak that brought forth a surge of anger that he fought to focus.

“My wife is on that horse!  I recognize the cloak,” he mentally screamed in violent anger.  After a few calming breaths, he was able to focus and reviewed his strategic plan, “Good news, … they’re walking the horses afraid of one of them going lame on this narrow rocky trail.  This makes a perfect ambush, … it’s like shooting fish in a barrel.  Nowhere to run with horses behind them and no room to move sideways off the too narrow rocky pathway.”

Sara ignored the first man and identified her target, a tall, lean man leading his horse and two others.  “Shit!  That’s that bastard Taog Granna.  I remember him from the Towering Tree Inn and Tavern.  He and Felix appeared to know each other.”  Eager to shoot her target, she still took time to identify that the first horse he led had a blindfolded and gagged woman in a tan travel cloak and the second horse held a completely naked man who was also blindfolded and gagged.”  She gauged the distance and took into consideration the downward nature of the shot.  “Easy enough at this range,” she judged.

Flea had never seen her target before, Peadair Fionnlasdan, but also decided it was an easy shot.

Sheriff Stephan Gallagher drew his nocked arrow all the way back to his ear.  His target was now almost directly below his position. He took a half breath, held it, and released.  His arrow flew true and struck Whore Master Lachlann Artair just to the left of his neck.  At this close range, the velocity of the arrow was immense.  It’s downward streaking path punched the arrow all the way into the illegal slaver’s torso.  He was dead on his feet.

Before he could fall, Lady Brianna’s arrow entered the almost exact spot and drove through the exploded remains of Lachlann’s heart, through his lungs, and the hunting tip ended up inside his pelvis.

Both ignored their first target for their second shot and shifted to Sara’s target, Taog Granna.  Stephan raised his eyebrows in surprise to see that Sara had already made a pincushion of Taog’s chest.  “Two arrows directly into his heart,” he thought as he shifted to the last target, Peadair Fionnlasdan.  Flea had also fired both her arrows.  He grinned.  “Lachlann Artair, Taog Granna, and Peadair Fionnlasdan, … all dead and all on my warrant posters with ‘Dangerous, Dead or Alive’ highlighted.  This will be a huge payday.” 

“Amazing work girls!” he called out.  “I’ll wave the all clear and then you can get a proper fire started.  A mug of hot tea would be nice.”  He set aside his bow and stepped forward to a rope coiled at his feet.  He threw it down the rocky cliff-like incline and watched as the rope uncoiled as it fell the 5 man-lengths to the narrow trail below.  Seconds later, he slashed the razor-sharp edge of his long belt knife through each of the three slavers’ throats.  “All clear!” he shouted.

He accomplished the next back-breaking minutes of hard work alone.  He fully stripped each man and stuffed everything on their persons into their saddlebags.  Then he heaved each stinking unwashed body up across their saddle.  Minutes later, he dumped the now headless bodies in the forest on the opposite side of the main trail.  Three empty horses, three horses loaded with prisoners, and a mule were safely led back to the small canyon.


Chapter 2:  The Power of the Slave Collar

Realm of Jarion, Continent of Alabar, The Walled Keep of Watcher's Guard

When Izora found her former Mistress unconscious near the closed Portal in the lower reaches of her keep, the rare and newly fashioned Four-Rune-Four-Stone Slave Collar had already unlatched itself.  In the mere moments before the closing of the Portal that severed the link to Bluefrost’s new Master, the collar was able to stabilize her wounds and begin programming her brain into a new, harsh reality.  The collar saved her life by using the Mage’s own healing Magic.  However, after long hours of a lost link to her new Master, the Four-Rune-Collar unlatched and rolled away from Bluefrost.

Journey-woman Izora stood shocked at the changes in her ex-Mistress.  Long brunette hair lay scattered around her head, shorn off, and leaving a noticeably lighter shade of almost blonde hair behind.  Then, she growled at the sight of the dangerous collar inches from her neck and simply kicked it to the side to clatter to a stop against the outer wall of the sub-level, exactly where her Gateway had temporarily opened.  Bluefrost’s head and torso were surrounded by a pool of blood from her injuries.

[image: ]When Izora knelt down to determine the extent of the injuries and her curiously near-blonde hair, she accidentally came too close to the Nullification Artifact embedded in Bluefrost’s shoulder.  “Eiii!” Izora grunted in very real pain as the Nullification Field around the Artifact extended a least a half hand’s distance from the wound and attempted to painfully suction away her Mana.  “Nasty thing!” she muttered as she drew back to continue examining Bluefrost.

Carefully working around the Artifact, she observed that, “There is a wound in her shoulder that is still red and swollen but appears to be almost fully healed but her head wound seems to be healing much more slowly.” Satisfied that her former mentor would survive, she immediately opened a Gateway to the safe room far below the keep.  She was familiar with that escape and safe room from her years as Bluefrost’s Apprentice.  

She dragged Bluefrost’s limp form across the short distance to the Gateway and tugged her body through to the safety of the hidden safe room.  Only in the safety of the hidden safe room did Mage Izora realize the physical changes to Bluefrost’s body that could only have been made by the Magic imbued in the collar.  The tattoo on her cheek and her shortened hair were the most obvious and fascinating signs.  However, the much curvier, more voluptuous state of her body brought a whispered comment from Izora of, “Impossible, the collar is off, how is it’s impact still being felt by her body?  Her breasts threaten to burst her blouse and vest and her hips have widened under her dress while her waist has become amazingly small.” 

She took a closer look at her former Mistress’ face and saw clear signs that the changes wrought by the collar were making her look younger, … far younger.  “She’s always looked to be maybe an exquisitely beautiful woman in her late twenties, despite her true age of 190.  Now, her body and face matches an eighteen-year-old.”

“How has this happened?” Izora wondered.  She thought of the collar she’d kicked aside upstairs came to mind.  She quickly formed a small head-sized Gateway and reached through to grab the collar and examine it analytically.  “The stones must drastically heighten the Magic of their matching Runes.  There are four Runes on the inside of the collar and I can see an Emerald, Diamond, Amethyst, and a Pearl on the outside.  The last Mage I captured was an Artificer who told a wild and crazy tale of a Four-Rune Collar being developed by their Slave Queen which could Seek a Mage and when thrown, fly to that Magic User, Self-latch and Activate, use Control and finally Submission programmings.  In that order of programming, the stones matched to the Runes must be the Pearl, the Amethyst, the Emerald, and finally the Diamond.  By the Gods, this is both amazing and terrifying.”

After a moment, the Journey-woman realized something else.  “They stones must also function as Mana Pools to increase the power of the programming.  Somehow?”  She looked to her former Mistress and wondered, “She was probably only under the control of a Master using the Four-Rune Collar for mere seconds.  Somehow it appears to have made the tattoo Magically permanent.  Have other affects on her brain also been made permanent?”

She sat and considered the technological developments of the other realm.  “It is all because of that insane bitch Slave Queen, the one they tell tales of to frighten children, ... the one who was formerly High Sorceress Cilia Raven.”  She looked to her former mentor, High Mage Bluefrost, “Thankfully she knows nothing of my own explorations in the realm of Realm of Ivarren and all through the Kingdoms of Ordimir, Lumar, and Stormriven.  Bluefrost and her silly journal.  Apprentice Greenwilt has no idea of the means of surviving in the Realm of Ivarren with their ingrained hatred of Magic Users.”

“But,” she muttered in wonder.  “How is so much power imbued in a collar?”

Finally, after long hours, Bluefrost slowly began to waken.  High Mage Izora quickly slipped the Four-Rune Collar into her waist pouch.  She set it inside next to a single very old No-Rune-Stone Collar of Control and Submission she had brought back from Ivarren as a souvenir.  “Good thing Bluefrost knows nothing about my own other-worldly exploration,” she told herself with a chuckle.

“What’s going on?” Bluefrost croaked as she looked about weakly in confusion.

“The Council knew immediately when you opened a Portal to the dangerous realm of Ivarren to go rescue or punish your Apprentice Greenwilt.  You idiot!  The Council delayed in typical bickering confusion but should arrive at anytime.”

Izora glared at her former mentor.  “Remember, the whole Council knew of your forays into that realm and your promise decades ago to destroy the Portal.  After your Portal opened, they immediately voted to permanently put you in a Collar of Nullification to live out a shorter mundane life with no benefits of Magic.  Several members spoke of selling you to one of the larger whore houses.” 

Then, Bluefrost’s hand swept up to rub her throat. “A Witchfinder,” she muttered, “Yes, … I was collared by a Witchfinder just before I fell back through the Portal.”  She shuddered in remembrance of the level of hatred and lust felt through the collar in just a short instant.  “He would have treated me harshly.  I saw glimpses of my future.  He loved another collared woman and his hatred for me would never wane.”  She shivered in remembrance of how he viewed her.

Ruefully, Bluefrost reached up again to feel where the heavy collar had struck her neck.  “Four stones or gems,” she whispered in memory of the very brief time the collar owned her soul, “they are far too valuable for mere decoration on a slave collar.   Izora, has the evil Slave Queen discovered how to reinforce the power of simple Runes with Mana or programming embedded in certain stones?”  She thought through the notes made in her journal.  “This collar must be an example of the evil bitch’s new Magic Artifact technologies.”

“Clearly the Slave Queen has released new developments since you were there last,” Izora said with sarcasm.  “It has been more than 20 years at least since you entered that realm and made entries in your journals.

“Oh!  Greenwilt must have discovered where I hid my journal with all my observations on this evil realm.  She must have read it.”  She sighed.  “Stupid bitch!” she growled.  She was referring to herself as much as her naive and greedy apprentice.

“I’m in limbo, … trapped by something that keeps me from my Magic,” she admitted outwardly as her hands sought the source of the continuous tingling sensation where the remnants of the arrow.  Is this something you can remove?”

Izora shook her head to the negative.  “Whatever has drained your Magic can’t be sensed and brings deep pain if I even get too close to your shoulder.  The only cure is almost certainly on the Realm of Ivarren where such technology is firmly under the control of King Jòsaph Ordimir.”

Tears streaked Bluefrost’s face at the thought of being blocked from her Magic.  “We have to catch Greenwilt,” she asserted in a more normal voice, “and you have to help me regain my Magic and fix things with the Council.”

“Right now, the Council is hunting you for allowing the Portal to be opened and  you aren’t safe anywhere in Jarion,” Izora responded.  “The only way to even begin to fix things with Wizard Othir and the Council is to bring them Greenwilt for punishment and for you to ask for a penance for not destroying the Portal.” She paused and cocked her head to the side in surprise.  “Mage Bluefrost, … there is a lot, … a real lot of powerful Magic just now being thrown about above us.  I believe the Council has just arrived.  They have certainly come for you and are ruthlessly using Magic.”

Bluefrost blanched in fear.  “Please,” she begged, “you have to help me escape from Jarion.  Here, I’m trapped and helpless without my Magic and no way to defend myself.  Please.  I’ll do anything to undo this mess.”

Izora responded crossly, “Bluefrost, you self-centered bitch, I’m reminded of the beatings you gave me the night before you threw me out on my own as a qualified Journey-woman.  I was forced to leave Watcher’s Guard with no advance warning, virtually no resources, and my ass and thighs still burning with pain.”  After long moments of glaring at Bluefrost and seeing hope dimming in her eyes, she finally relented, “Alright, I know of a way to get you to the other realm where we can search for a way to get that Nullification thing out of your shoulder.  Along the way, we’ll begin our search for Greenwilt.”

Bluefrost sagged with relief.  Then, she had a thought, “Wait, … you only know of Ivarren ’s realm from my journals?  Oh, by the Gods, you’ve traveled there?  All my Apprentices have been such sneaky and conniving bitches.”

Izora gave Bluefrost a hard look.  “Yes, lucky for you, I do know Ivarren quite well.  I remind you that not only do you have no Magic, in Ivarren you have all the distinctive looks of a slave.  Without a means of removing the Shards of Nullification in your shoulder, your clear status as a Mundane slave won’t change anytime soon.”

Bluefrost touched her collar-free neck, her cheek, and finally her noticeably shorter hair.  

“Yes, you wear the permanent mark of a slave on your cheek and short hair no Free Woman would ever wear.  Everyone will see you as a lifetime slave.  So, during our hunt in Ivarren, you’ll have to be collared as my Bond Slave.  With nullification fragments in your shoulder, you can’t possibly masquerade as my Mage Slave.  You want my help regaining your Magic, finding Greenwilt, and appeasing the Council?  Then, your only choice is to pledge to be my obedient Bond Slave now and in Ivarren and everything that entails until this fiasco is successfully behind us.  I want it in words from your mouth.”

Bluefrost’s mouth opened and closed without a sound as she considered having to make that horrid pledge.  Mage Bluefrost’s embarrassed face was clearly seen as she gulped and reluctantly nodded.  “Alright, … I need your help, … Mistress Izora. To use the terms of Ivarren, I offer myself as your Bond Slave, … to wear your Bond Collar, … to do anything that an owned slave is required to do by her Mistress, … anything.”; She whimpered in fear and humiliation at the evil pledge forced upon her.

“Then. take off your clothes, Bond Slave Gweneth.” Izora commanded in a soft voice.  “We’ll use your given name while I own you.” At Bluefrost’s look of conservation, Izora added, “Of course I know your real name, it was told to me by your long deceased brother.”  In a harsher voice, she repeated, “Gweneth, my Bond Slut, take off your clothes!”

“What, … bbut, … you’ve been my student,” Bluefrost protested until an open hand slashed across her face.  The wall behind her was the only thing that kept her upright after the strong blow.  Her head seemed to explode in renewed pain from the damage done by the blunt side of the Witchfinder’s sword and Izora’s painful slap.

“You’ve made a vow and it’s time to begin.  In Jarion this will be life or death business.  So strip!”

Bluefrost wept at the pain.  Despite her intense, grumpy, and perfectionist nature that never suffered fools or half-hearted attempts, her physical, mental, and Magic power developed over her 190-year-like had protected her from anyone ever physically confronting her.  A second blow in the same spot got her moving.  She struggled up to a kneeling position and started to open her vest.  She was surprised at the tightness of the lacings and gasped as her tightly bound breasts expanded as the vest loosened.

“How?” was her whispered question as she paused at the sight of her much enlarged breasts.  “Is this the work of that enchanted collar?”

“Keep going!” was Izora’s happily voiced command even as she noticed with approval the expansion of her former Mistress’ chest.  “Greenwilt and I both know tales of your stern, unforgiving, and domineering manner, bitch while we were your apprentices!” the gorgeous blonde Mage hissed.  “You’ve treated her the same as me.  Between us, we’ve given you hundreds of hours of oral service.  It’s time you finally began to learn how to pleasure another’s pussy!”

Bluefrost gulped as she struggled to pull her arms through the shoulder holes of her dress and under-shift.  She pushed everything down and gasped again at the sight of her enlarged breasts and a lower belly that now slightly pouched out with what looked like her baby fat lost almost two hundred years ago.  Bluefrost looked to be a ripe and very fuckable youngster, barely twenty.

“Step out of that mess and crawl to me.  Your boots and socks can wait for later.”

Bluefrost watched Lady Izora backed up to the narrow bed, raised her dress up over her waist, sat down, and opened her legs widely.  Her forest of blonde pubic hair drew her eye.  “Nooo!” she whimpered even as she crawled forward.  Her eyes jerked to the riding crop that seemed to magically appear in Izora’s right hand.  “Yyyess, … Mistress,” she croaked and burst into tears even as her nose detected the musky aroma of aroused pussy.

“Mistress Dora, to you Slave Gweneth,” Izora hissed.  “That’s the name I’ll use while we’re in Ivarren.”

Weeping the whole time in humiliation and helplessness, Bluefrost licked, sucked, and fingered the very hairy gash between her former Apprentice’s legs.  She rooted her face between the woman’s legs, all the while crying at the humiliation of being forced to worship the cunt of her moaning Mistress.

Even in the throes of wild orgasms from Bluefrost’s talented tongue, Mage Izora couldn’t help but think about the collar that she’d discovered.   “Four enchanted stones on that collar?  They each power a Rune?  What depth of powers does that evil collar have to begin remaking Bluefrost’s very body after such short exposure?”


Chapter 3:  The Sheriff’s Judgement

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, A Hidden Canyon Near the Trail

Sheriff Stephan Gallagher glanced up to the sky through the forest treetops and saw that realized it was approaching dusk and he still had much to do organizing things in the small canyon.  He first dragged his wife off her horse and threw her struggling upright form against a tree next to the rocky cliff.  To secure her in place, he ran a bondage cord through the metal collar locked on her neck and tied it off around the slender trunk.  He folded the travel cloak back over her shoulders and between her back and the bark of the tree.  She was left with her front nakedly exposed, a gag in her mouth, and a crude blindfold around her head.  Stephan leaned down to secure her ankles against the tree as well.  When he stood up, he paused for long moments to study the lush body of the traitress bitch that had been his wife.

“Her long blonde hair has been cut in a ragged manner and her pussy mound is properly naked.”  He nodded in satisfaction.  “She’s already collared, hair shorn, and pussy bare as a baby’s.”  Already certain that she’d been illegally kidnapped and enslaved, he didn’t need to put her fate into words.  He had already determined, without a doubt, that her fate was to be sold for a paltry few Silvers to Dorian Innkeeper as a first replacement for Sara, Flea, and Maggot.  “As a former haughty and arrogant Lady, he’ll keep her busy sucking cocks and spreading her legs for drunken tavern customers.  Yes, Dorian will be well-pleased at the coin’s the whore earns for his pockets.”

“Hmmph!” terrified Caitlin Gallagher screamed.

Her husband shook his head and admitted that her jiggling tits above her taut belly still stirred his cock in hopes of fucking her once again.  Deciding his cock didn’t fully rule his life, he reached out with both hands to secure a painful grip on her long, erect nipples.  He yanked hard and then twisted the sensitive nubbins first to the left and then to the right.

“Hiiieee!” Caitlin screeched as her breasts were jerked about and her nipples severely squeezed and twisted.

Sheriff Stephan Gallagher smirked at her distress.  He turned to the horse with the naked stableboy and pulled him down off his saddle and tied him similarly to the former Lady Caitlin against the next tree over.  Stephan grimaced at the sight of the drying leather thong tightly wrapped around the base of each of Felix’s testicles.  “They’re already black.  Not gonna touch that, Felix,” he told himself.  “I’m sure I’ll find that your role in all this was nothing to be proud of.  So, you won’t likely need a stiff cock while your mouth or ass are on the receiving ends of burly workmen’s cocks.”

He turned to the last captive and more gently pulled her off her horse.  Even in her disheveled state, he’d immediately recognized the carefully styled dark hair that barely covered one ear and descended a few finger-widths lower on the other side.  “Only Lady Deirdre Aisling would dare appear in public in this unseemly manner,” he told himself.  “She was either kidnapped or that obnoxious husband must have legally enslaved her under the guise of her being a disobedient or adulterous wife.”

He sat her down a distance away from the other two and carefully wrapped her tan travel cloak around her bare torso and legs before he removed her blindfold and then released her gag.  He smiled gently at her look of confusion.  Since she was trying to loosen her cramped jaw muscles and wasn’t ready to speak yet, he started with, “Lady Deirdre, Sheriff Stephan Gallagher, we meet in an unwelcome situation.  Can you tell me what has happened to bring you here in this state?”

Still working the stiffness out of her jaw, Deirdre drew her bound wrists up to her neck and she raised her chin to expose the steel collar.  “Sheriff Gallagher, foul deeds have indeed been undertaken today,” she forced through her stiff jaw while looking pointedly at Caitlin and Felix.  “However, my husband did legally sell me two days ago to the Whore Master Lachlann Artair.”  She paused and looked about, “The woman and man against the trees were illegally acquired.  From what little I understand, the married woman was to be betrayed by a person that she was having an illicit love affair with.  Then, that man, Felix, killed her lover-kidnapper and put a collar on her, chopped her hair short, shaved her pussy, and sexually abused her.”

[image: ]She stopped talking with a start and looked closely at the Sheriff as she further understood her new role.  “So,” she continued in a softer, very controlled voice, “Master Gallagher, from the screams and whistling sounds of arrows, you’ve ended that group of illegal slavers.  That means you and the crown own all his property.”  She stopped talking again and the expression on her face showed a full understanding of her plight.  “Master, I guess that you own me,” she stated in a clear voice. “Further, you own everything held by the Whore Master, even the fat money bags I saw him put into his packs.”  She sniffed and added softly, “I suppose that you are a far better alternative as my owner than that rat-fucker ex-husband or that foul-smelling Whore Master.”

“Hmmm!” Stephen replied in a non-answer.  “How did they end up here at this time of day?  This is a spot best to pass by early in the morning.  From here, it’s still a long ride to Kingsreach.”

“Oh, … sorry, Master, they were chasing a Lady Mage, … a Lady Aurora that Dorian Innkeeper discovered was a Magic User shortly after she left his inn.  His man, Felix, offered to share the reward and any profit from selling the three bond servants that she freed and took with her.”

The Sheriff sat back in shock.  “A Lady Mage,” he whispered.  “Well, … how about that?”  He sat for long moments of silence.  First he considered his luck in using Cuffs of Nullification on a Magic User.  Then, he pondered the question of whether Sara, Flea, and Maggot knew all along that she was a Magic User. He shook his head and decided, “No.  There is no way they could have known and then let me rent someone that could later punish them with her Magic.  I wonder, … why hadn’t she escaped before I showed up and secured her with Cuffs of Nullification?”

Uncertain of the details with the Mage, he knew that he first needed to quickly resolve the status of Caitlin, Felix, and Deirdre.   His mind made up, he turned to Lady Deirdre Aisling, “Hold up your wrists, Lady Deirdre.”

“Sheriff, … Master, … you must not realize I’ve had a permanent change of status,” she said in a soft, embarrassed voice while looking down and weeping silently, “I’m no longer a Lady, … at least fifteen men used me yesterday and today, … my husband took Gold from a slaver in exchange for my freedom.  Plus, the Whore Master has my signed Enslavement Papers.  I’m nothing more than a disgraced former Lady and now a lifetime collared whore.”

The Sheriff silently cut the bonds around her wrists.  Then, he pulled her chin upward and held up a hand telling her to wait in place.   He tugged the Whore Master’s pack over to their position and began to rummage through it.  He grinned and held up a large piece of parchment.  “Take a look at this,” he ordered sternly, “it’s the sales document from your husband to the Whore Master, … and, I’m tearing it up!” 

He then pulled a small ring of collar keys from his own leather purse.  “These were the Whore Master’s keys to his slave collars.  With that document gone and your collar removed, there won’t be anything to show you weren’t simply kidnapped by an illegal slaver and then rescued and released by a King’s Sheriff before he could rape you or process you as an actual slave.”   He paused and grinned conspiratorially, “I’ll keep your secret that your pussy is now as bare as a pre-pubescent teen.”

Deirdre pulled apart her travel cloak and both of them looked down to her bare pussy.  She sighed at the loss of the beloved sign of womanhood.  With hope in her eyes, she shifted and leaned down to put her head between his legs so he could get to the tiny lock at the back of the collar.  “Please get this hateful collar off.  Stephan, … if you can do this, … I will owe you anything and everything.  This body is my sole possession.  I haven’t a single Bronze to my name.”

Deirdre threw dignity aside when the Sheriff next tugged over his wife’s travel case and she saw the clothing inside.  She shrugged off the travel cloak and began to desperately search through the case.  Fully naked, she danced about pulling on small clothes and long woolen socks.  She cried real tears of joy when she found a full-length under shift that she could shrug into.  Next was a blouse that went to mid-thigh and then a dress that covered everything.  She stopped and shyly asked, “Stephan, this dress laces up from the back, … do you mind?”

The Sheriff shook his head and moved behind her.  He had been mesmerized by her naked beauty and confidence, especially her big firm breasts that shimmied and shook as she moved about, desperate to get back into clothing.  His fingers also trembled a bit from the emotion of dressing another woman in his soon-to-be ex-wife’s clothing.   Gallagher stepped back and sighed in appreciation at the sight of the Lady once again in proper clothing.  She turned and faced him with a look of joy on her face.

“Stephan, Sir Sheriff, as a free Lady with a purchased noble patent, standing before a Sheriff imbued with authority from the King, … I formally renounce my marriage to a foul, unfaithful, and brutal husband, … I formally renounce my marriage to a foul, unfaithful, and brutal husband, … I formally renounce my marriage to a foul, unfaithful, and brutal husband.”  She nodded her head with a sad look, “There, … witnessed by a Sheriff and spoken three times as required in the ritual, I’m no longer married.  So, what is it that you need me to do next?”

“What?” Stephan replied in confusion.  Then he grinned and said, “You owe me five Bronze to formally file your divorce.  I have many business friends in our region and will pass the word that his suspected conspiracy with a known illegal Slaver to kidnap and illegally enslave his wife was foiled by her quick thinking and expert horsemanship such that she escaped before she could be caught. He’ll have difficulty fighting that narrative without ruining what little reputation he enjoys.”  His grin disappeared when he looked to the naked form of his wife tied nearby.  He looked to Lady Deirdre uncertain about his next step.

“Don’t give me that look, Stephan,” she hissed back softly while standing close enough to tap his nose.  “I’m not stupid.  I saw the looks of consternation and then calculation on your face when I mentioned the Lady Mage.”  She stomped her foot and added, “And I just realized that the look on your face while I dressed was more than just lust, … it was also because these are your wife’s clothes and that blonde blindfolded and gagged cunt over at the tree must be your cheating, whoring wife.”

She paused and grinned wryly before blushing.  “Sir Sheriff, after the foul occurrences perpetrated upon me this day, … I do appreciate a bit of honest lust directed my way simply as a normal response of male appreciation of my exposed charms.  I thank you for that, sir.  I have no stomach to face male judgement designed as either pity or to take further advantage of my debauched plight.”

The Sheriff nodded.  “I see,” he said softly.  “Deirdre, you are amazing and absolutely correct about my feelings these last few moments.  Since I knew of your character from social occasions that you were a true and faithful wife, I was going to set you free in any event.  But the indecision you saw on my face was also the issue of quickly needing a noble witness for an expedient pre-trial hearing.”

“I’d be honored,” Lady Deirdre said somberly.  “I guess it’s also about that Lady Mage and the tavern girls that you have in the campsite atop the ridge?”  She laughed at the look on his face.  Her hand reached up to caress his cheek.  “Once you resolve your own marriage in a few minutes, I hope you will take some time tonight around the campfire that I smell up on the ridge so we can eat something and get to know each other.”

Sheriff Stephan Gallagher nodded and walked over to his wife and stood to the side while Lady Deirdre untied the gag in the cheating wife’s mouth.  Neither of them felt any sympathy for the petrified woman as she blindly moved her lower jaw about to loosen her stiff jaw muscles. 

“Please, no more punishment,” she whimpered.  “I can be your personal whore!  Please!  Whore Master, you already know from Dùghlas and Felix that I’m responsive and talented in the ways of sex.  I’ll show you how I can make you very happy as your personal slut.”  She stopped babbling and continued more softly after another whimper she added, “Or, … please sell me to a good Master.  I can be the most compliant, pleasing, and appreciative bitch that they could ever imagine.”

After sneering silently at the slut’s begging, Deirdre ripped off the Whore Master’s blindfold.

“I was confused when my blindfold was torn off,” Caitlin told herself later, “and all that I could imagine was further degradation at the hands of the foul slavers.  I was certain I was still in the hands of the slavers when I saw the stern looking woman glaring at me.  Then, when I saw my husband standing beside her, I knew I was saved.” Lady Caitlin Gallagher’s relief was short lived.  “I thought I was rescued and knew I could talk my way out of this.”

“This is Lady Deirdre Aisling,” her husband told her in a stern voice, “and I’m here as the King’s Sheriff to witness accusations from one noble against another noble.  The charges are infidelity, theft of her husband’s property, and abandonment.  You are constrained to speak only the truth or you will receive strict corporeal punishment.  You will not speak except to answer a question, … simply nod if you understand.”

“Those words ended my world,” she realized and later in life she replayed the scene that followed over and over.

“No!  I’m a Lady in need of rescue,” she sputtered.  “I was kidnapped by slavers.  None of what you just mentioned is true.  Good husband, please release me from this nightmare.  I want to go home!”

Lady Deirdre swung her right arm in a long arc and her open hand struck Caitlin’s left cheek in a punishing blow that rocked her head to the side.  She followed up with her left arm and rocked Caitlin’s head back with a blow to her right cheek.

“Prisoners under question aren’t allowed speech except to answer questions,” her husband responded in a stern voice.  He gathered his thoughts and asked, “How long have you been fucking my Head Groundsman?”

“What?” Caitlin answered.  She had instantly gone deathly pale at the venom in Lady Deirdre’s voice and then the vicious slaps to her face.  Now, directly confronted by her husband, she desperately tried to lie.  “No!  I’ve never done that with anyone except you, my husband.  I swear!  I’m your faithful and loving wife.”

Lady Deirdre’s arm pulled back to deliver another open-handed blow.  Stephan grabbed her wrist and tugged it back.

“But, she lied!” Lady Deirdre hissed.

“Lady Deirdre what say you to this woman’s response that she is my faithful wife?” the Sheriff responded in a calm, measured voice that brought a deep feeling of fear to Caitlin.

Deirdre calmed and smirked.  “In the camp of the Whore Master, she described how Felix killed her lover while she and your Head Groundsman were running away on horseback,” Lady Deirdre responded in a much calmer voice. “Felix then stripped her naked, put her into a collar, raped her, chopped her hair short, and shaved her pussy bare.”

“What say you to those charges, wife?”

“Lies!” Caitlin screeched in defense.  “None of that is true!  Felix did came to the estate. But, he killed poor Dùghlas in cold blood and then he beat me and tortured me with his plans of profit by selling me to his criminal accomplice, the Whore Master.  The two of them are responsible for the collar and cutting off my beautiful hair.”

The Sheriff turned to the nearby bound and gagged form of the Stableboy.  “Felix, I’ll remind you that the mandatory penalty for lying when called to testify in a noble tribunal is being flayed to death with a cat-o-nine tails with tips of sharpened iron bits.  So, I formally ask of you, … is it true what Lady Deirdre has just testified about incriminating words spoken from Lady Caitlin’s own mouth?” 

Felix nodded his head up and down rapidly.  Any thoughts of lying were ended at the mental image of his skin being ripped off in sheets by the murderous impacts of the cat.

“So, Felix, was Lady Caitlin’s explanation just now the truth?” the Sheriff continued.

Felix shook his head from side to side.  “Fuck!” he told himself.  “Anything they do to me is better than being flayed to death.”

The Sheriff turned again to Lady Deirdre.  “I find your testimony to be true, Lady.  What of the last charge, theft of goods from a husband?”

No!  Stop!  This is all untrue!” Caitlin screamed.  Her ranting was shut off abruptly when Lady Deirdre jammed the gag back into her mouth.

“In the Whore Master’s goods, Sir Sheriff, you will find your leather purse with the estate operating funds and another silk purse with all of Lady Caitlin’s jewels which the courts have consistently ruled are jointly held assets of the marriage.  That’s two instances of theft from the marriage.”

Sheriff held up the two bags in question.  He had already identified them among the treasures held by Whore Master Lachlann Artair.  “I find all three of your accusations against Lady Caitlin to be true.  Lady Deirdre, I thank you for your noble assistance in exposing the foul actions of this unfaithful creature.”

“Caitlin,” Stephan Gallagher spoke in a louder, more formal tone, “your patent of nobility, minor though it was, is hereby stripped from you along with all goods and valuables owned outside of our marital assets.  Further, I formally renounce my marriage to the unfaithful, thieving wife who abandoned me without cause, … I formally renounce my marriage to the unfaithful, thieving wife who abandoned me without cause, … I formally renounce my marriage to the unfaithful, thieving wife who abandoned me without cause.”

“Sir Sheriff,” Lady Deirdre responded in an equally somber tone, “your dissolution of marriage is noted and will be recorded under my oath to the nearest Magistrate.”  She grinned and added mischievously, “And, I think you owe me five Bronze for making that testimony before the Magistrate.”

Sheriff Gallagher grunted and a small smile formed on his previously stern visage.  He turned to Felix and then to his wife.  “Criminal Felix, Whore Caitlin, I find that despite the fact you both were illegally enslaved that each of you deserve the collars you are wearing along with lifetime enslavements.  Whore Caitlin, as Sheriff, I intend to sell you into lifetime enslavement beginning with service as a common tavern whore in Dorian Innkeeper’s Towering Tree Inn and Tavern.”  He then turned to Felix. “Criminal Felix, I will sell you to the closest legally licensed Whore Master with the order you be sold at auction.  The King will enjoy 70% of whatever sales price the two of you bring and will celebrate that justice has been wrought.  Lady Deirdre and I will share 30% of those funds.”  He paused and grinned at Deirdre, “This way you will be able to pay me the 5 Bronze and avoid default.”

Deirdre grinned back.

Both Caitlin and Felix fainted dead away and sagged down in their bondage against the trees.

“Well done, Sir Sheriff,” Lady Deirdre whispered as she ran a hand softly across his cheek.  “Now, lets go deal with that Mage you have hidden up at your camp.”

Stephan helped Lady Deirdre up the steep rocky hillside and down the ridge-top trail to the camp.   He paused at the cheerful fire and looked pointedly at the three women who were staring open-mouthed at the Lady standing beside the Sheriff and wearing clothing better suited for dinner in a fine manor than at a rough camp in the wilds.  Her stern look of anger, along with the sharp gleaming short sword taken from the slavers and held firmly in her hand, belied her noble appearance and spoke of imminent danger.

“Ladies,” the Sheriff spoke in a harsh voice, “the Lady and I have King’s business to conduct with your friend, the Lady Mage Aurora.”  He paused at the gasps of surprise from Sara, Flea, and Maggot.  “If I find that you knew previously of her status, then, … after being whipped near unto death, …  you will find yourselves wearing true Slave Collars for life instead of the leather Bond-servant Collars of your past.”

Lady Aurora rolled over in excitement at the sound of approaching boot steps.  She knew that the slavers had been defeated from their wails of surprise and then agony as the group’s arrows struck true.  She sat back in surprise at the angry visage on both the Sheriff’s face and on the beautiful dark-haired woman that followed him.  Her belly clenched at the sight of the short sword in one of the woman’s hands and the stout stick she held in her other.  “Too short for a walking staff,” she thought with a shiver of fear.  “Is she prepared to beat me with that heavy stick?”

Sheriff Gallagher knelt down beside the woman that he’d sexually enjoyed for the last day and a half.  “Tell me exactly who you are,” he demanded in an angry voice, “where you came from, and everything I need to know about yourself.  Your very life depends on the truth of your answers.”

Lady Aurora, Apprentice Mage Greenwilt, gulped and knew that it was time to confess.   Her belly clenched in agony and she rolled to her side to spew her stomach’s contents to the sandy soil beside her head.

Sheriff Gallagher began to lean down to assist Aurora when Lady Deirdre’s hand firmly gripped his shoulder and tugged him away.  He looked back in confusion and saw her shake her head to the negative.  Even though his nostrils flared briefly with anger at being interrupted from his automatic response of trying to help a woman in need, … he nodded back and let Aurora finish emptying her belly.

“By the Gods!” Aurora told herself. “If he knows what I’ve been hiding and I get caught in lies, … it will only go the worse for me.  But, if he doesn’t know, then I’m fucked if I confess too much.”

Aurora struggled to roll onto her belly, draw her knees up, and then to raise up her torso; all the while, the duo stared down angrily at her.  Having read the Journal of her Mistress, Aurora knew well King Ordimir’s attitudes to Magic Users.  With a deep sigh of resignation, she began, “Master Sheriff, … Mistress, … under oath I confess to being a naive and stupid foreign Magic User who traveled innocently enough into this Realm of Ivarren, the Kingdom of Ordimir, in search only of wealth and adventure.  I have committed no acts of violence or criminality since arriving here days ago.  I commit my body and soul to your mercy.”  She paused and looked up to see if there were any signs of mercy on the two.  She quickly added, “I will truthfully and fully answer any questions you put to me and agree, if requested, to submit myself to physical or Magical interrogation.”  After another pause she added, “I only ask for your mercy, Master Sheriff and to pledge that my feelings during our wondrous coupling just before the ambush were more than simple lust.”

She hung her head and added with tears streaming down her face, “By the Gods, … I’ve come to enjoy your touch and attention.  You are my ideal man.”

“Oh, she’s a baby Mage,” Lady Deirdre announced with a laugh.  “You’ve been fucking a barely legal and romantically inexperienced Magic User?” She continued to laugh heartily and fought to regain her voice. “Don’t get me wrong, Stephan, I don’t hold against you the tales I’ve heard of you robustly using that famous staff between your legs in all manner of joining with your assigned Hedge Witch Slave.  She has entertained many of us Ladies with her sordid tales of your manly and forceful ways of pleasing women.  So, I consider you wantonly fucking this pretend Household Slave as your privilege while on dangerous assignments.”

Sheriff Gallagher stood shocked and looked from the smirk on Lady Mage Aurora’s face to the laughing visage of Lady Deirdre.

“Don’t worry,” the dark haired Lady continued mirthfully, “as much as I respect my slaves and bond servants and treat them as friends, I equally respect your rights as a noble to keep a mistress as long as she’s wearing an enchanted slave collar and programmed to never act against you or our kingdom.”

Lady Deirdre got a calculating look on her beautiful face.  “Stephan, everyone knows the King has begged you to return to Kingsreach as an officer in his Kings Guard or to join his Witchfinders.  Offer to accept either position if he will allow you to keep the Lady Mage as your collared Mage Slave.  Surely she’s more powerful than your Hedge Witch; she’s certainly much more beautiful.”  She paused and added in a very serious tone.  “After this day, you’ll certainly have enough funds to buy a large estate outside of Kingsreach.  Do that, and I agree to follow you as wife or mistress.”

The Sheriff choked back a grunt of confusion at the clear offer of matrimony.  To delay the conversation, he turned back to Lady Aurora.  “With those words, tell me more of yourself and of your Magic strengths and weaknesses.”

With hope in her voice, Apprentice Mage Aurora answered, “I am 18-years-old and have been Apprenticed to High Mage Bluefrost at her stone keep named Watcher’s Guard in our world, or realm, in a country called Jarion for the last six years.  She has named me Apprentice Greenwilt because I’ve forgotten too many times to water her precious herbs and plants.”  She stopped a moment to gauge their reaction and added, “My true name is Aurora and I was stupid enough to use that name while signing the ledgers for Dorian Innkeeper.  That’s critical because it is possible that High Mage Bluefrost may Portal to this world in an attempt to capture and punish me for stealing from her and abandoning my apprenticeship.”  She paused before adding, “I must warn you that she is very powerful and will be intent on punishing me and dragging me before our Council of Mages and Wizards.”

When neither the Sheriff nor Lady Deirdre responded, she shrugged her shoulders in a decision to continue with a smirk, “I believe that Sir Sheriff judges me a bit plump and cuddly with soft and jiggly D+ breasts, a narrow waist, and a wide fleshy ass.  He’s taken much pleasure using me in all manner of sexual things.”

“Don’t presume too much,” Lady Deirdre interrupted with fire in her voice.  “I don’t approve of sluts.”

“I stand corrected Mistress,” Aurora replied with clear apprehension.  But, then she added,  “I am no doubt naive in the ways of the world and that’s probably why Sara, Flea, and Maggot used a false story about our journey to whore me out to the good Sheriff, … in order to learn my place if I was to wear a collar in the false story of our journeying to become my ‘sister’s’ bond servant and slave.”

Lady Deirdre raised her eyebrows and looked to the Sheriff for an explanation. 

He shrugged, “Sara, Flea, and Maggot are the women by the campfire.”

“They used my funds to pay off their bonds,” Aurora interjected  “My money freed them from toiling as collared bond servant tavern sluts.  I ask for mercy for them as they had few options in life.  They could never have paid off their bonds by themselves,” Aurora explained in a soft voice.  “However,” she continued in a harsh tone, “every coin they now hold are funds stolen from me; well more than 10 Diamonds in total.  Plus, I am certain I would have ended up their slave because of the false paperwork they fooled you into validating.”

The Sheriff gulped at the amazing thought of presenting the King with seven Diamonds as his 70% share of just the Mage’s confiscated wealth.  “I also have the Whore Master’s wealth, the animals, and the sales price of two slaves to share with my King,” he told himself.  “The King would surely grant me any reasonable favor.”

“Lady Mage,” Deirdre softly told Aurora with a respectful nod of her head, “the act of agreeing to free those women and absolving them of the charge of theft has earned you my respect and the boon of any favor that I’m capable of granting or helping you to achieve.”

“Please continue, Aurora,” the Sheriff asked while giving Lady Deirdre yet another look of confusion.

Aurora looked down in embarrassment.  “I admit to having been a poor apprentice.  I’ve lacked focus and am known for being a bit scatter-brained.  My Mana Pool is still undeveloped and my best Magic skills are just basic in Earth, Shadow, Divination, and Runes or Sigils.  I’m barely competent at any level of Air, Fire, Water, Lightening, or Illusion Magic.  Plus, I show no signs of developing any other of the many Magical skills.”

“Well, Stephan, Earth Magic can become a good initial combat skill and I’ve not heard of anyone with Shadow Magic,” Lady Deirdre explained to Stephan’s interest.  At his look, she added, “As you noticed, I’ve an analytical mind and have read many books on the topic of Magic.”  She shrugged, “Yet another habit that my husband held against me.”

Lady Deirdre stood erect and announced to Sheriff Gallagher’s surprise.  “Now, husband-to-be, there are three mysterious women back by that campfire that I need to meet and considering employing in our new estate.  There is no reason that a Lady with a new patent of nobility can’t be Stewardess of the Estate, Head Housekeeper, or Head Cook.  Further, we need to eat and sleep because tomorrow we have much to do.  We need to backtrack to Dorian Innkeeper and sell Whore Caitlin to him, send a note to the King with notice of his 70% share of the Whore Master’s loot and possessions, put your estate up for sale, drop off the eunuch Criminal Felix at an auction house, and head to Kingsreach.  There, I expect either a ring and a wedding or a locked Bond Servant Collar as your personal slut as soon as you close on a properly large-sized estate.  In either event, I can’t wait to experience your masterful, manly ways and your talented cock.”  She smiled and winked.  “Until then, I expect you to limit your lusts to one of the three pleasure holes that your naive little Mage Slave is so eager to offer to you.  Lastly, I understand the Slave Queen wishes to study pregnant Magic Users, … so please start practicing pumping a baby into her young womb.  Without her Magic, her eggs are probably vulnerable to your potent sperm.”

Sheriff Stephan Gallagher gulped at the Lady’s rapid-fire listing of necessary things to do and glanced sternly at Aurora to distract himself from Deirdre’s demands.  “Aurora, until I more formally collar you, you are to consider yourself bound as my Mage Slave.  You are no longer a Lady, if you ever really held that honor in your world, and your only loyalty and obedience is to me, Lady Deirdre, our King, and the welfare of the Kingdom of Ordimir.  Do you understand?”

“I do, … Master.  I so swear.” Aurora answered with a tremor in her voice.  She told herself, “His collar will surely cement my allegiance to this place for all time.  I’m never going home.”

He turned to Lady Deirdre.

She grinned mischievously, “Of course, Master.  I also so swear.”

Stephan grunted and muttered, “Women, … you know that’s not exactly what I meant.”  He ignored her giggle at his confusion and quickly unpinned the link locks on the waist chains and pulled them free of the Cuffs which remained locked on her wrists.  “My Lady,” he declared with a more comfortable tone, “I wish you to better acquaint yourself with our new Mage Slave and establish yourself as her Mistress.   I have serious business with the tavern women.”

“And the two prisoners tied up by the horses?”

“They can manage the night’s chill by themselves.  I have no need or desire to make them comfortable.”  He grunted out the last and stomped off toward Flea, Maggot, and Sara.

Sara looked up at the approach of the Sheriff.  She immediately jumped up then knelt down before him.  “Sir Sheriff, we swear we had no knowledge of Lady Aurora being a Mage.  We only sought to get her safely to Kingsreach while arranging to legally free ourselves from our Bonds held by Dorian Innkeeper.”

“Sit!” Stephan commanded.  “Sara, are you the spokesperson for all of you?”

The three woman quickly glanced at each other and nodded.  “Yes, Sir Sheriff,” Sara quickly responded.

“My Mage Slave told me that you stole every bit of her money, made up that false story of a judgement against her, kept her captive, and whored her out to me?” The Sheriff growled.

The three women seemed to shrivel in acceptance of the charges.  “Yes,” Sara said softly, “that’s all true.”  After a moment, she slowly added, “Part of it was just a joke at first to humiliate a spoiled rich noble by teaching her how us commoners are treated.”  Then in almost a whisper, she added, “She’s submissive and seemed to enjoy every humiliation we, … and you, Sir Sheriff, heaped upon her.”

“Thank you for your honesty,” he said calmly with his fists clenched.  He felt like immediately whipping the three tavern harlots but held off to finish his judgement.  “Now, dig through all your belongings for every single coin you possess,” he commanded as he set down a scrap of leather.

Inwardly, the Sheriff was shocked to his core to see each woman draw out their waist belts and each dig out three Diamonds to place before him followed by a huge clattering pile of Bronzes, Coppers, Silvers, and Golds.  

“Your Slave Aurora originally held a simple belt purse with one hundred Bronzes, twenty Coppers, twenty Silvers, and twenty Gold,” Sara explained in a defeated voice as the pile of coins continued to grow.  “She had a second money belt hidden under her clothes with the same amount.  Lastly, she had ten Diamonds hidden about her clothing.  You hold the tenth Diamond and this is the entirety of what’s left.”

Sara hung her head and admitted, “We were in a hurry when we left the Towering Tree Inn and Tavern and left behind our few hidden Bronzes.  This leaves us destitute.  Have mercy on us.  We meant no real harm beside the humiliation we heaped upon the Mage Slave.”

Stephan was quickly doing sums in his head.  “Since I’ve collared Aurora, the only sums these three idiots owe are for wasting my time on faked paperwork.  There was actually no 2,500 Silver bond, it was all faked.”  He took a deep breath and pronounced.  “Since Aurora is now my Mage Slave, the most serious crime you are guilty of is attempting to defraud the King of his 70% share of more than ten Diamonds and forty Golds held by the enemy Mage.  That theft alone calls for public impalement.  You are also guilty of stealing from what you thought was a free person and then conspiring to enslave and forcibly prostitute her.  Those acts call for something between lifetime enslavement and a public hanging.”

Sara, Flea, and Maggot collapsed, weeping at their fate.  “I ask again for Mercy, Sir Sheriff,” Sara whimpered.  Left unstated was her forlorn hope that he wouldn’t hold every charge against them.  “With your Mercy, we agree to anything you might demand.”

He looked down at the women.  “Stand and strip down naked.  Then kneel to face my judgement.  Foul criminals like yourselves should face judgement naked as the day you were born.  Your crimes call for you to leave the world as you entered, … naked and helpless.”

While the three women reluctantly obeyed his command, the act of stripping brought back the Sheriff’s thoughts to his earlier vision of leading four collared and naked wenches out of the forest.  He made a decision and continued, “You did assist me in killing three illegal slavers wanted dead or alive by our King,” he mused aloud.  “I could explain that to the King and add that technically I should share 100% of those bounty rewards among the four of us for killing the slavers and for capturing an enemy Mage.  Sharing two hundred Gold for a Novice Mage, one hundred Gold for the death of the Whore Master, and twenty-five Gold for each of his henchmen would, at least, solve your problem of being vagrants needing a Bond Servant’s Collar while we consider your other crimes.”

The three kneeling naked women looked upward with faint hope they’d not be publicly impaled for stealing from the King.

“Then, there’s the matter of the King’s 70% bounty for acquiring the property of Slave Aurora and the Whore Master.  The King is likely to be very pleased to receive more than seven Diamonds and a pile of Gold from the Mage Slave plus the still uncounted wealth from the Whore Master.  Yes,” he added thoughtfully, “the King should be very pleased.  The sums are enormous.”  His tone softened and he added, “Thirty percent of those sums could also technically be shared amongst the five of us.”

“You’re including your new Lady in that count, of course,” Sara interjected with a bit of hope.

“Yes,” he mused aloud, “there is indeed the issue of my new Lady, the Lady Deirdre.”  He looked again at each of the women he’d known for such a short time.  “My Lady has rather harshly demanded I purchase a large walled estate near Kingsreach and accept our King’s offer of joining his Kings Guard or his Witchfinders.  If I do that, I find myself in need of a Stewardess of the Estate, a Head Housekeeper, and a Head Cook.  If I find such qualified women, I’d be willing to hold and invest their wealth while they prove their loyalty by wearing my Servant Collar for five years.  The King would surely then agree to grant minor titles of royalty upon you, … thus earning your title of Lady.”

Sara was speechless.  She glanced at her friends who were still trying to understand the meaning of the Sheriff’s words.  “Fuck it!” she muttered.  She stood, knelt down on one knee, bowed deeply and stated in a clear voice.  “I Sara, a temporarily Free Woman, accept your terms of wearing your Collar as your Bond Servant for five years in exchange for your offer to hold and invest my new wealth and for your earnest attempt to free me after that period with a King’s grant of minor nobility.”

“Welcome, to my household, Servant Sara, Stewardess of my Estate.   Rise and dress and then find your old Tavern Bond Servant Collar.  I’ll get it replaced as soon as I can with something much more suited to a woman with hundreds of Gold in her savings.”

Flea momentarily had a look of confusion on her face before she also figured out what the Sheriff was offering.  She jumped up and copied the moves of her best friend.  In a much more hesitant voice, she began, “I Flea, accept your terms of wearing your Collar as a Bond Servant for five years in exchange for your offer to hold and invest my new wealth and your full attempt to free me after that period with a King’s grant of minor nobility.” 

The Sheriff smiled, “Welcome, to my household, Servant Flea, Head Housekeeper of my Estate.   As with Estate Stewardess Sara, rise and dress and put on your old Tavern Bond Servant Collar until I can get it replaced with something much more suited to a woman with hundreds of Gold in her savings.” 

“Maggot, hurry up before he changes his mind,” Sara ordered impatiently. “He’s offering you the position of Estate Head Cook.”

Sheriff Stephan Gallagher chuckled and added, “Yes, Maggot, … hurry up before I change my mind, claim your share of the rewards, and let you face the King’s mercy.”

With three very happy women scrambling to put the correct Bond Servant Collars on their necks, the Sheriff strode back to his bedroll.   He stopped in surprise at the sight of the two naked women laying side-by-side on his bedroll.  They were only covered by his travel cloak up to their knees and he saw two other travel cloaks folded atop each other under them to widen their bed.

“Your bedroll was rather narrow for the three of us,” Lady Deirdre asserted with a flushed face.

“Come, Master,” Aurora whispered with a grin.  “Slip between us.”

“And hot tea and dinner?” he protested.

Deirdre spread her legs lewdly and he saw her bare vulva glistening with juices.  She spread her labia open to expose her pink core.  “Your cock can’t yet use me with your skill at bedding women,” she teased wantonly, “but there’s no reason your mouth can’t take me there.”

Ummm, Master, … she’s delicious,” Aurora giggled.

Stephan’s eyes widened and his brain shut down at the words and the arousing sight of the pair of big breasted women; one a blonde with recently short shorn hair and the other black haired with her regular short hairstyle.  “You cut my Mage Slave’s hair?” he stammered.

“Silly man,” Deirdre muttered, “we wanted to prove she belongs to you.  Now, … get between us and under this cloak, it’s far too cold for us to lay here while you admire your newest properties.”

Stephan finally grinned and hopped about as he stripped down equally naked.  He slipped between the women and leaned over to kiss the woman who was apparently his fiance.  He pulled back from an eager kiss, his cock already as stiff as it could be.  “Fiance, … your face smells strongly of the musk of a woman.”

Deirdre grinned and wrapped an arm around the Sheriff.  “Our Master did command me to acquaint myself with your Mage Slave.  She’s delicious and very responsive.”

Stephan gulped as her leg crossed over his and the sloppy crease between her legs pressed wetly against his thigh.  He ran an appreciative hand over her curved rump and he groaned at the smooth expanse of the firm flesh.  He quickly took possession of a plump breast and groaned again, ready to crawl over between her legs.  A hand gripped his firmly and set it aside from her breast.

“There will be none of that until our wedding night,” Deirdre hissed firmly.  “Now, roll over and please your Mage Slave.  Consider my impressed judgement at how well you please the eager slut as a pre-requisite for our engagement and future wedding.”

“Mistress, I thought you disliked sluts,” Aurora muttered in faked confusion.

“Master,” Deirdre commanded, “show me how you welcome this eager woman into our family and remind her that she is our slut, body and soul.”

Stephan rolled over and laid atop his Mage Slave.  After a long kiss and fevered groping, he raised his head to catch his breath.  “Your face, mouth, and lips also taste and smell strongly of pussy,” he whispered with approval.  Without another word, he notched the head of his cock in the bald and well lubricated cock sleeve between her legs.  He sunk deeply into her pussy in that first lunge.

“Oh, Master,” Aurora groaned, “please fuck me!”

“Yes, fuck the slut!” Deirdre echoed breathlessly.  Both her hands were busy between her legs teasing her clit and caressing her outer labia.  “Only when your rod is completely spent for the night and unable to use my pussy,” the Lady said while relenting from her strict no sex before marriage rule, “I expect you to get busy between my legs with lips, tongue, and mouth giving me at least as many vaginal orgasms as your cock gives our slut.  By morning, all our faces better smell strongly of well satisfied pussy.”

At some point in the night, after pulsing his jizm four times in his willing Mage Slave, it was Lady Deirdre’s turn.  After she finally fainted from one too many oral orgasms, Stephan’s cock miraculously twitched and came back to life.  He rolled off his fiance and crawled up between Aurora’s legs.  Wordlessly, she welcomed his stiffness yet again in her sex.  “Oh, Master,” she sighed happily as her legs wrapped possessively around his hips, “I’m afraid I’ve already been disobedient and may need paddling.”

“Huh?” the Sheriff grunted as his groin thumped against Aurora’s pubic bone.

“Oh, … by the Gods, that is wonderful,” Aurora moaned in distraction.  After rolling her hips softly to stir his dick around her tender sleeve and moaning in pleasure, she continued.  “Yes, Master,” Aurora whispered as they slowly fucked.  “I’ve been bad and need a spanking.  I ask for mercy, … I forgot to tell you of the hundreds of Diamonds I have hidden in a cache by the Portal.”

The Sheriff suffered his first pre-mature ejaculation since he was 15-years-old at the thought.  “By the Gods,” he exclaimed as his cock spasmed and spewed only a tiny load of potent baby-making sperm.

A sleepy giggle from Deirdre let him know that he was the last to know the news of now being among the very richest men in the kingdom.  “My life will be ruled by women,” he thought silently without any hint of bitterness as he drifted off in contented sleep.


Chapter 4:  The Power of Divination

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Kingsreach, Private Audience Chambers of King Ordimir

Sir Knight Bofori stood before his King and his wife, the Slave Queen.  The King wore his ornate, gilded gold cuirass.   With his burly, muscular form, he looked the part of what he was, … a warrior King more comfortable in the field, far from the comforts of his palace.  The young looking beauty beside him wore ornate court clothing unsuitable for travel or primitive camping.  She was beauty compared to his warrior visage.

They were in a small chamber behind the larger audience hall.  The King and Queen sat comfortably on a pair of cushioned mini couches.  A small table between the two Royals held a flagon of wine, two gold goblets, and a tray of assorted pastries and finger foods.   No servants or advisors were with them in the room.

“Majesties, thank you for this private audience,” Sir Bofori spoke after a rather stiff bow. 

“Welcome, Sir Bofori,” King Ordimir grinned in a pleasant tone.  “We always have time for our best Witchfinders.  Before we begin, how is life for you, Sir Bofori, now that you have finally accepted a full-time Mage Slave and bed compantion?”

The Witchfinder grinned widely.  “Majesty, many thanks for the boon.  I’m doubly blessed.  Blessed to have been granted a powerful Mage Slave and a lusty companion Slave.   We make a good team, Majesty.”

“I knew both Kitten and Kat would be passionate and dedicated servants,” Cilia Raven declared.   With a smirk, she continued.  “And the twin fetuses that we moved into Kat’s belly, … how are they?”

Busty Kat unconsciously swept both hands under the barely visible bulge where the babies were growing.  Then, one hand came up to softly touch the collar around her throat.  “Majesties,” she spoke with some hesitation.  “Thank you both for the honor of carrying these precious babies and for allowing Sir Bofori to place this enchanted collar around my neck.”

“And, Sir Knight, have they shown the proper gratitude for being allowed to serve you?” the Queen asked in a teasing voice.

Behind and beside the Witchfinder, each of the women in question set an arm around his torso.  Thomas Bofori smiled and simply nodded.

“We try to fuck him senseless,” the more outgoing ex-Princess Lumar answered for her Knight.

The King took a deep breath.  “Sadly, we must get on to business.,” he said.  “I must once again highlight your response to the threat of that Portal.  It was admirable.  We’re just sorry that the enemy Mage escaped.”

“But, … my King, … she was allowed to escape!” the Slave Queen interjected harshly. 

King Ordimir held up a hand to quieten his Queen.  “My own interpretation of the events is that she may have been mortally wounded as well as enslaved by the collar you set on her neck.”  He took a moment to ensure he wouldn’t be contradicted by his wife before continuing.   “We have ordered that a heavily reinforced ambush team remain at the Portal site for the foreseeable future.  What are the chances that she will return?”

The the King’s question, Sir Bofori looked from the Slave Queen to his own Mage Slave, Kitten.  He looked back to the King and answered in an even tone.  “Sire, I’m almost certain that the Mage will never return via that Portal.”

“Please explain,” King Ordimir responded in a puzzled tone.

“I think we only survived because of the last minute gift by your Queen, Majesty,” Sir Bofori answered in a grim tone while nodding toward the Slave Queen.  “That bitch was simply too powerful and well versed in combat magic.  She struck almost instantly with skill and strength.  We survived only because Hunter Tan San’s strike with the Arrow of Nullification penetrated her Magical defenses and severed her tie to her Magic.”

“She had readied a strong killing blow, Majesty,” Kitten added in a soft, respectable voice.

“But, you struck her with your sword?” the King countered.  “Is it possible she died?”

The Witchfinder shrugged.  “When the arrow struck, … I rolled my grip on the sword so the flat side struck her head.  Between the strike of the arrow, the blunt side of my sword, and impact from the enchanted Slave Collar, she flew back through her Portal.”

“And then that cunt slammed the Portal shut,” the Slave Queen hissed.  “I repeat, she did indeed escape!”

“My Queen, … I’m not sure that she truly escaped,” Kitten spoke up.

Sir Bofori grunted in exasperation at his slave continuing to speak up before his King and Queen.

“How is that?” the Slave Queen hissed as she stood upright as if to continue the fight against the enemy Mage herself.

“Majesties,” Sir Bofori responded quickly.  “My Mage Slave and I both felt the bond quicken when your new collar slammed against her throat and latched.  I also felt the programmed commands imbued in the collar impress upon her body and soul.”

“Yes, … yes,” the Slave Queen said in a silky tone at the news her new collar.  She felt her sex spasm at the thought of her powerful creation subjecting another bitch to her control.

Unaware of his Slave Queen’s arousal, Sir Bofori continued.  “Majesties, your Divination Mages have been unable to locate the other end of the Portal due to the very weak remaining energy echoes from opening and closing the Portal.”  He paused and considered his next words.  “I suspect that there are also faint energy traces remaining from the Arrow of Nullification and the Two-Rune-Two-Stone collar.  Energy traces tuned specifically to our Slave Queen as creator of those two powerful artifacts.”

Slave Queen Cilia Raven’ attention snapped instantly from erotic thoughts of dominating a strong captive Mage to Sir Bofori’s words.  “Energy across the voids tuned to my Magic?” she muttered.  She carefully considered her Witchfinder’s words.  “You think we can triangulate the single source of those emanations; from the Magic of creation of a Portal, an Arrow of Nullification, and my most powerful Collar?”

“Well!” the King almost shouted in his excitement. 

Mage Slave Queen Cilia Raven nodded with a gleam of revenge in her eyes and determination in the shape of her lips.  “Yes, … I can train a strong team of Mage Slaves with Divination skills.  No, … I will personally guide three small teams of those Mage Slaves to find those traces.  Each will discover the linkage and weave them into a single source point.”  Cilia Raven grinned and added, “My King, with an anchor point discovered in the enemy realm, we should prepare to go hunting into the heartland of the enemy.” 

The King held up his open hand.  “I want it perfectly clear,” he commanded.  “I don’t want unnecessary chances taken.  Instantly kill any male that is encountered and subdue and collar every single women, Mage or not.


Chapter 5:  The Council of Mages and Wizards

Realm of Jarion, Watcher’s Guard, Three Days after Portal Opening

Cook Abigale had awakened that morning at her normal time, well before dawn.  She swung her legs off the warm comfort of her narrow bed and immediately shivered in her cold stone sleeping cell.  As quickly as she could, she donned her usual drab gray kitchen dress, soft matching leather house slippers, and a white apron that hung from her neck and was tied off around her waist.  The pudgy, thick-waisted woman also set a shapeless white cap on her head that kept her dull gray hair properly behind her ears and away from her face.  Before leaving her small sleeping cell, she carefully checked herself in the wall mirror.  Satisfied that her strict and unforgiving Mistress would find nothing in her appearance to complain about, she scurried to the kitchen to start the morning fire and begin her regular early morning chores.

Later, the housekeeper, Maid Sally, came into the kitchen and the two shared a quick cup of tea, completely unaware of the previous days events.  Already weary from lack of sleep and unrelenting days of labor, the Maid gathered her supplies, realizing it was time to wake her Mistress.  She gave no thought that her Mistress’ late waking was due to laziness.  Despite whatever thoughts she held for her harsh Mistress, with her birch rod always ready to punish any infraction, she knew that Mage Bluefrost drove herself relentlessly, sometimes going days without sleep, as she typically pursued her Magical studies through the night.

“Good luck with Miss Grumpy,” Cook Abigale softly teased as Maid Sally picked up the tray with hot water, soft fluffy cleansing towels, and freshly brewed tea.

Maid Sally ignored the teasing knowing full well that if her strict Mistress had overheard even a hint of the comment, then both of them would be howling in pain while bent over a punishment stool with their bare, stripped asses receiving at least ten strong blows of the feared birch rod.

“Grumpy, she is,” she muttered voicelessly.

The maid didn’t find her Mistress in her bedroom and she scurried to the laboratory to wash up her Mistress’ face before leaving her to drink her morning tea in peace.  She would then lay out the Mistress’ outfit for the day.

She became confused when Mistress was nowhere in her residential rooms or the laboratory.  Finally, after searching the rest of the keep, the maid reached the lower level and cried in terror and confusion at the sight of a large pool of blood on the stone florr.

“By the Gods!  Mistress is hurt,” she whispered.  “But, where is she?”

Rather dimwitted and unprepared to deal with the unusual situation, Maid Sally failed entirely to comprehend what had occurred.  Instead, she gathered up her skirt and ran to the kitchen.  “Cook Abigale will know what to do,” she told herself.

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

[image: ]During their last meeting soon after the Portal was first detected opening, High Mage Maureen had laughed at the reticence on the part of the Council of Mages and Wizards for moving against High Mage Bluefrost.  “Our team will be strong and backed up by our full contingent of duty Guardsmen,” she had sneered.  “We’ll crush anything in her castle.” She enjoyed the prospect of bringing her beautiful rival to her knees.  “Once we get a collar on Bluefrost she can be our bitch for a change.”

“Well, High Wizard,” High Mage Maureen asked with yet another challenging tone, “after taking three days to craft a response, do you think we finally have enough help to set Bluefrost permanently in a collar?”

High Wizard Othir ignored the snide comment from the Mage that hoped one day to take his place.  He looked around the large Council Chamber.  “There will be five Mages and Wizards in the assault team and four Guardsmen led by me as strongest in Magic.  High Mage Maureen, as much as you want to have combat against High Mage Bluefrost, as second strongest Magic wielder, I need you here to defend the Council against counter-attack.  Your team will include Journeyman Wizard Elmar, the five Divination Mages who will open the Gateway directly into Watcher’s Guard, and four of our Guardsmen.”

High Wizard Othir looked at the assembled crowd.  “I’m already missing the strength of Journey-woman Mage Izora,” he thought with some worry.  “She could be essential in taking down her former Mistress.”  He looked at the Council Members and noted their looks of eagerness and expectation.  He sighed.  “Council Members, have your armsman stand before you and prepare to run through the Gateway to gain control of Watcher’s Guard and the treacherous wench Bluefrost.”

The seven members of the strike team:

●        High Wizard Othir

●        High Wizard Ulfrass

●        High Wizard Agrihorne

●        High Mage Siùsan

●        Journey-woman Mage Sorcha

The two Council members who remained behind to guard the Council:

●        High Mage Maureen

●        Journeyman Wizard Elmar

The five Divination Mages and Wizards who remained behind at the Council:

●        Mages Imma, Ellain, and Barabla

●        Wizards Ommar and Ulfrar

“Mage Imma, has your team finished pinpointing the largest chamber in Watcher’s Guard and are you ready to open that Gateway?” the High Wizard asked.

“High Wizard,” Mage Imma responded with a smirk, “thank you for the honor of acknowledging the importance of our skills in Divination.  That said, the answer is yes and we’re already linked to open the farthest away Gateway we’ve ever heard of.  High Mage Bluefrost must have immense Divination strength to do this.”  Inwardly, all five had agreed to press hard for membership in the Council.  “They’ve looked down on our paltry skills in everything except Divination.  We’ve proved they need our specialty skills.”

The Gateway flared open to the largest chamber in Bluefrost’s keep; one that took up the entire second floor of Watcher’s Guard.  The Divination Magic Users slumped down at the burden of Mana used.

The High Wizard Othir commanded, “Remember the floor plan built from our intelligence.  You each have assigned tasks in the search for Bluefrost,” he commanded.  “I will head up to the next level to search for High Mage Bluefrost’s quarters.”

As the teams racing through the open Gateway, High Wizard Ulfrass and Agrihorne and High Mage Siùsan quickly headed down toward the third level with two Guardsmen.  The largest part of the team was to head downward with the expectation that High Mage Bluefrost was probably on the lowest level, near where her Portal was located.

High Wizard Othir, Journey-woman Mage Sorcha, and the remaining two Guardsmen headed up the spiral stone stairs to burst through the fifth floor open door of Mage Bluefrost’s bedchambers.  There was nothing to be seen.

Unknown to Othir and his strike team tearing through the keep, Mage Bluefrost was safely engaged in a torrid lesbian embrace with her former Apprentice and new owner, Journey-woman Izora.  They were hundreds of feet below the lowest level of the keep surrounded by solid granite and no physical way to enter or leave save by Magic Gateway.   Many years ago, Mage Bluefrost had opened a Gateway from her bedchambers and secretly prepared the hideout for a possible escape with her small staff unaware of its existence. 

Unsuccessful at finding their prey, High Wizard Othir reassembled his team on the fourth floor and they quickly argued about their next steps.  “Downstairs!” Othir finally commanded in an angry tone.  “She must be on one of the other levels.”

While Maid Sally was babbling to Cook Abigale in the keep’s kitchen, armored soldiers ran into the kitchen. 

“Where is your Mistress, the High Mage Bluefrost?” one screamed while waving his sword threateningly.

Their screams of confusion shifted into shrieks of sheer terror at recognizing the crest of the Council of Mages and Wizards on the angry Guardsmen.  Too terrified to speak a single comprehensible sentence, the two knelt and began gibbering nonsence.

Disgusted, one of the soldiers yanked their hands behind their backs and began binding their wrists.  He then looped rope collars over their necks and yanked on the free ends.  Crying, each followed a stern-faced soldier back to their Mistress’ laboratory where they cowered in a corner.

Maid Sally was the short, dowdy, fifty-ish household maid and she quivered in fear at the feet of a Guardsman.  He felt mostly disgust at having to guard the prisoner with her once proud D-cup breasts now sagging limply and flat down to her belly.  Some of her yellowed and stained teeth were missing.

Cook Abigale was also under guard and seemed stunned at the events.  Like her friend Sally, she held no sexual appeal to her guard.  She is fat as befitting a cook but dour and stern rather than happy and outgoing.

After searching the entire keep, Wizard Othir returned to the Gateway and looked askance at the only occupants found in the tower, the two mundanes, a maid and a cook.  “They have no idea where their Mistress is?” he screamed to everyone assembled.

[image: ]Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Bluefrost’s Portal Site in Ivarren, Two Days after Closing of Bluefrost’s Portal

Beside the closed Portal between the worlds, ten Divination Mage Slaves were assembled to merge their specialty powers to search for two things.  Five of the Divination Mage Slaves were led by Mage Slave Bridgette who had been on duty with Bunni when Greenwilt first opened the Portal to their realm, the Realm of Ivarren.  Redhead Bridgette, the Mage Slave most familiar with the Portal signature was chosen by Sir Bofori to lead the search for the echoes of the vast power that was used to open the Portal between their realms.

Sir Hunter Tan San’s Mage Slave, Bunni, led the second team. With high Divination skills, she had often held shifts at the Kingdom’s Observation Tower.  Her team’s focus was any hint of traces left by the Slave Queen’s Four-Rune-Four-Stone collar as it transited from Realm of Ivarren to the Realm of Jarion.  The team sat around one of the dreadful collars and meditated on its twin in Jarion.

The eleventh Mage Slave searching for the Portal’s location on Jarion was the Slave Queen herself.  She sat off to the side alone in deep meditation.  In her hands was an intact Arrow of Nullification.  Her task was to trace its twin to Jarion.

After a full day’s concentration, the eleven Mage Slaves located faint traces of each target, carefully merged those traces into a single stream, and located the general area of the Portal’s origin site.  Holding carefully to that link, they meditated to gather their merged strength, adjusted the aim of the link an almost infinitesimal amount, and drilled a hole through the inter-dimensional realms to form a Portal an hour’s horse ride from Watcher’s Guard in an open grassy plain.  The linked Divination Mages then proceeded through the Portal, sharing the impact of actually going through a Portal among themselves.  Even so, ten of the Mage Slaves collapsed too drained and exhausted to immediately begin meditating to speed their recovery.  Only the Slave Queen remained almost unscathed.

King Ordimir called for his Witchfinders.  “Day three has just passed since the enemy Mage opened the Portal to our realm.  She was met with force and my Witchfinders and Hunters repelled her wounded back to her own realm.  The enemy realm has just been discovered and a Portal site opened a full hours horse charge away.  My Mage Queen assures me that the Portal won’t be easily discovered giving our Divination Mage Slaves time to recover for a raid in force at first light.”

“To victory and vanquishing of the foul enemy Magic Users,” a Witchfinder yelled with a cheer.

“We assemble ready to fight an hour before dawn,” Sir Witchfinder Thomas Bofori ordered.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Open Portal Between worlds, Dawn of the Fourth Day After Bluefrost’s Portal Closed

Behind the Divination Mages, a large part of the Combat Magical might of the Kingdom of Ordimir followed.  A team of two Witchfinders, two Hunters, an independent Hunter, and their five Mage Slaves first moved through the Portal and prepared themselves to raid Watcher’s Guard.  King Ordimir and his Slave Queen along with two more Witchfinder teams and a large contingent of the King’s Guard lastly moved through the Portal and stood ready to defend during a retreat if necessary.  The Guardsmen quickly assembled a camp on the enemy world’s beachhead.

Bridgette had led the nearly exhausted Divination Mage Slaves through the Portal and organized their meditation circle.  In the hours that passed, the Slave Queen was the only one that could scan for enemy Gateways or other Magic signatures.  Called called Sir Bofori over to their tight circle of Mage Slaves.  “Master Bofori, a Gateway has opened in the middle of the largest space inside that stone keep.”

“Mage Slave Bridgette, do you and your team have enough left Mana and energy to open four Gateways such a short distance?” Sir Bofori demanded.

At Bridgette’s tired nod to Sir Bofori, King Ordimir immediately commanded.  “On my command, open those four Gateways arrayed around the one you discovered.” He turned to the strike force and added, “Line up at each of those four points.  Your Slave Queen and I will remain here with the defending teams in case we need to provide support or cover a retreat under fire.”

When he got head nods of readiness, King Ordimir briskly commanded, “Open the Gateways!”

Sir Bofori stepped out of the first Gateway to blink into existence in the stone keep and he quickly swung his sword to behead High Wizard Agrihorne who, unluckily, was standing within arms reach.  His beloved slave Kitten followed him by a step and blasted fireballs to consume the startled and also unlucky High Wizard Ulfrass in an unsurvivable inferno.  Each knew the grim mission commanded by King Ordimir; focus on killing any enemy Magic User and, only if possible, collar any female ones.

[image: ]Knight Hunter Tan San simultaneously stepped out of the second Gateway and immediately launched a volley of common armor-piercing arrows at the first Magic User he saw which was High Mage Siùsan.  Totally unprepared and surprised, she somehow reacted in time and physically swatted the first arrow away with her staff.  She showed her powerful Magic by almost casually launching back a hailstorm of fist-sized rocks which not only shattered the remainder of the volley of arrows, but nearly overwhelmed Tan San and Bunni.  Mage Slave Bunni barely blunted the barrage of rocks using a hastily formed shield of air.  Several rocks struck the pair past the ill-formed shield, slightly injuring each.  But, while the move saved both their lives, it delayed the firing of his only enchanted arrow.

A second Hunter stepped through the third Gateway and launched a fast series of mundane arrows at the remaining Wizard, High Wizard Othir (Bluefrost’s original Master), who diverted the arrows with contempt.  The Hunter’s Mage Slave blasted a solid wall of flying water at High Mage Siùsan.  Unprepared for a second angle of attack, the enemy Mage that had injured Hunter Tan San and Bunni with the swarm of rocks flew backward to slump unconscious against the stone wall of the keep. 

The Witchfinder that stepped through the fourth Gateway was immediately engulfed in fire by High Wizard Othir.  While Othir grinned with glee at killing the Magic user, he easily maintained his shield blunting the flurry of arrows from the second Hunter.  The death of the doomed Witchfinder released his Mage Slave and she slumped down unconscious from the shock of severance.

Kitten saw a female Mage blasting a stream of fire at one of the Witchfinders.  His Mage Slave was barely holding on against the attacks.   Copying the combat Magic used against them by High Mage Siùsan, Kitten launched a flurry of fist-sized stone balls at the enemy Mage and Journey-woman Mage Sorcha staggered back from the attack.  A brave Hunter stepped forward and stabbed the woman in her belly and then knocked her out with the heavy pommel of his sword.

The initial flurry of attacks had blown out the windows of the laboratory chamber and fire, air, and water wreaked devastation to the room’s cabinets containing Mage Bluefrost’s precious records and artifacts

[image: ]Sir Bofori now found himself surrounded by three of the four swordsmen that came with the council members.  Kitten also found herself momentarily defending herself from the fourth swordsman.  Kitten’s fireballs finally burned the sword arm off her opponent and then consumed his head in a grisly ball of fire.  Sir Bofori knocked the sword out of one opponent’s hand and then smoothly returned his stroke to remove his head.  Witchfinder and slave worked together to quickly eliminate the remaining two swordsmen.

Hunter Knight Tan San finally got a clear window of attack at the remaining powerful enemy High Wizard just as Bunni’s shield of air protecting him dispersed. He launched his only Rune Enchanted Arrow at the last council target, High Wizard Othir, who had dispensed such violence against his team.  The Nullification Arrow flew true and penetrated the High Wizard’s Magical shield defenses as if they didn’t exist.  The arrow slammed into him and he staggered both from the brutal impact of the arrow and the physical and mental blow of the instant loss of his Mana.  With High Wizard Othir’s Magic Nullified, Sir Bofori’s Bunni quickly slammed a beam of air against the Wizard’s skull, knocking him unconscious.

Columns of Kings Guardsmen marched into the room through the open Gateways.  King Ordimir and his Slave Queen followed with the last two Witchfinders and their pet Mages.  That group stepped into the calm while the kingdom’s Mage Slaves worked to remove the fires, smoke, and water from the room.

Quickly appraising the situation, the Slave Queen immediately set a Cuff of Nullification on the strongest Wizard of his world, High Wizard Othir, and then placed a Two-Rune-Two-Stone Collar of Control and Submission on his neck.  She found the unconscious Council Mage, High Mage Siùsan, and she was quickly put under the Slave Queen's’s control as well.  Both captured Magic Users quivered in shock as the collars imprinted their brains with the new certainty that the Slave Queen was now their Mistress.

[image: ]Kitten had run over to Journey-woman Sorcha and applied pressure to her belly wound and began using her Healing Magic.  At almost the same time, Sir Bofori snapped Cuffs of Nullification on Sorcha’s wrists, rendering her helpless while Kitten rendered aid.  The Slave Queen came over, nodded in approval and locked the third Two-Rune-Two-Stone Collar of Control and Submission on Sorcha’s neck.  Even unconscious and in pain from her dreadful wound, her body visibly quivered when the Magic of the collar settled into her brain.

“Three Magic Users captured and collared, Sir Bofori, and two Wizards killed outright!” the King announced in a ringing voice.  “You and your teams will be greatly honored for this!”

The guardsmen dragged the collared Wizard toward one of the four Gateways while he stumbled and stared in horror at High Mage Siùsan and Journey-woman Sorcha’s heads because the nearly sentient collars had already shortened their hair and placed a tattoo-looking mark on their right cheeks.  He was too stunned to realize that so far he hadn’t been subjected to any transformations.  Soon the two injured Mages were carried through two of the Gateways on stretchers.  They would soon be on their way to a new home world and an extremely harsh reality.  All three were shell-shocked and confused from the suddenness and lethality of the ambush that defeated them. 

Kitten had spoken briefly with High Wizard Othir before he was dragged away.  His collar forced him to honestly answer her questions so the interrogation was brief. 

“Wait Masters,” Kitten yelled to the Witchfinders and Hunters.  “the captured Wizard told me there are only nine members on the Council of Mages and Wizards.  We’ve accounted for five of them and he told me two others disappeared before their attack to this keep.  “That leaves only two others, a strong Magic User named High Mage Maureen and a much weaker Journeyman Wizard.  There are also four more Guardsmen and their Divination circle of five Magic Users that are probably exhausted from the making of this Gateway from halfway across their world at their Council of Mages and Wizards.”

“We can handle that group,” Hunter Tan San eagerly spoke up.  He was still pumped up on adrenaline from the fight.  “Imagine capturing or killing their entire Council of Mages and Wizards along with this keep and their Council building.”

“Masters,” Kitten exclaimed, “Hunter Tan San is right.  All we would really face is that single Journeyman Wizard and a High Mage.  The raid would be a complete surprise!”

“Everyone, get organized for a single file run through the Gateway to the Council Chambers!” King’s Witchfinder Sir Bofori yelled out.  “Mage Slaves, have your Magic ready, we have another raid to conduct.”  Moments later, Kitten and Bunni led the way followed by Sir Thomas Bofori and Knight Hunter Tan San.  The other complete teams also followed through the very Gateway that the enemy Wizards and Mages used to attack Watcher’s Guard.  It led straight to the center of the Council Chambers for the Council of Mages and Wizards.

Kitten and Bunni were ready with offensive Magic.  It was almost too easy.  High strung and argumentative High Mage Maureen was screaming hysterically at Journeyman Wizard Elmar to protect her from whatever was happening on the far side of the Gateway.  The booms of Mage attacks and fiery flashes coming through the Gateway had them frightened and uncertain how to respond.  They didn’t know what was going on at Watcher’s Guard and both were screaming conflicting and useless commands at each other.

Bunni and Kitten stepped through the Gateway side-by-side and smoothly launched twin sets of fireballs at Elmar who vanished with a brief scream in a fiery ending.  The Hunters stepped through immediately behind their Mage Slaves and fired simultaneous volleys of arrows at Maureen.   It was over quickly.  The first two arrows sunk deeply in the unprepared Mage’s shoulder and thigh.  The second set of arrows were blunt tipped and the twin kinetic strikes against her belly took her completely out of the fight.

The High Mage went down wounded, unconscious, and completely helpless.  Journeyman Wizard Elmar was throughly dead.

“We surrender,” Divination Mage Imma screamed while kneeling and holding her hands behind her neck.  Mages Ellain and Barabla copied her moves.  None of the three women were ready for the impact on their brains when Two-Rune-Two-Stone Collars of Control and Submission were locked around their necks and the collars began the immediate transformation of head hair, pubic hair, and a tattoo of slave identification on their bodies.  Two Witchfinders grabbed Wizards Ommar and Ulfrar.  The Witchfinders simply and dispassionately used their long belt knives to slice their throats from ear to ear and cast their bodies aside.

The four Guardsmen were quickly overpowered in sword fights with Hunters that streamed through the Gateway after Sir Bofori and Knight Hunter Tan San.  The brief and overwhelmingly violent fight was over with no casualties on Sir Bofori’s team.

As with the survivors from Watcher’s Guard, Mages Imma, Ellain, and Barabla were led through the Gateway from the Council Chambers back to Watcher’s Guard and then through one of the four Gateways to the open plains’ assembly point.  Then, they were led through the Portal back to the Kingdom of Ordimir at the site of the newly opened Inter-dimensional Portal.  A large camp had been assembled and King Ordimir and his Slave Queen were more than pleased with the results of the two raids.

After the captive Mages were gone, the building of the Council of Mages and Wizards was empty.  The main entry doors to the Council Chamber were barred on the inside with a heavy beam.  Three smaller doors locked with simple keyholes led to areas only accessible from the main chambers.  The doors had placards to the right above the keyholes.  They were: ‘Treasure Room’, ‘Armory’, and ‘Personal Chambers’.

Kitten turned to Sir Bofori and reported, “I don’t sense any signs of other activity in the building.  We’re alone.”  At his nod of approval Kitten and Bunni jointly blasted the doors to the personal chambers, the door to the treasure room, and the door to the armory.   The heavy wood doors disappeared in a hail of splinters.  With a whoop of joy, the two women began to run eagerly through the adjoining personal rooms of the Mages and Wizards; screaming wildly at each exciting discovery of loot.

Sir Bofori immediately ran to the weapons room.  The arms-men of the raiding Council party had simply grabbed a few swords before they left to raid Watcher’s Guard.  Left on open display in the weapons room were dozens of of the Council’s rudimentary Enslavement Collars and Nullification Cuff sets.  “Crude indeed, … but, still, a find worth the riches of a kingdom,” Sir Bofori observed sourly.  He’d hoped to find much more exotic and advanced Artifacts.   “These are so simple in nature that our Slave Queen will have to rework them all unless we send some to the King’s Banks so that licensed Bounty Hunters can bid on them.”  He hardly reacted with excitement when he finally found a discovery he knew was unknown to King Ordimir’s Slave Queen; a box with Enchanted Gags which the sign highlighted as ‘Rune of Silence Gags’.  He took the entire stockpile of twenty gags.  He sighed, “I did expect more priceless Artifacts that would prove useful in our war against Magic Users.”

Knight Hunter Tan San’s excitement level was much higher.  He found the Council’s treasure room which had hundreds of bags containing Gold and Silver coins arranged on shelves filling the short wall of the room. 

Kitten and Bunni hauled armfuls of exotic clothing, jewels, aromatic oils, soaps, lotions, and shampoos to the Council Chambers.  As far as the two female slaves were concerned, their prizes were worth far more than the plunder found by their Masters.

Sir Bofori looked about with satisfaction as the last bags of loot were hauled through the Gateway back to Watcher’s Guard.  “Bunni, Kitten, stay behind to blast this place apart with fire, water, wind, and lightening until it is a ruin ready to collapse.  Then join us through the Gateway back to Watcher’s Guard.  We’ll strip that keep of treasure and then destroy it as well.”

Realm of Jarion, Watcher’s Guard, Hidden Underground Chamber

Journey-woman Mage Lady Izora had only had a short time to enjoy Bond Slave Gweneth’s debasement.  Her enjoyment of the humiliated woman’s surprisingly talented tongue and lips was short-lived as the ground around them suddenly rumbled.  Granite rock dust from the ceiling wafted down and the two women looked at each other in fear.   The room shook again.  “I believe your keep is being destroyed,” Izora whispered softly.  “Our safety here is at an end.”

When she first sensed the Gateway opening far above them, Mage Lady Izora couldn’t help but have a quick mental flash of capturing the arrogant bitch, High Mage Maureen, getting her helplessly naked, and wearing a slave collar.  “I just wish that there was some way for me to kidnap her,” Izora imagined with a quiver of lust.  “Watching the downfall of that arrogant bitch just might be worth the risk.”  Her inner thoughts had always been much darker than her mentor Mage Bluefrost ever suspected.  The image of holding Lady Maureen’s face against her sex in forced enthusiasm and talented tongue-work brought cramps of pure lust to her belly.

“With this Nullification thing in my shoulder, I can’t sense anything,” Bluefrost said with despair in her voice.  “Normally, I could scan for clear areas for a Gateway to see if the floors are clear.”

“Hush, you useless idiot!  I’m concentrating!” Izora hissed and refocused her concentration to feel for an opening in the room far above them.  “There’s nothing there,” she whispered.  “I think the keep has collapsed.”  She began to quickly shrug back into her clothes.  Grab your things, Gweneth!  The use of Magic above is growing stronger.  We’re leaving before everything above collapses down on us.”

High Mage Izora sagged as she made a Gateway to a site far away from Watcher’s Guard.  She quickly picked up her emergency pack, shrugged it over her shoulders, and grabbed her travel belt with weapons, purses, and pouch. Last was her staff which she swung at Gweneth’s naked ass as she scrambled to gather her own possessions.

“Get going, you cow!” she hissed.  Both anger and fear were obvious in her voice.  “Get dressed later!”

Naked save for her knee-high socks and her travel boots, the woman that had just pledged to be Izora’s Bond Slave followed with her arms full of her possessions, uncertain of her future.


Chapter 6:  Facing Royal Justice

Realm of Ivarren, Town of Kingsreach, Dungeons under King Ordimir’s Castle

The Slave Queen, former High Sorceress Cilia Raven (with a true name of Edwina), strolled through the slave kennels under her King’s palace.  Beside her was her most trusted Witchfinder Sir Thomas Bofori and two his collared slaves.

First in Sir Bofori’s heart was Mage Slave Kitten, formerly Princess Evangeline Lumar wearing an enchanted slave collar at her own bidding.  The second collared slave was Kat, previously known as Maisy, a Free Woman who earned a living as barmaid and bedwarmer at the Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern in the town of Stonehaven near the border with the Kingdom of Lumar.  Maisy had begged to be collared to serve Sir Bofori alongside Kitten as his non-Magic slave. 

The Slave Queen’s smile was broad as she examined each of the three naked women dangling from chains cuffed to their wrists with their feet barely in contact with the stone floor.  “These are the three Divination Mages that surrendered?” the Slave Queen questioned.

“Yes, my Queen,” Kitten answered.  “These three are the females of the five Divination Mages and Wizards that conveniently drilled a Gateway from their Council of Mages and Wizards to the stone keep where the Portal to our world originated.  They were named Imma, Ellain, and Barable.  They are very strong in Divination Magic.  So far, they’ve only been lightly programmed in your service as lowly, hated Mage Slaves.”

The three women whimpered in their gags.  Like the other captives, each had come to fully realize in horror how much more advanced the Magic of Slavery of this realm was as compared to their own.  They each knew intimately the slithering tendrils of control that possessed their brains when the insidious collars had snapped on their necks.  The collars Magically removed their pubic hair, they placed permanent slave marks on their cheeks, and shortened their long hair.  Those cosmetic changes alone demonstrated in an obvious way the power imbued in this realm’s newest Two-Rune-Two-Stone Slave Collars.

The Slave Queen appraised their use as potential assets in their war against Magic Users. “Send them to reinforce Slave Mages in our Observation Chambers.  Be sure to use the proper commands through their collars.  No need to save their names or memories.  Let them focus like mindless puppets only on Divination.  We need to better and more quickly locate the creation of enemy Portals or Gateways.  The castle Guardsmen can enjoy access to their sexual charms when they are off duty.”

“As you command, my Queen,” Sir Bofori responded with smile.  “The King’s Guardsmen will be pleased.  It takes a lot of Mage Slaves to keep 100 men satisfied.

The Slave Queen ignored his comment and Kitten’s giggle and turned to the next two naked Mages.  “These were the Mages injured and captured in the first battle?”

“Yes, my Queen,” Kitten again explained.  They were High Mage Siùsan and Journey-woman Mage Sorcha.  They’ve both been fully healed.  Both have been accessed as having great potential in Combat Magic when under the control of a Witchfinder or Hunter.  Like the others, they’ve only been lightly programmed as your slaves.”

Also gagged, the two Mages moaned and begged for mercy.  Each woman’s eyes flared in humiliation at being Magically collared, forced to hunt other Magic Users, and perform as personal sluts to men that would own them body and soul.  Each glared at Kitten as if she had freely volunteered to wear the Witchfinder’s collar.

Sir Bofori’s cock had twitched multiple times as he examined the five new slaves before the Slave Queen arrived.  Kitten had teased him mercilessly as his dick thickened and lengthened.

“Don’t wipe their memories and identities.  First, place them in service to a whorehouse here in the capital for two ten-day spans,” the Slave Queen decided.  “I want them well versed as sexual slaves before they are transferred to Witchfinders or Hunters that haven’t yet been awarded a Mage Slave.  In this case, be sure the entire checklist of commands is followed when programming their collars.  I want their combat and sexual skills to be fully trained and utilized.  Let them watch chained and helpless under full control of their collar’s programming.  Their souls will be forever locked in tiny cages deep in the dungeon of their own brains.  They will weep and wail at their inability to exercise any control over their bodies.”

“Yes, My Queen,” Sir Bofori answered with a bigger smile.  “Nothing motivates our men to more fully support your Majesties’ war on Magic Users than being assigned a personal Mage Slave.”

The Slave Queen smirked and looked pointedly at Kitten, Sir Bofori’s personal Mage Slave.  “I see,” was her only remark.

“There are two more,” the Slave Queen declared. 

“Yes, My Queen,” Kitten said.  “They were High Wizard Othir and High Mage Maureen.  They are reputed to be among the strongest Magic Users in their realm.  Both have extremely high potential Combat Magic skills and were the leaders that determined raids to their Watcher’s Guard were necessary.  We did not capture the Council Mage and her apprentice that entered our world.”

“Yes,” the Slave Queen responded with barely controlled anger at the Mage that slipped through their hands.  “Before we address my special projects, I need to review the battle results.  Sir Bofori, by my reckoning you and your strike forces killed five Wizards, captured six Mages, and captured one Wizard?”

“That’s correct, My Queen,” Sir Bofori replied.

“Or, twelve bounties for your Witchfinders and Hunters, My Queen,” Kitten added with a smile that ended quickly at the Slave Queen’s glare at the Mage Slave’s affrontry.

“Sir Bofori,” the Slave Queen whispered in a harsh tone, “it wouldn’t be out of order to whip your Mage Slave a bit more often to remind her to keep her tongue under control lest we consider her inappropriate for your use and exchange her for a different Mage Slave.”

Sir Bofori glared at Kitten.  “Yes, My Queen, I will amend my training protocols with my Mage Slave.”

“Don’t be so smitten that you don’t keep your tools properly maintained,” the Slave Queen added.  She paused and continued, “I want each Witchfinder and each Hunter involved in the raids to receive one Gold Star for capturing a Mage and one Silver Star for killing a Magic User to go in their badge folders.  Of course, that also means two 400 Gold bounties for each man as well.”

“Most generous,” Sir Bofori grinned.

“Now, both of you leave so I can focus on my special project,” the Slave Queen declared.

Realm of Ivarren, Town of Kingsreach, King Ordimir’s Castle, Slave Queen’s Acknowledged Laboratory

The Slave Queen, formerly High Sorceress Cilia Raven entered her laboratory near King Ordimir’s Castle.  The Slave Queen had two laboratories; this one is known by the King and his highest administrators.  The location of her second, long forgotten, laboratory is at Ryre Hold, her old isolated home.  Ryre Hold with her most advanced laboratory was known to the King and sanctioned only because he needed the Artifacts created there to capture more Magic Users. 

She paused and grinned with a satisfied smirk at her male target.  The naked old man was held upright in hogtied form atop an examination table in her laboratory.  A strap running under his armpits to the ceiling held him precariously balanced on his knees.

When first brought into the Slave Queen’s laboratory, the King’s Guardsmen had viciously stripped and gagged both High Wizard Othir and High Mage Maureen.  Each had Cuffs of Nullification on their wrists and a yet-to-be latched and activated Two-Rune-Two-Stone Enchanted Slave Collar on their necks.  But, other than the cuffs and collar, Maureen was unbound but tightly held between two burly guardsmen.

Othir watched in dismay when the Slave Queen’s electric blue eyes looked fiercely into his eyes and then shifted her glare to Maureen’s frightened eyes.  “My dears,” she said in a calm tone, “As I understand the recent order of Magical strength among your world’s Magic Users, they were High Wizard Othir, High Mage Bluefrost, Journey-woman Izora, and then yourself, High Mage Maureen.  You four were among the most powerful Mages in the history of your Council.  That’s quite an accomplishment.”

“Hmmph!” High Mage Maureen complained into her gag.

“I wish to tell you, my dears,” the Slave Queen continued, “that in mere moments, two of the top Magic Users of your stupid Council of Mages will have activated slave collars on their necks and spend the next hundreds of years in blissful servitude to our Kingdom.  Consider them lucky in a way, … that is the five of your Wizards and one Mage that were killed this day.”

“Ho!” Wizard Othir screamed into his gag.  He was the only remaining male Magic User from the Council.

The Slave Queen looked to the man.  The ancient Wizard’s eyes were wide with fear and the blood risen to his face made it look mottled and ready for a life-ending coronary event.  She signaled to one of the guardsman who pulled out the man’s gag.

“Please!” Othir babbled, “I can access secrets, riches, slave gear, and as many beautiful slaves just like this example of prime cunt, High Mage Maureen.  Whatever you desire!  I’ll be your loyal agent capturing and delivering the best Magical cunt stock available in my realm.  Please!  You don’t have to activate this collar!”

[image: ]High Wizard Othir screeched in agony and deep fear when the Slave Queen quietly looped a narrow water-soaked leather cord around each of his ballsacks and yanked hard to set fiercely taut knots on his balls. His babbling cries for mercy and pleas to be released continued for a few more moments before she waved to have his gag reinserted.

The Slave Queen had intentionally not yet invoked the Runes of Control and Submission on either captive because she wanted to fully enjoy the horrified responses as each learned their fates.  “I don’t want the imprinting to erase their memories,” she told herself with a tingle of arousal at the thought.  She had hoped to see the arrogant Wizard act just as he had, pleading for mercy and cowardly offering the luscious High Mage in his place.  The tail end cylinder from the Nullification Arrow was still deeply embedded in his shoulder, just like the situation was with his apprentice from so many years ago, the second highest level Magic User of their realm, High Mage Bluefrost. Wizard Othir had just finished his begging tirade.  At a nod from the Slave Queen, a guardsman jammed the gag back into the Wizard’s mouth.

“As you very well know, Wizard Othir,” the Slave Queen said in a deceptively soft and alluring voice, “this woman, High Mage Maureen, certainly is an absolutely amazing example of a woman from your realm; and, one that you just traitorously named ‘prime stock’ and ‘best cunt stock’.  I want you to observe that I agree, this dark haired, prime slave stock has a most captivating curvy frame with pleasingly sized breasts.”  She paused to none too gently yank on the cords wrapped around Othir’s now swollen ballsacks. “You will be keenly interested in knowing that my latest Two-Rune-Two-Stone Magical Slave Collars have enough sentience to sculpt their slaves into mirrors of their owner’s deepest needs and I deeply believe sluts like Mage Slave Maureen should be blondes with at least DD breasts and not dark-haired.  Just you wait and see how that develops, Master Wizard.”

“I do hope that you are paying attention, my little captive Wizard, since I’m only bringing this up because you have a history of using your position of high authority to bury your cock, this very cock above the bound ballsacks that I just yanked upon, into many an unwilling Apprentice Mage.”  She paused at the head shakes of denial and the look on the Wizard’s face and added, “Don’t bother to deny it.  I know you sexually molested Mage Bluefrost when she was your Apprentice just the same as you sexually abused other Mages when under your authority.”  

The Slave Queen smiled and waited long seconds in silence.  “Yes!” she abruptly said.  “I’ve decided this woman will be a perfect bed slut for my Royal Guardsmen.  As my loyal Witchfinder just told me ‘what better way to get our men committed to fight and collar Mages than to give them access to their eager womanly charms’.”  She patted the High Wizard on his chest and formed the shape of Mage Slave Maureen’s soon-to-be protruding DD breasts under his chin.  “Oh, they will be so firm and beautiful,” she added with a sneer, “men will be drawn to use and abuse those massive and perfect milk-producing mounds.”

She turned to and locked eyes with the Mage who was now hopelessly struggling to escape.  She added, “As you both will learn firsthand, a properly designed Multi-Rune and Multi-Stone Artifact collar with the right Magical intent can extend a slave’s life almost indefinitely while keeping its host’s body in perfect shape for its intended use.”  After a pause and grin of satisfaction, she announced in a firm voice, “High Mage Maureen, you are now my blonde slave with the proud nickname of ‘Mage Whore Maureen’ or simply ‘Mage Whore’.  When you are assigned to the Royal Guard Barracks you will serve as an eager slut and bedwarmer to my entire King’s Guard.  The collar you wear will ensure that you remain an enslaved slut and whore for at least the next thousand years.  You will be fully aware of your actions.  The collar will keep you preserved exactly as you now stand here today, forever blocked from any use of your Magic.  You will remain at the peak of your beauty with massive, firm, sensitive DD breasts topped with nipples the size of your finger tip joint.  You will be unable to stop the constant weeping dribble of milk from you nipples.  Touches to your nipples and clit will quickly yield orgasms.  Your cunt will constantly swell with need for Royal Guard cocks and your other pleasure holes will gratefully accept any cocks with the same wild pleasure as your cunt.”

Slave Maureen quivered as the Runes of Control and Subjugation triggered and enveloped her brain in a net of absolute control.  She almost fainted as the instruction to never touch her Magic immediately forever drained her Mana Pool.  She was now Mage Whore or Mage Whore Maureen and subject to the Slave Queen and to any Royal Guardsmen while in the barracks.  Her long dark hair Magically began shortening to the proper length, the dark tresses already beginning to slowly turn blond, the black traces of the intertwined rings of slavery had already appeared on her right cheek, and the hair between her legs disappeared.  Even were her collar to be permanently removed, the changes to her body were immutable.  The Slave Queen safely removed the Cuffs of Nullification leaving the Runes of Control and Submission on the Enchanted Collar in charge of her destiny.

“Hmmmpf!” Wizard Othir cried into his gag at the sight of the power of the Artifacts created in this foul world.  Despite his fear, Mage Whore Maureen’s forced transformation excited him beyond belief.  His cock above his blue balls was as rigid as a steel bar.

The Slave Queen observed the rigid manhood of her captive Wizard.  “That excited you Othir?” she said teasingly while running a sharp fingernail across his straining shaft.

The Wizard moaned in lust and cried in need as he fruitlessly tried to hump against the stroking fingernail.

The Slave Queen smiled in victory and added in a catty tone.  “The problem is that Mage Whore Maureen will have a hard time satisfying 100 horny Royal Guardsmen for millennia with so few other full-time Mage Whores.  Of course, your realm just provided me with three Divination Mages but only one at a time will be available when off duty to service our Royal Guardsmen.  So, what should I do?”

That’s when the real planned nightmare for the High Wizard began.  His hogtied torso was facing the naked, collared torso of his fellow Magic User, now Mage Whore Maureen.  King Ordimir sat in a comfortable chair watching his Mage Slave wife’s action with some concern.

Wizard Othir looked in confusion at the crazy Queen.  Then he realized her intent and he grunted and shouted, “Hooo!” into his gag when the black-haired bitch with her big breasts and penetrating brilliant blue eyes tapped his chest with a forefinger.  “Impossible!” he gibbered to himself.  “Impossible!”

“Yes, Wizard Othir, you should volunteer to be a Mage Whore beside your lovely former High Mage Maureen.  You don’t even need to work hard to imagine how you would look.  You and Whore Maureen will be identical as she is now with newly blonde slave haircuts, bald and cock-hungry pussies, slave marks, and massive DD breasts.”

She turned to her King, knelt, and asked, “My Lord and Master, I did as you demanded and destroyed all my notes and vowed to never build another.  My body and soul belong to you my husband and King.  Do I have permission to use that single set of my experimental Artifacts on this loathsome man.  Better he serve up three pleasure holes for the kingdom than die too easy a death.”

King Ordimir considered the question.   “I was certain my Slave Queen was going to ask this as soon as she stated she wanted to play with the Wizard,” he told himself.  Then, he sighed and nodded, “My Slave Queen, you have my approval to use this last and only copy of the Artifact.  It’s power is too foul to ever be copied and you shall never make another.”

[image: ]The Slave Queen grinned maliciously and reached into a drawer under the table of examination.

“My Queen,” King Ordimir the Fifth interjected in a tense tone.  “We will have words as soon as you finish dealing with these two.  I will be in my chambers.”

The ex-High Sorceress paused instantly.  She turned to her husband and gave him her absolute best, most captivating smile.  “Highness, your ever obedient slut looks forward to the meeting.  When we get to your chambers, perhaps you can have your riding crop handy in case you think I’ve done wrong and need correcting.”

The King gulped and his cock began to swell with blood.  He fought to keep from adjusting the boner growing in his pants.  “Yes, love, … that’s a fine idea.”

[image: ]The Slave Queen smirked when her face was out of sight of her husband.  “I’m so going to fuck him unconscious!” she told herself.  Then, she frowned and turned to finish addressing one of her Guardsmen.  “Turn his back to me!” she ordered.  When Wizard Othir’s hands and wrists were before her, she snapped a slim set of golden bracelets around each of his wrists and ankles.  She sighed in ecstasy at the sight of her penultimate discovery finally being put to use.  The power required was immense, hence the four bracelets created to work in unison with each holding a Rune of Transmorfication. 

She silently indicated to the Guardsman to turn Wizard Othir back around.  Locking eyes and with a malicious grin, the Slave Queen intoned in a firm voice, “Former High Wizard Othir of the Council of Mages and Wizards, you are now my slave with the proud name of Wizard Othir and the nicknames of ‘Mage Whore Maureen-Othir’ or ‘Mage Whore’.  In time, your collar will make you into a near perfect twin copy of Mage Whore Maureen.  You will be two blonde, big breasted whores with drooling, cock-hungry cunts.  Like her, you will serve as eager slut and bedwarmer to my entire King’s Guard while assigned to their barracks.  The collar you wear will ensure that you remain my enslaved slut and whore for the rest of your life forever blocked from any use of your Magic.  It will keep you preserved exactly as Whore Maureen stood before us today; with the identical body built for responsive sex while using any of your three pleasure holes to please my will.  Your cunt and clit will be the exact copy of hers and your other pleasure holes will gratefully accept those same cocks with the same wild pleasure as your cunt.  You will find no more wondrous tasting fluid than a man’s cum fresh from his prick to your greedy mouth.”  She smiled and enjoyed the horror that filled the High Wizard’s eyes before the Runes of Control and Submission reprogramed his brain while keeping his memories as a male Magic User intact.

As with Mage Whore Maureen, the Slave Queen’s Artifacts made some immediate, obvious signs of his new status.  First to disappear was his white facial hair and long beard, next was the slow shortening of the slowly color-changing hair atop his head from long white hair toward the proper blonde length halfway down the neck of a female slave, the disappearance of his gray pubic hair, and the appearance of the intertwined rings of slavery on his right cheek. 

A guard held up a mirror and the horrified Wizard watched as his hair and beard shortened and the mark of a slave appeared on his right cheek.  His babbling through the gag was completely unintelligible and none of the free persons in the laboratory cared for his thoughts.  The former Wizard now knew for an absolute fact that he would soon be the nearly exact copy of Mage Whore Maureen, including with all her sensitive, and functional, female parts.

The Slave Queen’s last move with her new slut was to carefully insert a special key to its full depth into the Nullification cylinder embedded in the new slave’s shoulder.  The Nullification cylinder accepted the enchanted key which she carefully turned counter-clockwise to withdraw the fragile metal fletchings which had been extended from the cylinder into the Wizard’s shoulder.   With the Nullification cylinder removed, Mage Whore Maureen-Othir’s collar began to more quickly make the changes in her slave’s body and personality.

A few hours later, a slave coffle of four gagged slaves with their hands bound behind their backs emerged from the castle to a small enclosure where a horse-drawn coach awaited them.  They were dressed in gray mid-thigh smocks embroidered with King Jòsaph Ordimir’s personal crest.  In the coffle’s lead was former High Mage Siùsan and former Journey-woman Mage Sorcha.  Still unused to their drastically changed status, they each wondered who the two poor unfortunate gagged blondes were that followed on the end of the coffle.  Each of the new lead Mage Slaves were a bit jealous of the facial beauty of the blondes as well as their massive breasts tenting the fronts of their matching smocks.  At the tail end of the coffle, the two blonde Mage Whores recognized the former Mages leading them and moaned in real understanding that there was no longer a Council of Mages and Wizards to rescue them from this world.

Mage Whore Maureen-Othir’s mouth had begun to water in full-blown heat at the sight of the slender coachman and HIS/HER eyes couldn’t shift away from the obvious bulge in the man’s pants in response to the sight of the four delectable slave women.  Her moan of lust was overheard by Mage Slave Kitten who stood beside her Master leading the coffle.

“Master,” Kitten hissed softly at Sir Bofori.  “Look where the newest Mage Whore is looking.  I think the drools coming from her mouth are minuscule compared to the pussy juices dripping from her new slave twat.”

“Kitten, I don’t think that hole works quite yet,” Sir Bofori chided his Mage Slave.

“SHE does have two other holes that are ready for use, Master,” she responded.

Sir Bofori chuckled and decided to indulge his Mage Slave.

High Wizard Othir found HERSELF on HER knees.  The ache from the bruising of her knees by the gravel was as nothing compared to her thirst for the cock bobbling in her face.  Eagerly, she skewered her face on the rigid cock and she managed to swallow the full length on her first try.  “Hmmmph!” she moaned in ecstasy as the fat head on the cock bulled its way past the back of her mouth and entered her gullet.

Former Mages Siùsan and Sorcha stared in disbelief at the sight of the kneeling beauty gobbling cock like a common street whore.  Beyond disbelief, former High Mage Maureen felt her own saliva glands weep in need for a taste of the cock.  Horrified, she now recognized what her fate would be for the next millennia.   She moaned and moved to kneel beside her fellow Mage Whore.  Her very soul yearned for a taste of the man’s cock.

Now, forced to mentally embrace their fates due to the programming of the enchanted collars, the locked away memories and thoughts of the two blondes nonetheless screamed helplessly about the unfairness of fate.  Once at the whorehouse, the two Maureens and the two new Mage Slaves spent their first night side-by-side in identical cages.

Before the sun rose the next morning, Whore Maureen-Othir no longer worried about swollen ballsacks; they were already gone and her vagina and womb were already partially formed in their place.  At the same time, her burgeoning breasts ached to be touched and manipulated by a lover and her reprogramed mind wantonly hoped to soon have masterful male hands mauling and kneading her belly and using her ass as well.  In complete inability for his brain to control her body, Wizard Othir cursed the fates who turned against him after a 450-year-life of doing as he pleased, especially with using his cock as a tool against vulnerable women. 

Whore Maureen could tell the process was painful to her former male colleague, she reveled in her sister whore’s sex-change agony.  “Bastard!” she hissed to herself.


Chapter 7:  The Mage Slaves from Jarion

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, City of Stonehaven, Tent City

It was night, full dark, and the day’s flurry of transits to and from dozens of Gateways connected across King Ordimir’s Kingdom and the feverous pitch of building a mini-city of tents within Stonehaven had ceased.  The supper feast in the meal tents was over and the hundreds of workers, guardsmen, Hunters, and Witchfinders were consuming great quantities of ale.  The wealthier Witchfinders and Hunters were enjoying the more upscale Dancing Bull Tavern while the guardsmen and laborers filled two ale tents.

King Ordimir brought most of his Mage Slaves; both to train for the forthcoming raid into Jarion, but also to provide sexual services to meet the needs of the huge influx of men to the border town of Stonehaven.  Alexandra Innkeeper of the Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern had her Mistress of Slaves prepare the inn’s Bond Slaves and they gathered up any local Bond Slave worthy of drawing a man’s attention and lust.  Alexandra was ready to provide any type of sexual service and was eager to strip the coins earned by anyone working in the mini city. 

[image: ]In Pleasure Tent Number Five, Heidi Staff Coordinator sat at a small desk blocking entry to the tent with a set of curtains behind her blocking a view into the interior.  Heidi was on Baron Corftey’s staff and she arrived in Stonehaven with his contingent of warriors and workers anxious to join King Ordimir’s crusade against the realm of Jarion after one two many enemy Mages built a Portal to Ivarren.  The tension at the border between the two kingdoms vanished overnight at King Ordimir’s call for support.

Outside the tent, a line of anxiously waiting men awaited, most still nursing a mug of ale.  Heidi looked at the next man in line.  “You’re a worker or a contract guardsman?”  At his nod, she added, “Then, that would be two tokens or a Copper.”

“Umm, Mistress,” the man admitted, “I’ve already used both of today’s tokens at the other tents.  I heard what you got her and would like an advance on tomorrow’s tokens to dip into one of these extra special bitches.”

Heidi shook her head in sympathy.  “Look, you know I can’t do that.  The rule for workers is that you earn a Copper a day or you get two tokens.  One token gets you a regular Bond Slave at the Inn or here in the other tents.   It takes two tokens to fuck any of the Mage Slaves.  But, as you heard, this tent has the famous identical Mage twins and one was the most powerful Wizard in another world.   So, two tokens or a Copper.”

At the worker’s look of uncertainty, she added, “You’ll have bought a chance to tell your grandchildren about fucking senseless one of the most powerful and evil Mage Slaves.  You want in this tent, … it’s a Copper.”

He hung his head and moaned, “Tain’t fair the King and Baron’s staffs they gets this kinda pussy for two measly bronzes.”

[image: ]Heidi straightened up at that comment and hissed, “Worker, if you put on a sword and ready yourself for combat in another world against evil Mages and Wizards, … then you can tap some nearly free pussy; enemy Mage Slaves for two Bronzes and local Bond Slave pussy for a single Bronze.  Yes, … the Royals are subsidizing entertainment of warriors.”

Chagrined at being called out, he paid up and Heidi gestured him inside to an alcove where there were two choices for pleasure.  Access to either little room was through another curtain in the alcove and Heidi opened the flimsy curtain to the room on the right.

Within the room of the tiny tent bordello, ex-High Mage Maureen was fully naked and just finishing washing her well used two lower pleasure holes to prepare for her next client.  She was running a fluffy cloth between her legs to dry herself when she saw the worker enter ahead of Heidi.  Instantly, a huge and genuine smile formed on her face and she posed saucily with a hand on one hip.  “Hmmm!  Hello!  What’s your pleasure tonight?  Pussy, anal, oral, or all three?”

“He gets one pick and one cum,” Heidi responded for the client.

“Aww,” the brain controlled slave whispered, “I was hoping for something more, … like around the world.”

In a soft tone, he made his choice, “Uh, Mistress.  I’d like to use her cunt from behind.”

Without a moments hesitation, Maureen turned to kneel down on the flimsy mattress on the bed.  On her hands and knees, she looked back to her latest customer and hissed, “Hurry, handsome, I need some hard cock!”

“By all the wondrous Gods!” he exclaimed as her greedy cock cave virtually sucked him inside its warm clasping grip.  His hips  began the vigorous age-old dance that is ingrained in every man’s DNA.  The sloppy wet sounds of a belly slapping repeatedly against an eager rump filled the room.  

Mage Slave Maureen cried in true defeat as the body she had zero control over responded with clear and total abandon to the worker’s cock.  Forced to see, feel, taste, and hear everything done by her traitorous body, with no ability to move a single muscle of the puppet body, the magic of the collar held her trapped in an imaginary and inescapable prison cell deep within her mind.  The scraping drag of the head of the worker’s cock along her sensitive cock sleeve and across her ‘G’ spot triggered another orgasm both in Maureen’s body and in Mage Slave Maureen’s trapped mind.  Already since her capture, Maureen had endured hundreds of earth shattering orgasms as her body fucked with no input or control from her tortured brain.

Until arriving at the tent city by Gateway from Kingsreach, she was employed full time as a whore servicing the 100-man personal guard of King Ordimir.

“Eiiii!  Fuck me you amazing man!  Eiiii!” her body shrieked even as Maureen also felt the shattering impact of the orgasm.  “I’m going mad!” her trapped mind screamed at her inability to interact in any way with the outside world while her body wholly enjoyed any sex act, no matter how depraved.

Heidi took tokens from the next set of local guardsmen while ex-Mage Maureen was getting her pussy reamed by a horny, and smelly workman.

“Mistress, we be guardsmen and want to spit-roast that man whore,” the more excited of the two men admitted with a grin.  “We be most interested in tearing up that ass of what used to be a man.”

“That will be two tokens each, guardsmen and you each only get to cum once each.  Mouth, ass, or pussy, … it makes no difference.”

To the left past the desk was the room where the Mage Slave who was once the all powerful High Wizard Othir was bound belly down on a narrow padded board.  All day long he’d been popular because word got out that one of the two amazingly beautiful, big-titted Mage Slaves had been a man.  Most of the camp wanted a piece of Mage Slave Maureen-Othir, especially her very tight ass.  The helpless Mage Slave had been mounted on the breeding board by a strap around the small of her back and one just behind her shoulder blades.  Her overly large breasts hung down on either side of the narrow padded board.

Unable to resist the two guardsmen in any way because of his collar’s programming, Mage Slave Maureen-Othir eagerly swallowed the second guardsmen’s dick.  The first guardsman, the one who spoke with Heidi, reached into a convenient jar, grabbed a few fingers of slippery lube, rubbed it on his already throbbing cock, and plunged it without any foreplay into the ass of the writhing form of the Mage.  “Yess!” the female body grunted in satisfaction

Othir felt his body welcome the fat cock just shoved into his ass.  In his mental prison, he turned to the side and vomited into a bucket from the horror of yet another ass rape.  A moment later, the imaginary bucket was empty and his brain was being overwhelmed by the rough ass fucking interpreted as wondrous sensations by his ensorcelled body.  His ass being violated was his second most awful act of the day.  Having to deep throat client’s cocks was the worst.   “I’ve become a popular cocksucker,” he told himself in dismay.  He grunted in pain/pleasure at a particularly strong thrust against his rectum.  “This horror won’t ever end,” he lamented knowing that he still had many decades of life to live.

Like Maureen, ex-Wizard Othir had spent the last weeks servicing 100 eternally horny men of the King’s household.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Stonehaven, Tent City

Pleasure Tent Number Three also held captive Mage Slaves from Jarion.  The first of the two was former High Mage Siùsan who was knocked unconscious during King Ordimir’s attack on Bluefrost’s home, Watcher’s Guard.  During the brief combat, a Hunter’s Mage Slave had blasted a solid wall of water at Siùsan that she failed to block.  The impact was brutal and she flew backward to thump against the unyielding stone wall of the keep.

The second Mage Slave was former Journey-woman Sorcha who sustained a mortal belly wound during the attack.  Sorcha was saved by Sir Bofori’s Mage Slave Kitten who applied pressure to the fatal belly wound and than used Healing Magic to save her life. 

Both Siùsan and Sorcha had Two-Rune-Two-Stone Collars of Control and Submission immediately placed about their necks after their capture.  As with every victim of the collars, each woman’s body had visibly quivered when the Magic of the collar settled a net of control over their brain.  Unlike Mage Slave Maureen and Mage Slave Maureen-Othir who faced the full focus of Slave Queen Cilia Raven’s anger and they had been used solely as sex slaves since their capture, Siùsan and Sorcha were given combat roles as Mage Slaves to Witchfinders.  However, like the Maureen slut twins, Siùsan and Sorcha’s brains were fully programmed and controlled their bodies.  Each sat gibbering in horror at the actions and pleasures endured by their bodies.

Dozens of workers and guardsmen had already handed over their two-token payments for the use of the perfect bodies of the Mage Slave.   Handfuls of those preparing for combat in Jarion had used the two women after paying a simple two-Bronze fee.  The King wanted his fighters to arrive in Jarion rested up and eager to capture more cunt for their King.  

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Stonehaven, Tent City, The Pleasure Tents

Past the payment desk at Pleasure Tent Number One was an open space with three beds and no privacy.  On the beds were three very enthusiastic appearing Divination Mages.  Imma, Ellain, and Barabla.  They were sweaty, slippery, gasping fucking machines.  Since arriving at Stonehaven, the three captured Mages trained hard all day in the combat training Divination Circle and worked on their backs all night.

Each bed had two or three men, workers, local guardsman, and two of Baron Corftey’s men, pounding away at the women’s money-making holes.  The men thought they were eliciting screaming orgasms from the women.  It was all an act, … the women’s personalities and memories no longer existed to enjoy the sex.  Their responses were in essence programed into their brains. 

Seen as mere tools with only Divination Magic and without offensive combat skills, the Slave Queen commands to the Enchanted Collars had stripped away every bit of their personalities and memories, turning them into mindless automatons with no purpose but to follow every command and intention of King and Queen Ordimir.  Their bodies responded whorishly to the mens pounding cocks; but, every orgasm was faked with no mind left to enjoy pleasure or to be tortured by a body that no longer obeyed them.

[image: ]Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Stonehaven, King Ordimir’s Tent

Elsewhere in the tent city, enemy Mage Greenwilt, locally known best as Lady Aurora, knelt naked in front of King Ordimir.  Her head was downcast and the former Lady Deirdre Aisling was busy brushing Aurora’s long wild blonde hair into a neat ponytail to expose to one and all that she wore a Bond Slave Collar.  All in the tent knew that the enemy Mage also wore Cuffs of Nullification, the same ones she wore when first sighted by her captor and lover Sheriff Stephan Gallagher.  The Sheriff and his new wife stood over her jointly holding the Journey-woman Mage’s leash.

“Are you sure that you wish me to grant you ownership of this vile enemy who came her from another world and violated our sovereignty?” King Ordimir asked the Sheriff.  “She’s far from being as powerful as most of our other Mage Slaves that I could gift you as Slave and bedmate.”

“Yes, Majesty,” the Sheriff responded with a slight grin.  “We’ve come to enjoy the company of the little slut and she’ll be part of our team as we wish to register as independent Hunters.”

[image: ]“I’m certain that when we become Hunters that I can follow the advice of some of your Slave Trainers and properly advance her Combat Magic training,” the new Lady Deirdre Gallagher added with a grin.

“Then, Sheriff Gallagher, I award you the standard three hundred Gold bounty for capturing this baby Mage,” King Ordimir decided.  “And, .. of course, we will transfer her ownership to you as Mage Slave Aurora as soon as you can get her in a proper Two-Rune-Two-Stone Slave Collar.”

Sheriff Gallagher and Deirdre jointly placed a Two-Rune-Two-Stone Enchanted Collar on their slave’s neck.  Stephan and Deirdre Gallagher did as promised, binding Aurora’s body and soul to them while retaining her name and all of her memories and personality.

Aurora gasped softly and then reveled in the slight electrical-feeling as tendrils of control settled over her brain as the collar imposed the commands of her new owners.

“Then, Majesty,” the Sheriff said with a grin, “we have a gift for you to help the treasury in your war against the realm of Jarion.”  He handed over a soft leather pouch to the King.

“I appreciate the gesture, Sir Sheriff; but, I hardly need your coin.”

“Lord King,” Lady Deirdre whispered with a wide grin, “you absolutely should look inside.  There are fifty perfect finger-tip-sized ‘L-graded’ Diamonds in that pouch, … the equivalent of ten thousand Gold or one hundred million Bronze.”

The King staggered back to his chair in the tent and poured a couple of the flawless Diamonds to his left hand.  He gasped and their sparkle and perfection and then asked in amazement, “How?”

“Our new Mage Slave’s Mistress, the High Mage Bluefrost, had a very rare talent and made these as a sort of hobby.  They are flawless ‘L-graded’ stones and easily worth the customary two hundred Gold each,” Stephan Gallagher explained.

“Majesty, take them with our blessing,” Lady Gallagher said with a smile.  “I admit we kept a few for ourselves.”

Aurora grinned at that understatement.  They had just given the King less than a quarter of the Diamonds hidden beside the Portal.

“And this Bluefrost is the powerful Mage we continue to hunt for?” the King pointedly asked them.

“Yes, Majesty, Bluefrost and her ex-apprentice Izora,” Stephan responded.

The King stood up and commanded, “Stephan and Deirdre Gallagher, rise, face me, and kneel on one knee.  He drew his sword and tapped each of them on each of their shoulders.  “I, King Ordimir the Fifth, name thee Stephan as Sir Knight Hunter Stephan Gallagher and you Deirdre as Dame Huntress Deirdre Gallagher.”


Chapter 8:  A Return to Ivarren

Realm of Jarion, Unknown Location, Present Day

[image: ]Izora stepped through the Gateway that she had just formed from Bluefrost’s emergency chamber deep under Watcher’s Guard and emerged to a cold, windy, deeply forested and rocky hillside.  She had already visibly sagged from the effort of opening a Gateway over such a great distance.  As soon as she dragged naked Bond Slave Gweneth after her, she collapsed the Gateway and hoped that the chamber they just left had either collapsed or would remain hidden from the Council’s attack.  “I’m shocked that the Council could focus that much Magic against Watcher’s Guard,” she thought.  “They must be really angry at Bluefrost to have cooperated to that level.”  Aloud, she hissed at Gweneth, “The Council won’t rest until you are captured and punished even if they have to rip our realm apart searching for you kingdom by kingdom.  My disappearance may have brought their anger against me as well.”  She paused and glared at the naked, shivering form of the formerly powerful Mage.  “My little Bond Slave, we will be safe when we get to Ivarren.”

“Alright, Gweneth, follow me!” she then wearily commanded as she staggered a handful of paces away from the closed Gateway through knee-deep snow to a narrow vertical cut in the solid rock of the adjacent mountainside.  She barely had the strength to drag her heavy bag of emergency supplies behind her.  Gweneth followed with her arms full of her bundled up clothing and her own smaller bag.  Both women had to turn sideways and make three turns as the passageway shifted left, then right, and finally left again.  After going only a short distance further through the narrow passage, Izora led Gweneth into a small round chamber lit by a narrow beam of light from a shaft high above in the ceiling.  The central portion of the chamber was lit brightly but the edges along the curve of the outer wall were less well lit.

Naked, Gweneth was too cold to immediately notice that the round chamber had been hewed from the solid granite of the mountain by Magic.  It was all too uniform and the shaft letting in sunlight was too polished and mirrored to be natural. 

“Get the cook fire going and heat water for tea,” Izora demanded as she wearily released her grip on the heavy bag.  “The smoke from the cook fire is drawn upward through the light shaft and dispersed in the wind above us,” she explained and then turned to a chest set along the wall.   She sighed at the sight of the thick blanket stored within.  Then, without another word, she collapsed fully clothed, still wearing her boots, onto a narrow pallet on the floor, rolled the blanket around her, closed her eyes, and almost instantly fell deeply asleep.

Mage Bluefrost looked about the dim edges of the chamber and stumbled about until she found a pile of firewood and an equally small fire pit with an adjustable cooking grate above it.  Half the adjustable cooking surface was solid and the remainder was an open grate.  A kettle sat on the grate ready for use and a water ladle atop the cover of a crude looking ceramic jug beside it led her to believe it held water.  Shivering but not willing to waste time getting dressed before finishing her assigned task, Bluefrost dug through her own emergency pack and found a jar of tea leaves and a small wax-sealed ceramic pot with Lucifer matches that she had thought to never have the need to use.

Once she was satisfied the fire was going to catch, she sat down on a crude wood bench and took off her boots.  She left her knee-high woolen socks on and slipped under the blanket with her new owner.  She moaned in appreciation as she felt Izora’s body heat where it had already warmed up the underside of the blanket.   Gweneth spooned up behind Izora and draped an arm over her torso.  Unconsciously, the hand over Izora’s torso unbuttoned her top and shifted under her clothing to feel Izora’s plump DD breast.  Afraid to sleep until after the water boiled and she made tea, she enjoyed the handful of soft warm flesh as she watched the pot and hoped the small fire would warm the chilly chamber.

Izora moaned softly in sleep at Bluefrost’s touch but didn’t awaken enough to either complain or encourage a more intimate coupling.

Later, after the kettle was set aside on the far edge of the cooking grate to allow the tea to steep, Gweneth decided to let the Mage sleep and save the tea for later.  She crawled back beside Izora.  The chamber had warmed some from the coals still glowing in the cook fire but it was now otherwise dark as the sun had set.  Even after comfortably curling up behind Izora, Mage Bluefrost, the naked Bond Slave Gweneth, found it difficult to escape to the sleep she so needed.  She was haunted in remembrance of the collar’s invasive tendrils of control that had wormed their way into her brain as it rewrote her very personality.  “By the Gods!” she muttered and shivered at the horror of the seemingly alive collar.  “Did I escape that evil thing when the Witchfinder was cut off across the realms.  Or, … did the slave tattoo and changes to my appearance mean that I’m not yet free of the collar’s influence?”  Those thoughts plagued her through hours of restless sleep until she finally drifted into a deep, dreamless sleep.

Near dawn, Gweneth woke quivering in orgasm.  She was on her knees with her ass up in the air and her face, covered in drool, was pushed down on the pallet.  Her Mistress’ thumb was deep in her ass and the fingers of that hand were expertly massaging her labia, the needy entrance to the cavern of her cunt, and her clit.  Her moans filled the chamber.

“That’s it my little bitch,” The controlling tone of Izora’s voice beside her oozed with satisfaction.  It was as if she were praising a well-performing pet.

“By the Gods!  That’s so perfect!” Gweneth moaned piteously as Izora pinched her clit in exactly the right way; yielding both intense sexual pleasure as well as punishment-worthy pain.  Izora’s free hand snuck under her torso and began roughly mauling Gweneth’s breasts and punished her nipples with pinches and twisting motions.

“You’re my collared bitch!” Izora asserted.  “You’re my submissive slut following my every command.”

After more intense moments of pleasure and pain, Gweneth moaned in acceptance, “Yes, … your bitch.” She acknowledged her status just as another orgasm welled upward from between her legs.  “Your collared slut,” she admitted.  With another long moan of muscle quivering completion, Gweneth passed out.

Above her, Izora grinned in satisfaction.  She slipped the blanket back over her exhausted ex-Mistress and turned away to begin organizing their gear for the dangerous return to the realm of Ivarren.  Much would be discarded as duplicate gear or for not being useful at their specific destination.

Well into the night hours of the day after their arrival, Gweneth woke slowly and groggily.  The chamber was once again dark and the Mage felt like she’d only gotten a small portion of the rest she needed.  “The cook fire’s coals aren’t ready to be banked,” she thought blearily as yellow flames of a freshly fed fire danced high above the cooking grate.  Gweneth also noted that Izora was busy working on travel gear and realized that the flickering flames were also intended to produce light. The previously cold stone of the underground chamber was now toasty warm and a glowing stone in the middle of the chamber was the source of the Magically induced warm temperature. 

Izora looked up and frowned at Gweneth.  “I’ve organized our packs and supplies.  How could you not have stocked Ivarren coin in your emergency escape chamber?  I had no immediate plan to return to Ivarren so local coins weren’t my focus for packing my emergency bag.  Between us, we have only a few random Bronze and a single Silver.”  She paused and looked at Gweneth with an intense look.  “We’ll need significant Gold to fund a long search for Greenwilt and even more to find a solution for what’s embedded in your shoulder.”

“I had the fortune of a kingdom stored above us,” Gweneth offered as a weak excuse.

“Idiot!” Izora muttered under her breath.  “Your lab was certainly the first place they tore apart searching for you.  You are in even more trouble if they discovered your journal outlining how many times you broke your promise by visiting Ivarren.  Fortunately, I have some ideas for earning necessary coin.”

During that exchange, the exhausted and still somewhat groggy ex-Mage realized with a bit of horror that while her new Mistress was busy cutting and sewing on some clothing, that she had changed her clothes.  With rising fury, Bluefrost grunted aloud and pointed at the clothing worn by Izora.  “What are you doing wearing my things?  My gear?” she demanded.  “My boots?”  Then, realizing her tone and lack of respect could well trigger punishment, she slumped down in realization that she no longer had any leverage or control of the Journey-woman.  “Sorry, Mistress,” she whispered.  “I’ll do better.”

Izora now wore Bluefrost’s entire previous outfit.  It was chosen in part because it was perfect for hiking and primitive camping in the cooler regions of Ivarren where they would arrive.  “I’m also wearing her things just because it will piss her off and force her into clothing of my choosing.”  Izora admitted. 

She wore Bluefrost’s favorite pair of 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.  Over the under-shift, Izora slipped into a conservative white blouse that buttoned to her neck and covered her arms to her wrists.  Over everything, Izora wore Bluefrost’s mid-calf brown woolen dress with a wide leather waist belt holding her small leather travel pouches and a long-bladed sheath knife, and lastly, a green and brown knit cap for the cooler evenings that covered her head and neatly kept her unruly long blonde hair from her face.  Beside her was the small backpack with Izora’s most important items.  Lastly, she had Bluefrost’s walking staff. 

Izora looked up and frowned.  “Slave Gweneth,” she started in a noticeably dismissive voice, “We’ll address that obnoxious mouth and surly attitude of yours when we reach a suitable stop tomorrow night.”  Then, she added a little less sternly, “Expect to be physically drained and mentally confused for a few days as you slowly recover from the shock of Mana loss from the Nullification arrow and the Enchanted Collar.”  She paused and added, “Keep in mind that I’ll not put up with any backtalk or shirking on your part.”

With a wide grin, Izora tossed over the clothing that she’d just finished altering.  “Put these on and get ready.  In Ivarren, you will carry the large pack and this belt with a long dagger.  I’ll carry the sword and your staff.  We leave in just moments and any delays will also be addressed at your next punishment session.”

Bluefrost barely held back further complaints and then cursed again at the modifications done to one of her beautiful calf-length wool dresses.  The hem had been chopped off at knee length and the top portion cut off leaving only a skirt.  The top portion of the dress was missing.  Bluefrost, Gweneth, laid out the skirt and it fell into a single flat layer.

“The whole thing wraps around your waist and buttons at your left hip,” Izora offered in explanation with a grin.

Uncertain, Bluefrost tentatively wrapped it around her waist and discovered there were five buttons arranged vertically that brought the two sides of the skirt together at her left hip.  The buttons were set back a hand’s width from that end of the skirt and held the far end across a small overlap.  It was a snug fit and Bluefrost had to struggle to get the buttons in place.  Then, she cursed again in anger.  The five buttons were arranged tightly together and only went down to the level of her crotch.  Below that, the ends of the skirt flapped free with only a single hand’s width of overlap.

Topless in the cavern, Gweneth stood upright and the ends of the heavy wool material fell down neatly and overlapped giving the appearance of a normal, conservative skirt.  Experimentally, she moved her right leg forward and the slit opened slightly.  Moving her left leg opened the slit obscenely to her upper thigh.  Pouting, she turned to Izora.  “Mistress, … I can’t wear this, … it makes me look like a slut.  If I have to run, even my pussy will be exposed.”

“Yes, … my slave, … displaying your bare pussy will just prove that you’re indeed just a slut, … an owned and collared slut,” Izora grinned at the topless full-figured woman.  “Put on the blouse and get ready.  I’ll tighten the laces in the back before we leave.”

The cotton blouse was modified to have a deep ‘V’ in the front that exposed much of the inside of her breasts which now bobbled about freely and barely constrained by the blouse as Gweneth buttoned the few buttons below the bodice.  Without the under shift to add thickness and comfort, Gweneth knew the homespun cotton of the blouse would irritate her nipples and keep them noticeably swollen.

“Surely this isn’t necessary,” Gweneth complained as the laces were tightened at the back of her blouse, giving some support to her new enlarged and heavy breasts.  “Why do I have to look more like a collared slut than a woman’s traveling companion?”

“Because, where we’re going you can’t hide your obvious signs of slavery.  In this world, slaves are nothing but property and would never be a true companion to a Lady traveling alone.  Maybe in a bedroom, … never in public.”

Gweneth blushed at the reference to the recent ‘bedroom activities’ that Izora had demanded of her.

“Face it,” Izora continued, “for both our protection, you will have to act in reality as my Bond Slave and as soon as you are registered in Ivarren, you’ll get registered and begin wearing a proper Bond Collar.  Then we can focus on what needs to be done about Greenwilt and your shoulder.”

Gweneth shivered at her vulnerable position, … the heavy humiliating price she had to pay to track and capture Aurora and to find a means of freeing herself from the Nullification Arrow.  With a hiss of dismay and a deep fear of the greater humiliation that was sure to come, she shouldered the heavy pack with their clothing, rations, and various travel and camping gear.  She pouted once again when she saw Izora remove a leather loop from her bodice and slip the ring it held onto a finger.

The ex-Master Mage angrily tucked a breast back under the blouse because the straps of the heavy pack kept pulling the ‘V’ of her bodice too far open.  “Bitch!” was her near continuous comment as they got ready to leave.

At her look of longing toward the ring, Izora reminded her, “You can’t use the ring since you’re blocked from your Magic.  Plus, I need the extra Mana to open my old Portal to Ivarren and still have some Mana left if Magic is required.”  She paused and added sourly, “My Mana pool is only about half the size of yours and in the past when I used the Portal to Ivarren without the ring, the Mana drain left me weak, ill, and defenseless for days.  I expect that after arriving in Ivarren, Greenwilt was no more powerful than a newborn babe even after using your ring.  No woman traveling alone in Ivarren can afford to be weak and helpless.”

“Yes, Mistress,” slipped out of Gweneth’s mouth and she shuddered at having to assume the role of being owned by Izora.

“Remember that you are to address me from now on as Mistress, or Mistress Dora,” Izora hissed.  “Your punishment will be dire if you let slip the name of Izora.  I expect that our names of Bluefrost and Izora will quickly be known to the Witchfinders and Hunters.”

Gweneth, High Mage Bluefrost in Ivarren, gulped.  “Yes, Mistress,” she replied in a faint and subservient voice.

Izora turned away from Gweneth and smiled widely with pleasure at controlling her previously strict and unforgiving Mistress.  Her smile widened when the outline of her Portal flickered into visibility as it shifted from invisibly dormant to ready.  The surface inside the outline slowly filled with the normal dense swirling of reddish clouds that glowed, backlit with pulsing light from flickering energy flashes.  The Portal had drilled a tunnel of passage through space and reality to another world.

Izora stepped through the Portal holding Gweneth’s wrist in an unrelenting grip.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Gailan, High on a Mountain Just Below the Treeline

[image: ]As she expected, the abrupt brutal drain of her Mana brought her downward to a knee at the first step through the glowing Portal.  She fought her way upright and stumbled onward.  She was relieved that she wasn’t too weak to continue and still had a small but measurable portion left of her Mana.  However, the ring was completely drained.  “It’s near the middle of night here,” she explained to Gweneth as the older Mage looked fearfully around the near full darkness of the forest. 

The Portal had opened on a relatively narrow ledge on the forested mountain and fresh snow the depth of their feet covered everything.

Bluefrost now felt more vulnerable than ever in her 190 years of life.  “No Magic, … wearing the marks of a slave and the collar of a Bond Servant, … in a foreign realm that hates Magic Users and enslaves the Mages.   Also, I’m at the mercy of my former apprentice who has little love or loyalty after the way I treated her for the twenty years as my apprentice.  Did I only come because I had no options as a perceived traitor to the Council?  Or, is Izora going to continue exposing me to humiliation after humiliation.”

“Pay attention to my every command and stay close!” Izora commanded interrupting Bluefrost’s thoughts of dread.  “We’ve left our world of Jarion and are now in the Realm of Ivarren, in the Kingdom of Gailan and near the borders of the Kingdom of Lumar and the Kingdom of Ordimir.  We are well north of the areas you traveled in the Kingdom of Ordimir which whose nearest border is to our south.  By mid-afternoon, we should be down off this mountain and near to an inn in the town of Woodhurst, a large enough town that’s only a few days travel by foot from Stonehaven.  From reading your journals I know that you’ve been to Stonehaven in the Kingdom of Ordimir.”

[image: ]“Yes, Mistress Dora,” Gweneth answered out of obedience.  “Stonehaven, … King Ordimir’s Witchfinders often frequent that border town, capturing unwary Magic Users traveling into his kingdom from Lumar, Gailan, or the Thaemond Empire.   Yes, I have traveled through much of the Kingdom of Ordimir.  It is beautiful but treacherous for Magic Users with the King lusting for revenge against anyone with even a hint of Magic.”

Satisfied with that answer, Izora snapped the leash onto Gweneth’s collar and gave a brisk command of, “Follow me, and watch your footing.  We’ll be below the snow line in a few hours.” and they set off on a narrow winding trail leading generally eastward down the heavily forested mountain toward Stonehaven.

Hours later, Bluefrost cursed as she stumbled once again on the rocky trail while struggling to keep up with the more sure-footed Journey-woman Mage.  “She has a light load,” Bluefrost complained inwardly as she tried to balance the heavy load of her pack on her shoulders. If she lagged more than a couple of paces behind, Izora yanked angrily on her leash.  She was not yet recovered from the attack by the Witchfinder, her back and shoulders ached, and even her thighs and shins were burning from the unusual effort of the forced hike.

Between the light emitted from the starry night in the cloudless sky and the rising glow from a moon, Izora saw enough to keep up a brisk pace along a narrow single-track trail.  Every step down off the mountain brought them closer to her goal.  Without a single break, the only respite Gweneth got from Izora on the long trek was the occasional slight slowing of their pace.

Nearly off the mountain, they trudged downward toward a long narrow north-south oriented valley.  At one point on a high ridge overlooking the river valley below, Izora saw the walled compound of Corftey Castle below them and stopped to observe the beautiful estate.  “We’re too far away to see much,” Izora explained to the older Mage as she caught her breath.  “That is Castle Corftey, owned by the local Lord, Baron Bernard Corftey and his wife Baroness Eleanor Corftey.  He is reputed to be stiff and honest, a supporter of those who rent and work his lands.  However, he is uncompromising and woe be to those that betray him.”

“This is as good a place as any to set up a small camp for the night,” Izora decided.  “You get firewood and focus on only small dry wood.  We can hide a small fire against the rocks over there.”  While Bluefrost gathered firewood, Izora decided to set the tent up as a lean to flap between two large boulders.  “The heat from the fire will radiate against the rocks and keep us warmer that outside a tent.”

Once the fire radiated heat to bounce off the rocks behind her, Izora rolled out their bedroll and, fully clothed, she disappeared under it’s protection.  The bedroll shifted and moved as the Journey-woman Mage stripped out of her clothing.  When her head and long blonde disheveled hair popped up, she held out a dainty hand to set her clothing beside the bedroll.  She took a long penetrating look at Gweneth standing beside the firstpit.

“Well, Slave, make yourself useful and fold up my clothing.  Then strip off your own clothes and cover mine to protect them from the morning dew.  Lastly, get your naked body in our bedroll and comfort me till I fall asleep.”

Gweneth’s face flushed with anger but she duteously whispered, “Yes, Mistress Dora.”  Her fingers were already loosening her clothing.  Her breasts felt every bit of the cold and her nipples stung from the freezing cold wind.  With a shriek of dismay, after she set her footwear aside, she dove for the protection of the bedroll.

Izora grunted as the icy-cold skin of her faux slave contacted hers.  “Get your face down there,” she commanded with anger.  “I want to feel your mouth and lips on my sex.  Get going.”

After two wondrous orgasms from her ex-Mistress’ mouth, Izora cuddled up behind the curled form of Gweneth, grabbed a breast in a hand set over Gweneth’s shoulder, and feel deeply asleep.

Gweneth was unable to sleep.  She was tasked with sitting a watch through the long night.  Hyper aware of every noise around them, Gweneth didn’t dare close her eyes.  “At least I’m comfortable,” she griped to herself.  After a decently comfortable night rolled up together in their bedroll’s blanket, Izora pushed Gweneth out beside the dead fire to sort out their clothing.  Izora dressed awkwardly inside the warmth of their bedroll, grinning the whole time as Gweneth hopped about in her bare feet to dress herself in the cold pre-dawn morning.

Soon, after a cold and tasteless breakfast, they continued on their trek down to the river valley.

Later, when they finally emerged from the mountain forest, Izora directed them south toward Woodhurst.  The area of the valley that they entered had small farmsteads on either side of the road which ran through the middle of the valley and the river it followed.  Closer to Woodhurst, farmsteads gave way to individual dwellings and workshops which were the first signs of a town or city ahead.

Two hard days’ hike north of the border with Ordimir, Woodhurst sat squarely across a major northbound access road to the Kingdom of Gailan. Woodhurst was both a customs and immigration stop for travelers.  The road between the two kingdoms passed through a narrow gap in the mountain chain that made up the border.  The town itself was walled only on the north and south sides with 20-foot walls anchored in the mountains on either side of the gap.

“The farmers and most of the merchants and craftsmen live outside the walled keep, both to the north and to the south,” Izora explained.  “The farmers and minor craftsmen bring their goods in daily to the central market and successful merchants and quality craftsmen have their own offices or workshops inside the walls.”

Izora was satisfied with their progress and that they arrived just before midday.

There was a short line to enter Woodhurst through the open gates of the northern entry.  The heavy wood double gates were set into the high stone walls and were reinforced with iron bands.  Two guards in simple boiled leather armor and only armed with belt knives and clubs held ready in their hands stood controlling passage into the town.  Beside them, under the cover of a shed-type roof against the outside of the wall, sat a scribe in a long white robe behind a small desk.  Above and on either side of the gate, pairs of guards armed with bows stood ready to support the guards below.

Recognizing strangers approaching, the guard on the right held up a hand.  “Mistress, welcome to Woodhurst.  May I know your names and the nature of your business?”  His eye was of course drawn to the pale expanse of inner thigh exposed by the collared Bond Servant as she approached.  As she got closer, he grinned at her wobbling unsupported breasts and the amount of pale white flesh exposed by the ‘V’ of her blouse.  “The blush tells me this bitch hasn’t worn the collar very long,” he mused.

Izora glanced at the scribe and wondered how much tighter security at the border had become since her last arrival a few years ago.  “What’s happened to need records of names and the business of travelers entering Woodhurst from the interior of the kingdom,” she thought.  “I’m Huntress Dora Rowlands with my Bond Slave, Gweneth,” she responded.  Gweneth had no idea that the name was a real one with history in Ivarren.  She added, “I plan to rest up a few days after a long journey before I continue south to the Kingdom of Ordimir.”

Bluefrost jerked in surprise when Izora verbally identified herself as a Huntress.  She barely held back a hiss of dismay.  “Can she get away with such a disguise?”

Izora pulled a folded black leather wallet from her belt purse.  She opened it to display the gold Badge inside of a registered Bounty Hunter named Dora Rowlands.  Arrayed below the badge were three thumb-sized Gold Stars and an equal-sized single Silver Star.  “As you can see, I’m Huntress Dora Rowlands,” she announced with a smug smile.

“Those are death by flaying alive for false display!” Bluefrost shrieked inwardly in terror at the effrontery of her ex-apprentice.  “What kind of game is she playing?”

Instead of anger at the display of a faked document, the guard bowed his head in respect.  “Woodhurst welcomes the business of visitors.  Mistress, as an esteemed Huntress, you are exempt from the entry tax that would normally be two Bronze for locals and eight Bronze for others.  From the tattoo on her face I can that your Bond Slave has already been registered somewhere.  Can I see your Bond Slave’s Kingdom of Gailan Registration so that the scribe can enter it into the ledger?”

The guard on the other side of Bluefrost had mentally undressed the collared wench as she approached and stood admiring her big breasts from the side.  “There’s no tattoo below her right ear,” he declared.  “The big-titted bitch hasn’t yet been registered here in the Kingdom of Gailan.”

“Huntress Dora Rowlands, I’m sure you know the deal,” the first guard explained patiently.  “A slave is a valuable commercial trade item and subject to a special tax when changing ownership.  The entry tariff for that type of goods is eight Bronze per slave payable to the scribe and a much higher tax if that slave becomes sold within Woodhurst and the amount depends on a valuation of the bitch by the Slavers’ Guild.  Until registration and valuation occurs, there is the matter of the surety deposit to ensure that she gets promptly registered at either the Slavers' Guild or King’s Magistrate here in town.  This protects you in case of theft and keeps you from illegally selling her without a valid registration and tax.  That deposit is refundable and is only a single Silver, also paid here to the scribe.  I will have to charge a separate ten Bronze tagging fee for implanting an ear tag for your unregistered stock.  Please pay the scribe the Silver for the deposit, eight Bronze for the entry tariff, and ten Bronze for the ear tagging.”

Bluefrost shivered when the guard that called her a bitch came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her torso.  Somehow, his right arm slipped through the ‘V’ in her blouse and tightly grabbed her left breast.  “May the Gods curse me,” she told herself as she moaned aloud, “but that feels good.”

[image: ]Izora looked askance at her mentor’s sensuous-looking wriggling.  “Calm yourself, slut!” she hissed in irritation.  “Is she becoming sexually sensitive because of the Witchfinder’s collar?” Izora wondered.  “Surely not, … it was only around her neck for mere seconds.”

Securely held in place, and distracted by the coarse hand playing roughly with her breast and pinching her nipple, Bluefrost hardly noticed when the other guard grabbed her left ear.

“Eiii!” she screamed at the sudden pain in her earlobe.

The guard had slipped a thin brass tag up to her earlobe.  The tag hung from a heavy brass plug with a sharp pin sticking out the back.  He expertly drove the pin through her earlobe and then set a matching plug of brass over the protruding pin.  He set a pair of pliers on each plug and compressed then in a move that locked the needle end of the tag in place.  Only a special removal tool could pry apart the two plugs without damaging her ear.

“Huntress, the Slavers' Guild is much more pleasant to deal with and they will happily refund your full surety deposit.  I do have to warn you, there is a filing fee of five Bronze at either the Guild or the Magistrate.  However, the Magistrate’s clerks are pompous asses and will try and charge you a larger, expedited filing fee of at least ten Bronze.  But, as I said, either the Slavers Guild or Magistrate will register your Slave.”

“I thank you for your advice,” Izora said and turned reluctantly to pay the scribe the single Silver deposit, the eight Bronze entry fee, and the ten Bronze ear tagging fee.  “That leaves me with just seventeen Bronze until I get Gweneth registered.  Later, I’ll lose another five Bronze filing fee from my deposit leaving me dreadfully poor even if I get my change from the Silver.”

“Oww!” Gweneth complained when Izora tugged on her leash to hurry her up.

“Lets go!” Izora demanded with some irritation.  “I need to redeem your ear tag.  Being without proper funds in this world means vagrancy which means possible sentencing to at least six month’s Bond Service.”

Gweneth had no option but to hurry after her Mistress while she enjoyed the thought of Izora having to serve as a Bond Slave for six months.  With each step following her Mistress, she felt the weight of the heavy tag hanging from her ear.  She resisted thinking about what additional humiliation she’d face while being registered since she heard the guard’s statement that she needed to get a registration tattoo.  “Mistress Dora says the collar thrown onto my neck by that Witchfinder is what placed the cheek tattoo of a slave in this world.” She stopped and almost stumbled as the realization that she just unknowingly refereed to her former apprentice as Mistress Dora.

Gweneth quickly closed back up so the leash became slack and resumed her thoughts.

“Izora thinks the tattoo is not removable.   Hopefully this neck tattoo is mundane and removable later by Izora’s Magic.”  Her right hand drifted down from the tag on her left ear to slide under her blouse to feel if her left nipple was still erect.  It was still stiff and tingling.  She moaned again at the feeling and would have rubbed between her legs if she were alone.  “Am I a humiliation slut, … or, … is this something left in my brain by the Witchfinder’s vision of a collared Mage Slave?”  Either way, the marked slave felt sure that her pussy was leaking feminine juices in preparation for sex.  “I’m becoming such a slut!” she moaned inwardly.

“Gweneth!  Stop playing with yourself.  It’s unseemly,” Izora hissed.

Soon they stopped before a secure looking stone building set back from its own entry gate set into a two-man-height stone wall topped with ugly looking shards of glass.  The gate was closed and the single guard outside in the universal livery of the Slavers' Guild watched her stop and moan in dismay.

“Mistress, the Guild Hall is closed early this day to reconcile entries with this town’s Magistrate.  That process takes about half a day once a moon.  If all goes well, they will open tomorrow soon after breakfast.”

Izora sighed.  She didn’t need to count her Bronzes to know that she only had seventeen remaining.  “Not even enough for an ale in this town let alone for a night’s lodging.”

She continued down the road through the middle of Woodhurst.  They hurried alongside the right-most edge of the busy central marketplace and paused briefly to look at the number of stalls in the huge central area, small shops along the outsides of the market, and crowds of venders and purchasers alike.

“Dora!” Bluefrost hissed as she fought to stay up with Izora’s rushed pace.  “That wallet of a Huntress is death for false display by being flayed alive.”

“Somehow you can’t get it through your thick head that you’re here as a slave,” Izora hissed in real anger.  “You continue to address me name as if I were your equal.”

“Sorry, Mistress Dora,” slave Gweneth responded in a proper tone.  It was too late to calm her Mistress.

“You’re going to have a harsh reminder of your status very soon,” Izora replied in a tone that sent shivers up her Bond Slave’s back.  “But, … to answer your question, Slave, … the showing of the badge of a Hunter or Huntress is not an issue if it’s real, you slow-witted shit!    I’ve captured and delivered into slavery three of this realm’s Mages and killed a Wizard.  This realm is no stranger to me after many visits and my very safe cover is as a registered Huntress of Magic Users.”

She took a firmer grip on the leash and dragged her faux slave toward the nearest stone wall of a shop.  Izora yelled out, “I’ve got a stupid, slow-witted cow of a Bond Slave that can’t learn her place.  Will someone help me punish her?”

The call brought the attention of a nearby farmer and his son leading a donkey loaded with cabbage.  “What’s you be trying to say?” the old man hissed back belligerently.

“She for sale or rent?” the gap-toothed adult son asked with a leer while he openly rubbed his crotch.

“If you’ve got a belt, I’d be grateful for you giving this idiot bitch twenty slashes.”

“What’s in it for us?” the son shot back.

“Why, one of you gets to pull this slut’s blouse down, bend her over, and hold her skirt up so the other can blister her bare ass.  It’s open season on groping her tits while holding her in place.”  While she was talking, Izora yanked off Gweneth’s heavy pack and pulled her wrists behind her back.  A quick wrapping of leather bondage cord secured her wrists.

Bluefrost struggled to no avail against the son when he jumped forward and tugged her blouse down off her shoulders leaving her bare from the waist up.  The greater size and strength of the son easily tugged her blouse down to her waist.

With a hiss of approval, the son grabbed two hands full of firm breast meat.  “By the Gods,” he moaned as he forced her down to her knees by his grip on her tits, bent her forward, and held her face at his crotch while he continued to roughly squeeze and yank her breasts.  “Papa, these some fine D-sized melons.”  He moaned again in approval when her hot breath penetrated his pants and teased his cock.  “I’d like mostly to fuck these big titties.”

“Boy, get that skirt up!  I wanta see the ass on this bitch before I give it a bit of correction.”

“This what we shoulda done to Mama,” the son complained.  “She too uppity!”

Bluefrost gagged at the stench from the son’s pants.  The kneading of her breasts wasn’t anything near arousing.  “Eiiiii!” she screamed as the first brutal slash of the farmers belt struck her bare ass with all the strength and anger of the wiry farmer.  The pain made her completely forget the mangling of her breasts that held her down in place.

“You count, Mistress!  This too much fun to do any thinking ‘bout numbers,” the farmer grunted as he paused before the second slash.

Izora counted aloud and watched with a grin as the son fumbled with his pants.  “Go ahead, boy,” she told the adult son with a smirk, “plug her mouth with your dirty cock if you dare while she’s getting her whooping.”

Bluefrost was horrified when the pants before her face fell down to the son’s knees.  She found her face being mashed against the musky, pee-smelling cock as it thickened against her mouth.  She heard Izora’s offer to the son and felt some small relief when he decided it was too dangerous to sink his cock in her mouth.   Her relief ended when his stinky, creamy load pulsed out of his cock to paint her face.

“Eiiii!” was her cry when the next delayed stroke slashed across her ass.

“Five,” was Izora’s comment.  During the long pause, she added to herself, “She needs to be set in her place, … but this is taking far too long.  The father is dragging out his pleasure and Bluefrost, … Gweneth, is paying for his anger with his wife.”

Somehow, in the midst of the worst punishment of her life, … in full view of a gathering and jeering crowd, … the modified mind and body of the high and mighty ex-Master Mage exploded in an immense orgasm that shattered her world view just as Izora chanted, “Fifteen!”

“Bless you Mistress,” the farmer praised Gweneth as he grinned from ear to ear.

Much later, well after the pain of the belt whipping faded away, Bluefrost told herself with certainty, “I have become a slut.  How can I change back?  Will I ever be able to face my colleagues back on Jarion?”

Now very subdued and still red-faced and weeping, Bond Slave Gweneth followed her Mistress as they walked past the crowd that continued to jeer, taunt, and curse her.

“Slut and whore,” were among the kindest words she heard.  “Maybe they are right?” she told herself.  If her wrists weren’t still tied behind her back, she was certain she’d yank back on the leash and beg for a few moments to jill herself off.

As they walked, the constant roar of rushing water came from alongside the right side of the road.  In town, the unimaginably named Raging River ran within a well engineered stone channel with periodic arched bridges crossing from side to side.  It was fed from the vast watershed of the valley north of Woodhurst.   The captive river ran fast with tumbling white water rapids southward all the way to the Kingdom of Ordimir.  In Woodhurst, it roared fast and smooth in the deep stone channel that was more than two dozen paces across. 

After the whipping, Mage Bluefrost felt like her altered walk from the painful residue of the belt somehow made walking easier without showing too much beyond her upper thighs.  She took small consolation in that tiny bit of saved humiliation.

Ahead, as they neared the southern gate from the town, on the left side of the road, was the carriage yard and horse stables of the Raging River Inn. 

[image: ]Izora paused in the carriage yard and turned to Gweneth.  “My plan was to purchase a small walled mansion here in town and set you up safely as a collared House Mistress while I began my searches for Greenwilt, Aurora, and a solution for your shoulder.  But, because of your stupidity letting the Council capture all your Ivarren riches, we are virtually without coin.  Pray the Gods that you are the only one to pay a penance for that lack of foresight.”  She reached into her small pack and pulled out a black ball set into a black leather head harness.

“No, I don’t want to be gagged!” The Mage complained.  Her head reeled backward from a harsh slap across her face.

“Don’t take no lip from slaves,” a gruff voice nearby spoke his approval.

Izora nodded back in appreciation to the passerby.  Then, she leaned in to Bluefrost’s face.  “See!  That’s the problem, you are a danger to us since you still haven’t fully realized that you’re dead meat in Jarion and a lowly Bond Slave here in Ivarren!” Izora hissed in genuine anger.  “Slaves don’t have the luxury of ‘wants’ or ‘demands’ directed to their owners.  You still have way too much of the powerful and arrogant Mage in your head and mannerisms!  If you don’t begin to think and act like a dimwitted, sex starved slave then we might be doomed.”  Izora paused and grabbed the thick leather collar on Slave Gweneth’s neck and twisted it tight to make a final point.  “The gag will keep you from ruining everything while you learn that House Mistress is no longer a possible goal for you over the next months.  I will have to put you up in the Raging River Inn where you will begin to earn us much needed coin.  If you’re lucky, I can get you a slot as a maid by day and a paid-for slut at night trolling the tavern for paying customers.  If not, … then maybe a tavern slut all day and night earning coin for any depraved act demanded by the drunken louts.”

“Noo! Mmmph!” was Gweneth’s angry reply stopped by the foul-tasting rubber of the ball being jammed into her mouth.  The tightening of the head harness drew the ball tighter into her mouth.

[image: ]This establishment was larger than its rural counterparts with two entrances well separated on opposite ends of the large front side of the building.  Izora tugged her gagged slave to the left entry where the sign of a bed was displayed over the door.  The door at the other end of the building featured a frothy mug painted on the sign over that entry.  Inside, the inn’s entry was a set of stairs rising along the left wall to the rooms above, a short counter, and a door on the right that led to the adjacent common room and then the more boisterous tavern itself.  The inn’s offices were located behind the counter.

“I’m Huntress Dora Rowlands and I’m interested in staying here on and off over the next few months,” Izora told the brunette behind the counter.  She was a bit surprised to see a Free Woman working in a large inn and tavern where there was usually a Slave Kennel and a Slave Master or Mistress who managed the collared staff.  “Can you describe your facilities and the fees?”

“Welcome to my inn Huntress Dora, I’m Alexandra Innkeeper.” She kept the smile of welcome on her face but was intrigued by the gagged blonde slave with her breasts hanging half out of her blouse.  “Ummm,” she started,  a bit distracted with thoughts of putting the buxom slave’s mouth to work between her legs.  “We have extensive Slave Kennels where you can house your slave while you’re gone and a skilled Slave Master who can even arrange all types of regular and special training.”

“I meant more in the area of lodging accommodation and fees,” Izora responded dryly.  “Slaves are much less picky about where they sleep than their owners.”

“Sorry, … so sorry, Mistress,” Alexandra babbled.  “Our most common arrangement is a two Copper a night package (200 Bronze) including lodging, a full dinner and an ale, and breakfast with porridge, bread, cheese, and meat.  Under the inn is a pool fed by a hot mineral spring.  It’s open for use at fifty Bronze which includes towels, supplies, and a long massage.  It’s reserved solely for Ladies until supper when it’s reserved for both men and women the remainder of the night.”

Izora gulped visibly at the expense.  “Two and a half copper a night?  Robbery,” she moaned inwardly, “and me with only seventeen Bronze.”  She took a deep breath and challenged the high fees.  “What you quoted is ridiculously expensive.  That’s the cost that I’d find in a fine hotel in a much larger city

[image: ]“Mistress,” Alexandra responded calmly, “you are correct.  The costs here in Woodhurst have risen because of the friction between our two kingdoms.  We’re hoping that King Ordimir’s outreach to our King for help with the invading Mages and Wizards will ease that friction.  Yes, we’re on a major trade route; but, this is far from a real city to the north for resupply with our own kingdom’s goods and any supplies coming from Stonehaven to the south are hugely inflated.  These fees barely cover our cost.  Even so, we are near to full up all the time.”

Izora sighed.  “As I said, I’ll be here often over the next few months.  Perhaps I can meet with you and your Slave Master in the common room?  I wish to discuss arrangements for my Bond Slave.”

Alexandra led Izora to the next room which was placed between the lobby of the inn and the tavern itself.  They both sat in a pair of comfortable well-padded seats in the quiet common room not far from the fireplace.  Izora mulled over the costs here in Woodhurst.  Gagged and bound Gweneth knelt beside her.  “Everything here is simply too expensive,” Izora muttered.

Alexandra grinned wryly and answered, “As I mentioned, it’s simply because of our location.  Please understand that we have no control over the high cost of goods from the south and our own products from the north are too far away for transport.”

“This seems to be a profitable enterprise nonetheless,” Izora challenged.  “The inn is well built and maintained.”

“Ah, … yess.  Well, we’re lucky to have Dannamore here,” Alexandra said with pride and more than a bit of hidden irritation at the continued questioning about her rates.  “He is a licensed Master Slaver and I’ve given him full and complete control of the kennels and all slave matters.”  She laughed and added, “He is simply a genius at maximizing profit off our cunt stock and has even gotten Slavers’ Guild and Magistrate approval for a game free women can play here at the inn.  You wouldn’t believe how many free and privileged women have secret yearnings to experiment with a brief slave experience and a chance to earn a bit of coin at the same time.”

“I have no time or interest in games,” Izora said with some exasperation and impatience showing.  “I am under pressure to get on with my hunting and quickly need to have arrangements for my slave, Gweneth.”

“That’s good, Huntress Dora,” Alexandra said with a knowing smirk.  “Just keep in mind that slavers are expert at exploiting the three pleasure holes every unwary woman has and Dannamore is highly expert at turning those assets pubic and into gold mines.  We profit greatly each time a collar gets wrapped around a free women’s neck.”

“Well, … in any event, … Dannamore will serve you well,” Alexandra continued.  “He’s unassuming in appearance but I guarantee that he has a perfect score at subduing collared cunt and he’s also gifted by the Gods with a wondrous cock that’s encouraged many unwary free women to beg for repeat experiences wearing his collar.”

“Ah,” Alexandra Innkeeper said with a smile as she stood up, “here’s Dannamore now.”

Izora also stood up and observed a tall, lean and muscular man approach the table.  He moved with a lithe grace that exposed some of his strength.  Dannamore was wearing black, … black knee-high boots, black leather pants, and a black sleeveless vest unlaced to show off his muscular chest and abs.  Izora couldn’t help but notice the bulge between his legs under the thin leather of his pants. “It’s like a snake going down his pants leg.”

“Huntress Dora Rowlands, well met, I am Dannamore, the Kennel Master and Master of Slaves.  Alexandra Innkeeper and myself can certainly assist you and answer any questions you might have.”

Izora pointed to the trembling Bond Slave beside her.  “As I told Alexandra, I’ll be in and out of the inn over the next few months and would like to discuss arrangements for kenneling my Bond Slave here in a way that will earn me some coin.”

Gweneth barely held back a gagged protest that would have earned her another, even worse, punishment.  “The only way inn and tavern slaves earn coin is with sex,” she moaned inwardly.  “She wouldn’t do that to me, … would she?”

Dannamore glanced quickly at Gweneth and shook his head at the tag on her ear.  “Mistress, this sounds like your questions are entirely in my realm to answer.  Mistress Alexandra is probably too busy to sit here while we go over the boring details that you need.”

Innkeeper Alexandra nodded silently and stood up, “That’s right, you don’t need me here, Huntress Dora.  As I told you, Slave Master Dannamore has full control over the kennels, our slaves, and their training regimes.  We don’t always agree, but he’s better at managing collared cunt than me.”

She turned briefly to her Slave Master and added, “Master Dannamore, since the Huntress will be our guest off and on over the next months, please have Zoe bring you ale or wine on my account.  If your discussion goes well, perhaps you should move to one of our alcoves for more ale and then dinner while you negotiate about the bond slave, … on me as well, for such an honored guest.  And, tonight, I recommend Zoe as your server.”

Dannamore blinked at the unusually generous offer from his tight-fisted boss and the reference twice to Zoe.  “Yes,” he finally replied as she stared at him, “ale and dinner sounds great.  Thank you Mistress.”

“Now Huntress Dora,” the Slave Master continued after Alexandra left, “it’s really a waste of time talking details on your bitch being leased to my stable of whores until you get the cunt properly registered.  I need to see some Gailan Kingdom paperwork on her Bond Slave status and whether it’s lifetime, limited, or a monetary amount in order to legally house her in my kennel.”

“But, I’m in rather a hurry, Slave Master,” Izora managed to assert without trembling.  “I need to get Gweneth here taken care of and move on to money-making matters; capturing criminals with posted rewards or Magic Users.”  She was starting to worry about having to reveal her Magic to keep from getting a Bond Collar herself for vagrancy. Inwardly, she reminded herself, “Seventeen Bronze is clearly vagrancy and a suspicious Slave Master has the authority to hold me over until I can explain to a Magistrate that I’ll not only get the Silver deposit back but I own a valuable slave that I can sell if necessary.  The question is, do I risk being held over?  Having temporary ownership would give him the right to put me to work beside Gweneth until I got a hearing.  Fuck!”

The Slave Master cocked his head and then grinned.  “Alright, I’ll accept that your reasons for hurrying this process are none of my business.  I understand that the Slavers’ Guild is closed but we can still get her registered and the tag removed in just a few hours.  I will send a runner to a contact I have in the Slavers' Guild and another to the Sheriff.”

Izora went from elation at the Slave Master’s offer to speed up registration to deep fear when the Sheriff was mentioned.  She forced herself to appear calm and collected.  “The Sheriff?  And the cost for the runners?”

“Not to worry, Mistress Hunter.  The Guild is on retainer to the inn to provide certain services and they will reimburse you the Silver that you’ve deposited less the five Bronze registration fee and an out-call visit fee of twenty-five Bronze.  From the remainder of the Silver, the inn will charge you five Bronze for each of the two runners and another fifty Bronze as a client convenience fee.  They might not have told you that once registered with a proper number temporarily inked on the bitch’s cheek, you are responsible for arranging the permanent tattoo within ten days or before you attempt to leave Woodhurst.  The fine is one Gold.”

Izora’s head was spinning.  She was trying to visualize how all those fees seemed to be set up to quickly siphon away her meager funds.

“Of course, I can personally do a fine job on the neck tattoo right here for one hundred Bronze and the bitch won’t even need the temporary tattoo.”

[image: ]“As for the Sheriff, his name is Finton Doyle and he is responsible for the southern portion of King Gailan’s Kingdom, … that’s the area with Woodhurst as it’s center.  Sheriff Doyle is among my best friends and is also among the best in the kingdom at judging the earning potential of new pussy,” Slave Master Dannamore declared.  At Izora’s clear look of confusion he added, “Look, Mistress, it’s really expensive to have to pay others to maintain and board your slave.  But, with some creative decisions, we can make some decent earnings while I put her to work here.”

After a bit, he looked about the common room that was much quieter than the larger tavern room.  He made a production of grimacing at the four tables nearby with patrons softly speaking as they drank their ale.  “Lets move things to one of the curtained alcoves!” he asserted in a command voice.  “We can take up Alexandra Innkeeper’s offer of ale or wine and dinner.  Plus, the chairs are far more comfortable there.

“Zoe, bring us two of ales to that alcove over there,” the Slave Master ordered from a slim brunette hovering nearby as soon as they sat in a pair of overstuffed chairs in the alcove.  “Mistress Alexandra wanted you as our dedicated server tonight.”

Zoe smirked at the comment and looked appraisingly at the blonde slave owner and her blonde-haired Bond Slave.  “She’s young with huge tits, … she’ll earn much coin for the inn.”

“Now, while we wait,” Dannamore said as he escorted Izora toward one of the alcoves with its curtain swept to the side, “maybe you can explain to me how you came to be in possession of such a fine example of prime pussy?”

Explaining the false story of Bond Servant Gweneth’s collaring lasted through the first mug of ale.  Izora explained the long version of paying for overnight lodging at a farmer’s home in the middle of nowhere with a Witchfinder partner.  “We were on the trail of a fleeing Hedge Witch and arranged to stay for 10 Bronze each,” she lied.  “It was a real bargain and they were great hosts.  After a fine dinner and drinking some of his homemade wine, the farmer lamented of having six beautiful daughters and none with a dowry or any decent local marriage prospects.”  Izora peered into the bottom of the mug shook her head in fake memory and added, “As the eldest, blonde Gweneth was considered a spinster and a burden on the family with the least marriage prospects.  I felt sorry for the family and offered five Silver for her.  My partner had some fancy new Enchanted Collar from Ordimir that he put around her neck for just a few minutes.  That Magical thing put the slave mark on her cheek, gave her properly trimmed slave hair, and filled out those amazing tits.”

Dannamore paused with a look of confusion on his face and then laughed.  “If you used, even temporarily, one of our Queen’s collars, then it assumes the slave is a Mage and makes changes to make her a permanent slave and the most advanced collars read the mind of the Master or Mistress to make the slave into their vision of perfection.  Huntress, you clearly have a thing for young blonde bitches with huge tits.”

“Half a Gold for some remote farmer’s daughter,” Dannamore continued with yet more laughter,  “Huntress, you suck at negotiations,” Dannamore declared with a laugh.  He emptied his mug and waved to Zoe the bar slut for another round.  “He probably would have given her away for free.”

Izora forced her attention away from the young brunette as she approached.  She grinned and responded, “Hah, Dannamore, if you think I suck, … I can testify that after years of servicing five sisters and her mother, that Gweneth here is the Goddess at satisfying pussy.  There is no equal.”

The Slave Master nodded and added, “I see from your story and paperwork that the father is the one that agreed to selling you Gweneth as a Bond Slave with no pre-negotiated terms of release from your service.  Since she was sold by her family, the Magistrate will probably insist on a proviso that the terms of her Bond Service Contract can be satisfied if she buys out her contract at ten times the initial payment, … or five Gold.”

Izora smirked inwardly.  “I don’t see any possibility that I’ll ever release her from my service,” she told herself.  “That proviso is fine with me,” she told the Slave Master.”

Slave Master Dannamore stood up abruptly.  The move gave Izora a clear view of the outline of the thickened, blood-gorged pussy-busting snake under his tight black leather pants.  “Public nudity and debasement of free women is frowned upon here but with consent, … everything goes.  Huntress Dora that’s why I wanted Gweneth registered before we start her evaluation.  However, with your story, and that permanent tattoo on her cheek, she’s at least a short-term Bond Slave whether she likes it or not.  I’m going to assume you can make decisions over her fate and approve of an evaluation.”

Dannamore leaned down to better examine Gweneth who shuddered at his intense examination and pulled back when his hand ran across her breasts.  “Her breasts are a bit over large for such a petite woman with a very nice response with those big nipples.  Yes, Huntress, I think your blonde bitch here could be a worthy addition to the inn’s stable of whores.”

The comment about her ‘blonde bitch’ brought back thoughts wondering about the power of the kingdom’s most advanced Magic imbued collars.  Her critical eye agreed with the Slave Master, Gweneth had become a prize among slaves. 

From the corner of her eye, Izora watched Zoe, the collared sexy brunette bar slut with her short hair and barely contained breasts, approach with an exaggerated swaying of her hips.  Izora ignored the two mugs held in the slut’s hands and focused on the only two scraps of nearly transparent, finally woven silk, that was all she wore.  One brilliant red piece was wrapped around her torso, covering and supporting heavy breasts clearly seen through the silk.  The longer, and wider, second piece of equally bright red silk was wrapped around her waist with the end tucked in where a waist belt would have been.  It only covered a hand’s width of white milky flesh below the slut’s pussy.  “I can clearly see her nipples and that they’re pierced,” Izora told herself with a smirk of arousal.  “What a slut.”

Dannamore saw Izora’s interest in the brunette.  “That’s Zoe, she’s a stone-cold bitch and Alexandra’s niece but she does have some talent in managing problems in my stable.”  He grinned at Izora’s look of surprise.  “Yep, she’s Alexandra’s niece from her eldest sister.  Zoe ran away at fifteen with two older boys.  She was basically their whore earning small amounts of money selling herself and robbing some clients, all so they could survive.  One night they nearly killed two couples they beat and tortured for a small handful of Bronzes and some food.  Like I said, a nasty piece of work.  Alexandra bought her at a Sheriff’s auction when she was eighteen.”

“How was Alexandra allowed to purchase and own a convicted family member?”

“The Magistrate only allowed it because the inn was a business with a kennel and she agreed to assign me total control over Zoe.  Alexandra might hold her ownership papers but she can’t dictate in any way Zoe’s daily life here at the Raging River.  After a bit of training, I gave Zoe some authority over my bitches when they’re housed in the Slave Kennels.”  He laughed, “Like I said, … a stone cold bitch but she whores with the best of them during her work shifts up here in the Common Room and the Tavern.  Plus, we only get rave reviews from free bitches paying for her services.  She sucks pussy like no other.  It’s like she’s starving and cunt juice is her only source of food and energy.”

“My bitch Gweneth could best her,” Izora asserted with a cocky grin.

“Maybe we can set up some sort of a bet over that skill,” the Slave Master grinned.

“Ahh, … no thank you, Dannamore,” Izora answered with a smirk of her own.  “I don’t bet with anyone, especially with slavers.”

After that exchange, Izora and Dannamore sat silently, waiting for the Guild representative and the Magistrate to arrive.   With a challenging look, he sucked down the last half of his ale.

Wanting to hurry up Gweneth’s processing, to receive her refunds, and to negotiate a service contract that earned her much needed coin, Izora duplicated the move and emptied her second ale.

Izora took that moment to look about their alcove.  In addition to three comfortable chairs, there was a couch, a bed, and a square table.  In addition, a narrow table set against the wall held a number of bondage devices and a restraining chain hung from the ceiling in the middle of the alcove. 

Before they could get started, the saucy young brunette bar slut brought in a brimming full pitcher of the ale, refilled their mugs and set the pitcher on the table.  She drew the curtain shut as she left.  Again, Izora was appreciative of the wriggling ass of the slut.

[image: ]Dannamore grinned at the Huntress’ interest in Zoe.   “With your permission, Mistress, please get comfortable on the couch with that ale and you can observe me get started on my evaluation.  Consider the ales complementary as payment for your fine company and the chance to judge this fine example of prime, mouthwatering cunt.”

Izora just nodded, relieved to know that she didn’t have to admit that she didn’t have funds to cover the cost of the ales and happily accepting that the Slave Master was clearly interested in adding Gweneth to the Inn’s stable of whores.  She looked to her third ale in her hand, shrugged her shoulders, and took a deep drink.

“Our brewer is blessed,” Dannamore muttered with a grin as he dragged Gweneth over to the down-hanging chain in the middle of the alcove.  In what seemed like mere seconds to Journey-woman Mage Izora, the skilled slave handler had Gweneth’s cuffed wrists clipped to the hanging chain and her boots, socks, and skirt were magically scattered about on the wood plank floor.  Her blouse also seemed to magically slip off her bound wrists with seemingly no effort.  The moves were so quick and smooth by the experienced slaver that the slightly tipsy blonde Mage felt like Gweneth could have been stripped effortlessly by Magic.

Izora shook her head to clear her eyes’ focus and took another deep drink of the wonderful ale.  “Whoa, … that, … that was pretty quick,” she mumbled, “that bitch was skinned naked before I could blink.”  Too focused on Gweneth’s humiliation, she failed to notice that Zoe, been attentive, had refilled her half-full mug.

The Slave Master ignored the woozy slave’s owner and marveled at the firmness of Gweneth’s breasts.  Deciding the gag was unnecessary, he unbuckled the head harness and yanked the rubber ball free.  He returned to running his appraising hands across every inch of her body, especially her breasts, nipples, and pussy.

Gweneth’s jaw ached from having the gag in for far too long but that irritation faded to nothing compared to the electrifying caresses she was receiving from the experienced slave handler.  She tottered about on the balls of her feet as he moved around her, trying to keep his body in sight.  Gweneth sighed when he slipped off his vest and boots.  “So good,” she muttered when his fingers expertly delved between her pussy lips, spreading her copious cunt drool between her legs.  “Yess,” she sighed when he found her clit.  “Yes, Master.  More, … please,” she moaned.  “Master, … more.”

Inwardly, Mage Bluefrost explained to herself that she needed to play the role of an easily excited slave girl.  “This will keep Izora happy,” she told herself as she let out another moan of approval, “and make my life a bit easier if she abandons me here in this place.”

“Sshe’s a hot piece of assss,” Izora explained.  “She’s sslave hot and ready for hard use,” she added.  “Sshe’ll earn us fine coin working for you.”

That was when Alexandra Innkeeper pulled the curtain back and waved the Slave Guild representative to come in.  Dannamore again looked a challenge to Izora as he finished the third ale.  Izora grinned and followed suit, guzzling down the bottom third of her mug.  She had just finished almost four mugs of the tavern’s popular brew.

“Pour our refills from the pitcher,” he commanded Izora sternly, “I’ll deal with the Guild.”

Izora was a bit shaky as she stood to awkwardly refill the Slave Master’s mug.  She sat down rather hard, shook her head, and used both hands to refill her own mug.  “Sssome sstrong sshit,” she half drunkenly observed.  She briefly considered Magically cleansing the alcohol from her system but quickly changed her mind when the curtain parted again and Sheriff Finton Doyle stepped in.

The Sheriff walked over and shook hands with the Slave Master and the Guild’s representative.  After a quick glance and a nod of approval to the Slave Master, the Sheriff joined the Guild’s representative in deeply focusing on Gweneth.  Izora wasn’t sure that she wanted to be ignored.  “Low key is my plan,” she told herself, “but some attention would be nice.”  A bit disgruntled, Izora quelled any thought of using Magic with a Sheriff, a Guild Master, and a Slave Master just feet away.  “Kinda pissed that all three men have ignored me,” she complained as she drank from her fifth mug of ale.

Izora thought about her lack of coin and took a deep gulp of the delicious brew in shock and fear at the realization that any of the three officials could detain her for vagrancy or possibly expose her as a Magic User.  After careful deep breaths and composing herself, she looked up and was amazed to see the Guild representative was finished and gone.  Dannamore had also already used his needles to ink in a shiny new black tattoo on Bluefrost’s neck, beginning under her right ear and stopping where the top edge of her Bond Slave Collar sat.  The tattoo was a pair of vertical numbers and digits.  Also, on the table before her was a small folding leather wallet beside a small pile of Coppers and Bronzes; her change from the Guild representative.

Izora picked up the wallet and looked inside where Gweneth’s official registration was located along with a full description of her body along with the same registration just tattooed onto Gweneth’s neck.  When Izora next looked up, Sheriff Finton Doyle was pulling on the leash to Gweneth’s collar and leading her out of the alcove.  “The slut looks eager enough to leave with the Sheriff,” she thought with a bit of resentment.

Blearily, Izora looked into her nearly empty mug, … “fourth, … “fifth?” mug and saw it was nearly empty.

“Whereish they going?” Izora asked as Dannamore sat down beside her on the couch.

“Things are progressing well, Huntress.  The Sheriff wants some privacy in a nearby alcove,” he responded with a grin, “and it will entail a lot of hands-on exploring and sex.”  He stopped talking and held up his mug.  “To Sex!” he declared loudly and then they clicked their almost empty mugs together.

Izora complied with the toast and emptied her fifth mug.

“We’ll hold off on pricing and details of our lease arrangement until tomorrow morning,” Dannamore said with satisfaction.  “I can almost guarantee that the Sheriff will give glowing reviews on your purchased Slave.  Just from my touch alone, she came at least twice and the Sheriff counted aloud three more.  That young bitch Gweneth is a true slut.”

“Sssuch talented handss on ssex,” Izora muttered as her mug was filled up again.”  She looked askance at Zoe’s tight wriggling ass as she stepped away after refilling her sixth mug.

“Letss toast tooo, … talented handss,” she toasted.  She was more than a bit drunk and Dannamore was feeling pretty looped as well.

“So, my hands are talented?” the Slave Master asked in a teasing tone.

“You think?” Izora responded wryly with her head shaking to the negative as she fought to focus on his naked chest.  She looked down and realized that he was completely naked with a very erect cock pointing up at her.  “Yer naked,” she replied.

“The better to evaluate your Bond Slave,” he answered.  “Her cunt was perfectly tight and wet.”  He laughed, “I took her once in the other room while you stared into your drink.”  Then he grinned and added with a raised glass, “To your Bond Slave and many Bronzes and Coppers in profit.”  He clicked mugs and they both obediently drank deeply of the ale.

A shriek of pure lust and satisfaction echoed from the adjacent alcove.  “Your slut is enjoying Sheriff Finton Doyle’s cock,” Dannamore said with surety.  She’ll soon be on her back earning you and the inn much coin.”

“Coin?  Fffuck Coppers, … I need Sssilverss and Goldsss.” Izora offered.

“Time for a bet,” the Slave Master smirked.  “I want to prove that my hands are magic and that they unleash fantastic orgasms.”

“Pffftt,” Izora responded with an exaggerated head shake to the negative.  “I’ll have you know I only bed women, ... and mostly ssslave womenss at that.”  She swayed a bit after trying to fiercely shut down the bet.

“That’s funny,” Dannamore said with a wide grin, “I also only bed women and most of them are slaves.”  He shrugged and added, “I know Alexandra told you about the Free Woman’s alcove game.  The game allows a woman to earn money when she puts on a collar and accepts money for sex.  That way, she gets the slave experience she craves.”

“Now yoush sssluring now,” she laughed.  Before she finished the laugh and had a chance to remind him that she didn’t have time for games, the Slave Master’s lips moved over to take dominate control of her mouth and his hands gripped the back of her head, mashing the two together.  Forgetting anything about needing to purge the alcohol from her body, she was drunk enough to respond passionately to the kiss without focusing or caring that it was a man and not a woman pushing her back down on the couch with his naked body lying between her widespread legs.

She moaned something unintelligibly when his hands tugged her breasts out of her dress and under-shift.  Vaguely aware that the top straps of her dress, blouse, and under-shift were slipping down her shoulders and trapping her arms, she writhed in drunken ecstasy as his hands and lips explored everything naked above her waist.   “By the Gods,” she moaned when he sucked strongly on each nipple and then teased them with his teeth in something a lot more than gentle and less than torture.  In her cloudy confusion, she was loving the feeling of helplessness from the dominate way her lover was overwhelming her own normal dominate role.

Her arms came free of the her clothing and she quickly ran her hands across the solid muscles of his back.  “Raise your waist, wench!” she heard in a command that she would normally rail against.  Unconsciously, perhaps automatically in response to the command, she raised her hips and everything slipped down to her waist and then down her legs, leaving her virtually naked.  She felt the head of his cock between her legs.

“Nnno!” she moaned softly.

Dannamore was ready to breed this Huntress.  After quickly dredging the head of his cock in the swampy mess between her legs, he hissed softly,  “Now lets see if this Huntress’ pussy is worth one hundred-twenty Bronze,” Dannamore hissed softly.  Without warning or further foreplay, his rigid, throbbing cock punched its way deep into her well lubricated inner core.

“Eiiii!” she screamed in ecstasy.  After the brief foreplay, the drunk Huntress orgasmed on that first relentless plunge.

“There’s another slut’s getting nailed over in the common room,” a worker in rough spun clothing muttered.  “I’d like to nail some of that myself.”

“First you need more than a few measly Bronze,” his friend laughed.

“By the Gods!  Fuck me you bastard slaver!  Fuck meee!” Izora screamed.

“That fuck Dannamore is ruining another cunt for us mortal men,” another lamented.   “You know the high quality of his bitches.  Someone told me the Sheriff is also putting a candidate whore through her paces.  We need to go see if the alcove curtains are open for business.  I’m willing to buy time with some quality pussy.”

Beside Izora and Dannamore in an adjacent alcove, Gweneth was stone sober and enjoying every inch and every skillful pile driving thrust of the Finton Doyle’s cock in her pussy.  She’d already enjoyed a load of the Slave Master’s cum in her pussy and the Sheriff had also blasted a load in her mouth.  This time he was pounding away again at her needy cunt.  Not for the first time, she wondered at how much more sensitive her erogenous zones had become and how much she’d come to crave those sensations.

The Sheriff gasped and gave up trying to hold off loosing his latest load.  “By the Gods! For an uneducated farmer’s daughter, you take cock like a pro.”

Fully sober, High Mage Bluefrost sneered inwardly at the private knowledge that at 190 years old, she’d had numerous decades of experience at being an expert, and dominate, bedmate.  “They say I’m intense and grumpy.  If I let more lovers take charge, maybe I’d be a more pleasant person.”

The new Bond Slave didn’t realize that very soon the first of hundreds of mostly men would be dominating her in every possible sex act and raining Bronzes upon her for profit by her Mistress and the Inn.

“My new favorite tavern slut, get me hard again!” the Sheriff demanded.  “I want to sample that tight ass of yours next.”

Bluefrost froze at the thought.  She had come to realize that in her Gweneth persona she’d get more cock and cunt than she could ever imagine.  The new Bond Slave forced herself to relax and diverted her thoughts to the Gweneth persona, almost eagerly looking forward to experiencing a cock in her ass for the first of many times.

Even with reluctant acceptance of her new role, she cringed and moaned in protest when his big lubricated cock sunk its first few inches into her tightest dry hole.  “Eiii! Master, … please have mercy, … that hole was virgin until just now.  Slow!  Slow!  Oh, please, slow!  By merciful Gods, … you’re soo big!”

The new whore’s constant mewling pleas just fueled the Sheriff’s urge to fully dominate this bitch.  He increased the pressure and groaned as he fought to gain entry into every inch of her very tight rectum.  “By the Gods, … all three holes on this bitch are prime.”

Somehow, Sheriff Finton Doyle’s loud proclamation triggered an orgasm in Bluefrost that was easily among the most powerful of her very long life.  Even as she quivered in orgasm, she wept inwardly.  “A whore, … now, … Izora has made me into a whore.”

While Gweneth was panting and fighting to recover her breath from the amazing orgasm, the Sheriff drew the alcove’s curtains aside.  He grinned at the crowd of men that had drifted into the Common Room from the Tavern Room.  He yelled out to the crowd, “If you’ve got Bronze and want to publicly dump a load in any hole on this hot bitch, line up.  It’s her debut night as a paid-for whore.  Hand me 60 Bronze for her mouth, 120 Bronze for her pussy, and 180 Bronze for her ass.”

“That’s fucking robbery!” a mostly sober drinker yelled.

“It’s supply and demand,” Finton Doyle responded with a grin.  “After tonight, this collared whore will never be this fresh again.  Plus, she’s stone cold sober and will forever remember this night.”

“Her cunt,” a burly patron asserted as he got first in line with a Copper and 20 Bronze grasped in his hand. 

“I’m next,” another shouted, “and I want to be first in her ass.  “I’ve got the Copper 80 Bronze here to be first in her ass.”

“Bastard,” a third man screeched in dismay, “I’ve got my 180 Bronze for her ass myself.”

“Then you get my leftovers,” the man that bid on her ass first laughed.

“First cum, first served,” the Sheriff responded with a grin and laugh as he took the coins from the first in line wanting to drill her cunt.  “After tonight, those prices will be discounted because she’ll be well broken in by dawn.”

Well after the fifth man paid his coins to Sheriff Finton Doyle to pork one of Gweneth’s gold mine pleasure holes, Alexandra Innkeeper silently handed him a single pink vial.  “Enjoy, Sheriff and earn me lots of coin off Huntress Dora’s bitch,” she commanded.

She next swept aside the curtain for the alcove with Dannamore and Huntress Dora Rowlands.  She grinned at the sight of his masterful cock sawing in and out of the Huntress’ ass while she screamed in orgasm.  Her hair was disheveled, her makeup had run, and her eyes were puffy from the tears that poured forth.  Alexandra caught his eye and set down two of the pink vials and a single blue one.  “By the pile of coins, the whore has already ‘won’ the challenge.  These vials are far too rare and expensive,” she hissed,  “So, … I better see lots of black signatures on her ass in the morning along with all the coin she earns tonight.”

Inside the alcove, Dannamore grunted and continued thrusting in and out of Izora’s tight ass until his cock finally stopped spurting and began to soften.  He pulled out and set Izora aside on the bed.

She was virtually dead drunk and covered with the Slave Masters cum.  She didn’t even notice when he clipped a leather Bond Slave Collar on her neck and set a padlock to secure it closed.   The brass tag on the front of the collar simply said ‘Raging River Inn’ on one side and ‘Free Woman Alcove Challenge’ on the reverse side.

“Gentlemen,” Dannamore yelled out into the crowded Common Room after he thrust aside the curtain.  “This prime blonde bitch has taken up the Free Woman Slave Challenge to earn herself some much needed coin.  She’s naked and getting fired up for lots more rounds of sex.  So far, I’ve spent in her cunt, her mouth, and her ass for a total of 360 Bronze and everyone here knows what that means.”

The room roared with excitement.

Dannamore held up a small pot of henna dye and a small brush.  My mark is already on her ass after paying for an around the world session and pumping my seed into each of those hole.  Get your friends, … get your neighbors, … if you have the coin to match these prices, then jump on this one time offer.  Plus, … in the morning she’ll have no idea about the amazing orgasms you’ve given her when she discovers a long list of henna dyed names on her ass.”

“I want to start with her ass for one Copper, sixty Bronze,” a quick-thinking patron shouted.

“To get a shot at a quality Free Woman’s pussy, I’ve got the one hundred-twenty Bronze right here,” another shouted.”

Izora’s groggy head cleared quickly from the sweet contents of the pink vial after it was poured down her throat.  The tiny but powerful dose of extremely expensive Slave Wine that Slave Master Dannamore encouraged her to swallow was a Hedge Witch’s secret brew containing a strong stimulant extracted from the leaves of a shrub bush and a strong amnesiac derived from scopolamine, a rare and beautiful bush with red flowers, that also drastically lowered her inhibitions.

Blearily, Izora felt her head become a bit less fuzzy and her heart begin to race from the stimulant.  Even so, she was still not fully aware of the implications of the intense physical sensations, she thought it was Dannamore manipulating her onto her knees with her ass up in the air.  “Oh, fuck!” she moaned in a mostly happy tone as the first man’s cock punched it’s way into the loosened and gaping hole in her ass left from the Slave Master’s much larger cock.  Like most of the half drunk patrons to follow, it was mere minutes before another load of creamy jizm was pumped into her ass, her cunt, or down her throat.

“Eiii!  So, fine!  Fuck!  Yes, squeeze my titties and fuck my ass!” Izora screamed in orgasm.  Hours later, halfway to dawn, both Gweneth and Izora began to fade so Dannamore fed Izora her a second shot of the highly addictive elixir and the Sheriff a first shot for Gweneth.  Dannamore had poured the contents of the blue vial down his throat hours earlier.  His cock remained stiff as steel even after pumping load ofter load of cum into Izora.  His balls were shriveled and empty and his body starved for liquids.

The late afternoon to dawn orgy lasted fifteen hours and only ended at sunrise when Sheriff Finton Doyle and Slave Master Dannamore had to physically evict a number of patrons that were still clamoring for yet another chance at the now unconscious but prime examples of brand new whores, one a true slave and one an unwary Free Woman.  Zoe and a couple of sleepy bar sluts dragged the comatose women down to the Slave Kennels.  When the Sheriff and Dannamore pooled together the huge pots of Bronzes, Coppers, and some Silvers, they had filled a large leather purse bulging with coins.

Before the two exhausted men left for breakfast and bed, they reviewed the earnings of the two bitches.  Over fifteen hours, Gweneth and Izora ‘entertained’ an average of six paying clients each hour at an average fee of one hundred fifteen Bronze each.  The two paid-for whores experienced being plugged in their holes by one, two, and sometimes three paying customers at a time.  That pile of coins in the purse represented one hundred eighty sexual services purchased for 20,700 Bronze (or 207 Coppers, or twenty Silver and seven Bronze, or two Gold and seven Bronze).

A total of 1eighteen men were witnessed with the trifecta, paying the fees and pumping their cum in Izora’s mouth, pussy, and ass.  There were eighteen signatures in long-lasting black henna dye on Izora’s butt cheeks.  Dannamore accounted for three of them, and Finton Doyle for two.

“Sheriff, my friend, what do you think of the Bond Slave, Gweneth?” the Slave Master asked.

“Dannamore,” you know that answer and its the same for the blonde tart you tricked into opening her legs for all comers, one and all.”

“A three way split?” the Sheriff asked hopefully.

The Slave Master grinned.   “Normally the owner of a bitch put to work here gets 60% and the house keeps 40%.  Since this was our private deal, … and we do want to be somewhat fair since Huntress Dora put both her body and the bitch in on the deal, … say 50/20/30.  Izora gets 50% (10,350 Bronze), we share 20% (2,070 Bronze each), and Alexandra takes 30% (6,210 Bronze).  That’s fair enough.”

“Sounds like a fair deal,” the Sheriff said with a smirk.  “Both were quality pussy and my coins spent for access to mouth, cunt, or ass are more than made up for my two Silver, seventy Bronze earnings.  Plus, I did sneak in enough attempts to get my name once on each of Dora Rowlands’s tight ass cheeks. That makes her my personal collar-wearing Bond Slut for two whole days in the future.”

“I wonder if she’ll be able to walk tomorrow,” Dannamore smirked.  “I’ve never had so many clients eagerly using our two bitches.”


Chapter 9:  Contracts and Agreements

Realm of Ivarren, Raging River Inn’s Slave Kennels, Present Day

[image: ]The woman known as Journey-woman Mage Izora in Jarion, now identified as Huntress Dora Rowlands in Ivarren and to the patrons of the Raging River Inn as a well-used bitch, woke late the next afternoon to a loud and obnoxious clattering.  Unknown to her with her eyes tightly shut, Zoe was making it known it was time for the two slaves in the inn kennels that slept late to wake up by clattering her riding crop handle across the entry bars of the two cells occupied by the late-rising stars of the previous night’s orgy.  When the noise persisted, she groggily moved her head just inches before stopping and groaning at the thundering headache from her hangover and the drugs that she’d unknowingly taken.  Her aching breasts, sore pussy, and throbbing ass reminded her of the foolhardy and repeated frenzy of couplings she’d had with the inn’s Slave Master.  “He was a great cocksman,” she muttered as her bleary eyes tried to make sense of where she was.  “He fucked me like an insane sex god.” Then, she tried again to focus her swollen eyes on the room.  “I’m no longer in the common room,” she thought dully without any concern.  Then, she gasped in horror at the faint memory of the curtains of the alcove being opened while Dannamore had pushed her face down and ass up to hammer mercilessly at her ass with his thick cock.  “Lets hope that part about Alexandra Innkeeper watching us fuck with a huge crowd of noisy people behind her was just a dream,” she thought with a chuckle.  “That’s pretty crazy.” she thought.

She closed her eyes and replayed the great sex she remembered and she stretched like a cat to loosen her tight muscles.  “Sore enough to feel like I was beaten all night,” she thought ruefully, “I feel pain in muscles I didn’t know I had.”  Sleepy and disoriented from the intense pain of the hangover, she laid back down and curled up with the blanket pulled around her.  “Hmmm, this blanket feels too coarse to be from his bed,” she slowly realized after dozing again.  With a groan, she forced her aching body upward she rubbed her eyes that were crusty from lack of sleep.  “I’m still naked and on some kind of hard pallet,” she decided.  Then, she could only gasp in horror when her eyes cleared enough to see that she was captive in a tiny corner cell of what had to be a slave kennel.  Through the bars on her right, she counted six empty kennels with signs of occupancy.  Opposite her cell, she saw her Bond Slave Gweneth in the only occupied cell in that row of six.  She was staring back at Izora with a malicious grin on her face.

“This is a slave kennel, Mistress,” Gweneth hissed in a wry tone.  “It appears you volunteered to be well used last night.  Everyone was praising the hot blonde cunt that was so entertaining last night.”

[image: ]Izora tumbled off the slightly raised pallet and crawled desperately toward the barred entry to her cell.  The move brought into clarity the extent of her painful joints and muscles beyond just he ache in her throat, pussy, and ass.  “Locked!” she cried uselessly at the expected locked door of a slave cell.  A gurgle from her belly and an overwhelming sensation of swollen fullness in her belly and bowels lead to a desperate look about her cell.  Now with immediate, urgent needs, she flung herself on hands and knees toward a slop bucket in the corner just in time for the first foul ejection of watery shit to shoot into the bucket.  Her simultaneous vomiting hurled out the contents of her stomach onto the wall and floor of the cell. She collapsed miserable on the filthy and cold stone floor.

“That first hangover from too much ale and a couple doses of sweet Slave Wine is always tough to handle,” a voice behind her declared in a snide tone after she clattered the riding crop’s handle once again against the barred door to her kennel cell.

Izora struggled up to her hands and knees to sit up and wiped the vomit off her mouth with the back of her arm.  She recognized the young brunette bar slut from the night before.  “What are you talking about, Zoe, you slattern?” Izora grunted in a harsh voice that brought pain to her throat.  “Why am I here and where are my clothes?”

The brunette waved about the riding crop held in her hand.  “You ditzy brainless blonde bimbo, do you realize the extent of your problems?  You are naked, your throat is sore from being repeatedly throat-fucked, your ass is probably burning from way, way too much anal sex, you’re wearing a Free Woman’s Alcove Challenge Slave Collar, and you’ve woken up in a slave kennel?” she smirked at Izora.

“Why does a tavern slut wear a riding crop while in the Slave Kennels?” Izora voiced stupidly from her cloudy thinking.

The brunette laughed, “Sometimes free women like you wake up here in a slave kennel after a too wild night of sex and they get kinda uppity when they find out they might still have remaining slave service obligations.  In your case, your drinking contest lasted well past the normal nightly meal so you’re likely pretty hungry as well as crazy sore from being fucked mindless.”

[image: ]Zoe’s smile and laughter stopped and shifted into a serious look.  “For the next few hours you are my bitch until Mistress Alexandra or Master Dannamore releases you.  Until then, obey like a collar-wearing slut of a slave that you proved yourself to be last night or I have full authority to punish you as I see fit.  You should know that my favorite thing is convincing arrogant, upper class bitches that their life has changed.”

Izora was somewhat relieved to know she was soon going to be released from whatever error got her collared and in a slave kennel.  Her elation was dampened by having to be at the whim and control of the slave that Dannamore had described as a ‘stone cold bitch.’

The next few minutes were a lesson in how helpless a slave feels when she is roughly bathed and groomed.  Zoe slapped her and told her, “Stay still or I’ll cut your twat!” and then proceeded using a razor to remove her sparse blonde hairs above her pussy. 

Weeping at the loss, Izora complained after her pussy was as bare as a babe’s, “Zoe, my hair doesn’t need to be rolled up in a bun.”  Then, before she could add that it made her hair look short like a slave, her complaints were muffled by a huge black ball being shoved in her mouth.

Journey-woman Mage Izora trembled in humiliation as she was led from the basement level kennels, up a set of stairs, to behind the tavern’s kitchen.  The whole way, she was very conscious of wearing a collar and dressed only in the typical silk wraps of the inn’s slaves.  Further, Izora was next subjected to a walk of shame past all the patrons in the tavern and then as she was led past the Common Room to a small office behind the inn’s reception counter.

Izora immediately wondered what was going to happen in that crowded room.  Alexandra was sitting behind her office desk facing the middle of the room where two towels were folded and set side by side on the polished wood floor.  Izora cringed when Zoe pushed down on her shoulders and she was forced to kneel on one set of the towels.

“Present!” Zoe hissed quietly in her ear.  “I present Free Woman Slave Candidate Dora Rowlands after a record-setting night as a volunteer whore.”

[image: ]Shamefully, Izora knew exactly what the command meant from her own more pleasant previous interactions with helpless slave girls.  She spread her knees wide apart, a move which exposed her now hairless pussy, raised her torso erect with her breasts pushed forward, and moved her bound wrists to a position at her belly.

“Good bitch!” Zoe added.  “You knew not to block the view of your exposed bare pussy since the silk doesn’t cover anything in this position.”

Izora blushed and kept her head erect instead of bending it subserviently.

She looked around the room.  The silence was unnerving.  Alexandra sat with a stern look on her face.  A couch was to the left of her desk and facing Izora’s position of the floor.  Similarly, a comfortable looking chair was to the right of her desk, also facing her position.  “Sheriff Finton Doyle and a man with a Slaver’s Guild pin on his chest are on the couch and Slave Master Dannamore is on the chair.”  Belatedly, Izora realized that the gold instead of silver on the pin heralded that the Guild’s member was a Slavers Guild Master.  “By all the unholy Gods,” she moaned.

Once again, Izora had to make the decision to await the outcome of this unsettling meeting before she unleashed her full combat might to escape.  “My patience is nearly at an end,” she told herself sternly.  “This is simply too much for a Mage of my level to have to accept.”  Innerly focused, she was nonetheless trembling outwardly in fear and stress of the situation.

There was a disturbance behind her and she turned to see Gweneth enter under the guidance of another of the inn’s slaves.  The only difference between Izora and Gweneth was that Gweneth’s wrists were bound behind her back.  Both wore the red livery of an inn slave, had pussies shaved bald, were gagged tightly with a fat ball gag, and wore slave collars.

Alexandra smirked and started in an assertive voice.  “Good, everyone is here.  We have a lot to cover and Huntress Dora Rowlands, I hope you pay better attention to what I have to say today than you did to me last night.”

The Sheriff snickered and earned a stern look from Alexandra Innkeeper.

Alexandra renewed her smirk and added, “If you had paid better attention Dora Rowlands, you might have been here dressed in your safe and conservative Huntress garb.  Instead, you kneel here dressed as one of my well used pleasure slaves.”

“Her posture shows awareness of slave training but her attitude doesn’t match, Mistress Alexandra,” Dannamore volunteered.  “She’ll need much correction if the Guild Master decides that she needs to join my stable.”

Izora couldn’t respond with any type intelligible comment because of the gag that was currently cramping her jaw muscles.  She was closer to gathering her power.

Alexandra nodded.  “In sympathy for your esteemed position, … Huntress, I will tell you ahead of time that the collar will soon be removed.  For reasons that the Sheriff will explain, you will have to depart immediately after this review is concluded.”  She grinned and added, “However, first we need to examine the ramifications of your decision to explore the mystic pleasures of submissive female slavery.”  She smiled, “Of course, there are consequences for your choices last night.”

Izora already had a bad feeling about last night after waking collared and in a slave kennel cell.  “If they are letting me go,” she wondered inwardly, “how much worse can it get?”

“So, the good news first,” Alexandra grinned happily.  She reached down to a desk drawer and pulled out four leather pouches.  The first was much lighter than the others and she pulled it out first and set it to her right.  “This one,” she said as she tapped the lightest leather pouch is the return of your Silver deposit for officially registering your Slave Gweneth here in the Kingdom.  The Guild deducted ten Bronze for a new slave registration fee and twenty-five Bronze for servicing the registration here at the inn.  We deducted five Bronze for each of the two runners we dispatched, one hundred Bronze for Gweneth’s neck tattoo, and fifty Bronze as a connivence fee.  That left you 805 Bronze plus the seventeen Bronze we found in your possessions.”

Izora grunted at the effrontery of them searching her things and discovering she was nearly without coin.  Then, she realized she should be much angrier about other actions on their part.  Suddenly, her heart thumped in fear at what they thought of the slave collar rolled up among her clothes.  “The collar with four Runes etched on the inside (Runes of Seeking, Self-latching & Activation, Submission, and Control).  It must be very valuable.“ worked flawlessly as designed.” 

While Izora was wondering about the collar, Alexandra set out the three remaining pouches to the left of the one containing 822 Bronze.  “Happily, your Slave Gweneth drew lots of attention at her orgy last night and the Sheriff managed the fees as they came in.”  Alexandra grinned and looked directly at Izora.  “You have something to add, Sheriff?”

“Huntress Izora,” he replied with a grin.  “Alexandra Innkeeper is correct, word that a new, virtually unbroken slave of high beauty brought our regular customers plus their friends and neighbors.  It was our most amazing and successful fuck fest with a tavern slut ever.”  He grinned and looked Izora in the eyes.  “The most amazing thing happened though when I heard our visiting Huntress howling out an orgasm.  I jumped to their alcove and my eyes bugged out when I saw a Copper, twenty Bronze stacked on the table and our Slave Master spurting his cum in Free Woman Alcove Candidate Izora’s cunt.  Her pleasure hole seemed to be well-reamed out”

“Hhooo!” Izora protested.

“And,” the Sheriff interjected, “later, after further shrieks and howls of orgasm drew us back again to the curtain, I saw 6sixty Bronze added as a separate pile on that table while he was skull-fucking Slave Candidate Dora.”

“I then came by later,” Alexandra Innkeeper added with a grin, “to check on negotiations for Slave Gweneth.  Prior to finding out about the arrangements for Slave Gweneth, I looked in the alcove where the Huntress and my Slave Master were fucking up a storm.  I then saw a third pile of coins on the table.  Slave Challenge Candidate Dora was howling out yet another orgasm while our Slave Master jackhammered into her ass.  That third pile of coins was one Copper, eighty Bronze, the fee for using her ass.”

The local Slavers’ Guild Master took that point to speak up, “Mistress Alexandra, Master Dannamore, Sheriff Finton Doyle thank you for asking for a review of these circumstances given the high status of the Candidate Volunteer.”

“Hhooo!” Izora again protested from her kneeling slave ‘Present’ position.”

“I find your description of Huntress Dora’s decision to try the Free Woman Alcove Challenge to be accurate and justified.  It is very clear from the paltry 1seventeen Bronze in her possession, that Free Woman Dora Rowlands knowingly and desperately used the alcove challenge to gain much needed coin while enjoying a brief slavery experience.  Unfortunately for her, she was so popular that instead of one or two men completing their side of the challenge, 18 men paid for and used all three of her pleasure holes.  She owes those 18 men a full day each as their slave for unrestricted use without leaving permanent markings.”

Izora sagged down in defeat.  “They made me a whore last night, I’m collared, they’ve successfully conspired against me, and now I’m fucked.  How long will this nightmare continue before they release me?”

Gweneth was beaming under her gag.  She reveled in the idea that Journey-woman Mage Izora was experiencing the same fall into depravity and being whored out for coin.  “She’s getting the same fate as she picked for me.  Bitch deserves it!  I heard her wails of satisfaction.  She pretends to be lesbian but her body and brain clearly enjoyed all the dick and jizm pumped into her holes.”

“Now, it’s time to explain the coins earned whoring by Candidate Slave Dora and Bond Slave Gweneth,” Alexandra said with a grin.  “I’ll make this fast because when Huntress Dora is released, she has to leave immediately on a mission.”

Izora was too traumatized at the ongoing discussions to wonder what kind of ‘mission’ that she faced.

“Our two whores entertained about 6 paying customers each every hour for 15 hours straight.  That’s about 180 payments totaling earnings of 20,700 Bronze or 20 Silver, 7 Coppers.  Since Slave Master Dannamore and Sheriff Finton Doyle were crafty enough to arrange this, they will each get a share.  The split is 50% (10,350 Bronze) for Huntress Dora as owner of the two cunts, Dannamore and Doyle will share 20% (2,070 Bronze each), and the inn takes 30% (6,210 Bronze).  Thats fair enough and the contents are in these three pouches.”

Izora wasn’t much mollified by her earnings of ten Silvers, three Coppers, and fifty Bronze.  “But, that’s a fortune compared with the paltry funds I arrived with,” she admitted.  “But, not nearly enough as I need substantial Gold for the gear needed to do a proper Hunt.”

Alexandra nodded to Zoe who hissed at Izora, “On your hands and knees, ass toward the desk.”

Izora struggled to get her sore and stiff body up from her kneeling position.  She turned slowly on her hands and knees to get her face to the door and her ass toward Alexandra.  The whole time, Zoe maintained tight control of her leash, pulling her neck to the proper position.

Zoe’s next command was to Gweneth.  “Gweneth, remove Slave Candidate Dora’s silks.

Gweneth’s grin under her ball gag widened and she smoothly moved from kneeling to a position on her hands and knees next to Izora.  She first plucked the red silk off Izora’s torso, putting her large breasts in their perfect presentation with gravity pulling the meaty sacks downward in a bovine-like appearance.  She pinched each nipple and dragged it downward until the breast meat stretched down to touch the nipple to the wood floor.

Izora shivered as first her breasts were exposed and molested; and, then her ass was similarly exposed to the room.  She moaned and complained inwardly, “Naked in front of a Slaver, a Sheriff, a Slaver Guild Master, and a conniving Innkeeper.  My own slave molesting me?  Again, when does this horror end?  Should I expose myself and simply blast them to the Gods of the Underworld?”

Without being commanded, Gweneth ran an appreciative hand down Izora’s spine, firmly cupped her ass, slipped that hand’s fingers down between the moist crease hiding her ass hole, and firmly possessed Izora’s slimy and now bald cunt.  She stuck her fingers inside her twat and then triumphantly held her wet and slimy hand up in the air for the room to see.

The room laughed at Izora’s unconscious moan of arousal as her own slave toyed with her pussy.  “Mistress, … Masters, … this bitch has the shaved bare cunt of a proper pleasure slave.” Gweneth offered.

“Bond Slave Gweneth, what do you see on Slave Challenge Candidate Dora’s ass cheeks?” Alexandra demanded, interrupting Gweneth’s fun.

“I, … I see names written in dark henna on each cheek,” Gweneth answered.

“How many, stupid?” the Sheriff interjected.

“Uhh, … I see nine names on each cheek.  Eighteen in total.”

“Dora, those men’s eighteen names have been recorded here at the Inn,” Alexandra asserted in a voice that brokered no misunderstanding, “and a copy has been filed with the Slavers’ Guild as well.”

“On my desk are eighteen acknowledgement forms with the names of each man that successfully met your Free Woman Alcove Challenge,” Alexandra said with her signature smirk for handling a Free Woman’s downfall.  “If you fail to sign each form, the Guild Master will execute a writ of enslavement of six months for each rejection of acknowledgement of debt.”  After a pause she added, “If you are as inept at math as you are at making your other life choices, … that’s a penalty of nine years mandatory service here at the inn as a Bond Slave.”

Izora groaned again as she started to stand up to approach the desk.

A hard yank downward brought her to her knees again.  “Crawl to the desk.  I’ll set each document on the floor for your signature,” Zoe hissed.  “Don’t forget for an instant that you still wear our collar.”

“Unghh!” Izora acknowledged as she sunk back down and crawled to the desk.  She quickly scanned each similar document and signed them one after the other.  She only paused when two names were repeated multiple times on the forms. “Dannamore’s name is here three times and the Sheriff’s twice.”  She moaned in dismay at the proof of being taken in all three holes so very many times with only partial, faint recollections of the events.

She paused as a nineteenth document was set before her.  It was three pages long instead of the single-page acknowledgement sheets.

“Slave Candidate Dora,” Dannamore the Slave Master explained.  “This is your agreement to lease Gweneth to the inn with full temporary ownership to us for a full moon cycle at a time.” 

“I wish he wouldn’t name me by both ‘Free Woman Alcove Candidate Dora’ and as ‘Slave Candidate Dora’.  It makes it seem that I crossed a line from Free Woman to part-time slave here at the Inn,” she inwardly complained.

“Huntress Dora,” the Slave Master explained, “We’ve projected that Gweneth will perform an expected average of 10 daily public blowjobs (earning 600 Bronze), 10 private fuck sessions (earning 1,200 Bronze), some unknown number of clients paying to drill her ass, and being used overnight each day as a top quality cunt (earning 180 Bronze).  That means that she’ll gross somewhere in the area of 2,000 Bronze as a daily minimum.  Your share of her earning will be 50%, mine will be 10%, and the Inn’s share is 40%.”

“Understand so far?” he asked.  At her head nod he continued.  “That means your daily share from Gweneth’s earning would be about 1,000 Bronze daily or 30,000 Bronze for every moon cycle that she’s here.  She might well earn more but she might also earn less.  Your return will be fixed since we guarantee there will be no other fees; everything else will be waived.  The only difference is that specially scheduled gang bang and private orgies will be accounted for separately at the same 50% share for you.  Keep in mind that anytime you’re not here to pick her up at the beginning of a new moon cycle, my control automatically continues.  Again, do you understand so far?”

Izora nodded but then shook her head.

“Masters, Mistress, I think my mercenary owner wants to know again how much coin she’ll get every moon cycle,” Gweneth interjected.

“Thirty thousand Bronze which is three Gold.”

Izora winched at the low rate of return.  “It’s enough for a Free Woman renting out a single quality slave to live comfortably.  But, not enough for a nice home with staff or quality gear for Hunting.”

“Look at it this way,” Alexandra added with a grin, “it’s serious coin and I’ll make sure you get two free nights lodging, meals, and bath privileges per moon cycle while Gweneth is wearing an official inn slave collar.”

Izora scowled and nodded.  She had no way to verbally agree with the gag in her mouth.  Careful to keep any drool from marring the document, she signed.

“I sensed your anger when you found that they searched your things and found only seventeen Bronze in your possession,” the Slave Master interjected.  “But, they also found out that you had a Novice level Slavers Guild License and that means we will waive our typical ten percent tax charge on any of today’s earnings and on the lease arrangement with your bitch.”

Izora was somewhat heartened that she didn’t have to pay something she hadn’t even considered.  “That doesn’t make the itching of my poor abused ass any less,” she added inwardly.  “I can’t wait to get away somewhere quiet so that I can heal myself.”

Gweneth hissed in disgust to learn that Izora held a Slaver’s license as well as a Hunter’s license.  “Back-stabbing bitch!” she told herself.  “If there’s karma from our Gods, you’ll pay for your deeds.”

The beautiful sixty-year-old blonde that looked to be barely twenty continued to kneel with her wondrous DD breasts handing down to the flooring.

Alexandra, the Guild Master, and Gweneth left the room leaving Sheriff Finton Doyle and Dannamore alone with Izora.

“King Ordimir has conducted a raid on another world,” the Sheriff spoke when the three were alone in Alexandra’s office.

Izora gasped at learning that King Ordimir had finally moved against her world   “Did they attack somewhere else, … or, … did they attack Watcher’s Guard?  And, how did news of such an attack get so quickly to this insignificant out of the way border town?”

“They raided and destroyed the keep of the enemy Mage that opened the Portal into our world,” the Sheriff continued, “and they returned with a number of captured and collared Mages and a single Wizard.”

Izora’s surprise increased with knowledge of their close escape from this world’s rabidly anti-Magic Witchfinders and Hunters.

Dannamore reached over and unbuckled the gag in Izora’s mouth.  She reached up with her bound wrists and whipped the drool from her face.

“King Ordimir has become far too powerful compared to the other Kingdoms as he so aggressively collars Mages and adds them to his Witchfinder and Hunter teams,” the Sheriff lamented.   “The notices sent through the Sheriff and Magistrate information networks explained that King Ordimir’s strike forces killed five Wizards, captured six Mages, and even captured and left alive their highest and most powerful Wizard.  With this raid, King Ordimir has probably doubled his combat strength in enslaved Mages.”

He paused and scowled.  “Our King and Baron Corftey have demanded that some of our Hunters and Witchfinders have a chance to participate in a larger followup raid and bring our King a share of the bitches.  Right now King Ordimir is assembling a large force in Stonehaven.  The plan is to dump volunteers in their world to rape, pillage, and capture female Mages and then meet at rally points to return to Ivarren for rewards and bonuses.”

Sheriff Finton Doyle continued, “That’s why you will be leaving today to join in the followup raids as Baron Corftey’s personal representative.  As a Huntress, you have earned gold and silver stars here in Ivarren, now you will have the chance to do the same in another world.”

Dannamore spoke up, “King Ordimir has promised to pay the highest level bounty of five hundred Gold for every otherworldly Mage and Wizard brought back to Ivarren even if they aren’t Master Mages or Wizards.  The Wizards will probably be executed upon return but they must be delivered alive to earn the bounty.  Baron Corftey will also add his own bonus when those he sponsors capture enemy Mages or Wizards.”

Izora felt both anger at her world being raided but also felt elation at what might be a chance to easily capture some of Jarion’s arrogant Mages as a means to fund her own hunt to find and capture Apprentice Mage Greenwilt.

“I have to warn you, Huntress Dora Rowlands,” the Sheriff said sternly, “you still have obligations here at the Raging River Inn.  If you don’t return within six moons to start wearing a Raging River slave collar to begin meeting your eighteen days of obligations, we will send your name and a drawing of your face to every Sheriff and Magistrate here on Ivarren.  Defaulting on such a large obligation would mean those nine years of slavery here at the Raging River Inn.  Plus, a penalty for having to be caught and dragged back for sentencing.”

“I’ve arranged for the local King’s Bank to set up a display from their vaults of enchanted items here in the Common Room.  They are only for purchase by Witchfinders and Hunters,” the Sheriff explained.  “As a favor to our King, the Banker has already approved loan offers of five hundred, one thousand, fifteen hundred, two thousand, or twenty-five hundred Gold so that you can get properly equipped for your Mage hunt.  Your monthly earnings from Gweneth, three Gold, will automatically be sent to the bank and deducted from your loan.  Interest on that loan is being waived and paid for by the King as long as at least three Gold is paid monthly against the loan.  We expect your hunting successes in the realm called Jarion to easily pay off any loans you make.”

Izora did some quick math and realized sadly that three Gold a month wouldn’t make much of a dent in any loan taken out from the King’s Bank.  “At least it’ll keep delaying any interest on the loan.”

“Now, Huntress,” we’re almost finished here,” Dannamore told her with a big grin.

The door opened and Zoe came back in leading Gweneth who had a dazed expression and a goofy grin on her face.  “That slut has just been well sexed,” Izora thought.  She looked down Gweneth’s body and saw that the silks covering Gweneth’s pussy were soaked and it looked like sperm was running down the insides of her legs.  “Yes, Gweneth is a natural slut.” 

Zoe picked up the towel that Gweneth had knelt upon and set it on the couch.  Demurely, Zoe sat down and tugged Gweneth to sit beside her with her ass on the towel.  She whispered something in Gweneth’s ear and the Bond Slave’s grin widened.  In response, she shifted her ass toward the edge of the couch and tugged off the silk around her waist.  Gweneth’s bare pussy was shining with her juices.

Izora watched in a growing understanding and horror.

“Now, you have two final acts, temporary slave,” Dannamore whispered loud enough for all five of them to hear. 

“Whore, Dora,” Zoe took over directing Izora’s most recent humiliation with an even wider grin than Gweneth.  Zoe stood up and moved beside Izora who was still kneeling but now with her face blazing red in humiliation.  The riding crop’s leather popped went splat against her left hand and she continued in a commanding tone, “Dora, you know what to do!  That pussy is more than ready to be rewarded and you are going to eat that cunt like your life depends on it.”

“Certainly your immediate future depends on it,” the Sheriff grunted.

“We do have plenty of spare Slave Collars,” the Slave Master offered, “if you’re in need of further training here at sucking pussy.  A few extra days and nights providing such services might encourage your focus.”

Izora lowered her head in shame and crept over to the couch on her hands and knees.  Even from feet away, the musky scent of aroused pussy was almost overwhelming.  She tentatively tasted Gweneth’s sloppy wet pussy and hands from above jammed her face into the well-used twat.  “Her cunt is overflowing with male jizm,” she protested and tried to pull her head back.”

“Mistress Zoe, … a bit of help please,” Gweneth hissed in annoyance.  “She’s pulling away.”

Before Izora realized her peril from Gweneth’s plea, her ass exploded in agony.  Belatedly, she realized the swishing hiss she heard was the lightning fast stroke of the riding crop unleashed by Zoe.  “Eiiiieee!” she screeched and her head thumped forward.  A second, … then a third stroke followed.  “Okay!” she screamed in a muffled voice since her lips were buried inside Gweneth’s stinky hole.  “I’ll do it!”

“Fuck!  That’s hot!” the Sheriff moaned.  “I love watching a bitch being forced to eat a cream pie out of a twat that’s just been so well used.”

Izora was hardly aware when a fat throbbingly erect cock inched its way into her own sloppy wet hole.  Perhaps a slight hiss of satisfaction escaped her lips before she again screamed.  “Noooo!”

Despite the Mage’s half-hearted complaint, Sheriff Finton Doyle shifted his now slippery wet cock’s head downward from the drooling cunt to Izora’s asshole.  He thrust his hips forward with much of his considerable strength.

Gweneth didn’t miss the howling complaint screamed into her pussy and she looked downward with satisfaction at Izora getting buggered by the Sheriff’s huge cock.

The Sheriff’s face was red with exertion as he plowed as ruthlessly and fast as possible.  “This, … this bitch, … this bitch is some mighty fine stock,” he puffed out as his cock unleashed its load far too quickly.  “Fuck!” he cursed in disappointment as he pulled out after his dick began to shrink.

Dannamore reached over to tap the Sheriff on the shoulder.  He smoothly slipped into place behind the inn’s temporary whore and fisted his own cock at the juncture between Izora’s legs.  With a long drawn out sigh, the Slave Master slid his thick rod into Izora’s regular hole.  It seemed to almost effortlessly swallow him to the hilt.

“Yesss!” Izora moaned without control at the pleasant warmth spearing her main cock cave.  After the relentless burning of her sore ass, a cock in her cunt was an enjoyable change.  The thumping of the Slave Master’s pubic bone against her own mashed her clit and triggered a soul-shaking orgasm.  “Yesss, fuck me, you bastard!”

“By the Gods above and below,” Gweneth muttered, “You are such a whore, Dora.”

Later, long after the Sheriff and the Slave Master pumped their jizm into Izora’s asshole and cunt, Gweneth finally gasped out, “Mistress, Zoe, please, enough, I’m done.”  She shuddered at the end of another orgasm.  “Bless the Gods for you as my trainer,” the once privileged Mage hissed.  “Mistress, if your training gives me such pleasure, … I’ll be your obedient student forever.”  With that admission, Gweneth loosened her iron grip on Izora’s head.  She fell backward on the couch and Izora fell over sideways on the floor.  Both women were gasping for breath.

“You mean slave and not student,” Zoe hissed.

“Yes, of course, Mistress,” Gweneth moaned happily. “I’d be your obedient slave.”

“Best you all remember that she belongs to me,” Izora mumbled using her aching jaw and tongue.

After she recovered her breath, Bluefrost hissed down at Izora in a voice only heard by Izora.  “You didn’t have to leave me here!  You know that I didn’t want to be used like a common whore.  It gives me immense satisfaction to see that you are also a nature whore.”  Naked and sexually satisfied, Bond Slave Gweneth left the room with Zoe.  Both slaves held their heads high and sneered at Izora as they passed.

When strong hands lifted her from the floor to lean back against the couch, Izora became blessedly aware that Zoe and Gweneth were gone leaving her alone with her two male tormentors.  A hand gently slapped her face back and forth.  Izora focused her bleary eyes on Dannamore kneeling on her one side and Finton Doyle on the other.  “Both are still naked,” she thought as she tried to focus her thoughts. 

Dannamore held up two items in his hands.  “King Gailan and our Baron Bernard Corftey hope to secure your loyalty and will underwrite your hunting in that other realm.  He held up two items.  The King and Baron want you to wear symbols of that loyalty and offer you a choice between this beautiful bracelet or a distinctive gold earring.”  He paused and added, “Sheriff Finton Doyle also wishes you to further associate the gift with reminders of your remaining obligations here at the Raging River Inn.”

Izora looked to see a narrow finger-width decorative bracelet in one of Dannamore’s hands.  Gold and Silver had been inlaid in a complex geometric pattern.  It was beautiful. And she reached out a hand to take it from the Slaver.  Immediately, as her fingers approached the beautiful item, her belly clenched as she felt the evil item sending out tendrils of Magic to tug at and capture her Mana. She yanked her hands away from the Slave Master and barely controlled her fury and fear that was forcing a flight or fight reaction.

“I’m a Huntress and don’t need fancy jewelry that might draw unwanted attention,” she quickly insisted with horror tickling at the back of her brain at the thought of anything with Nullification properties forced upon her body.  Even without touching the jewelry, she continued to feel as if it held a malevolent soul that was coiled and ready to strike, to consume and deny her the use of Magic, … forever.

“You don’t want the bracelet?”  the Slave Master responded in surprise.  “I don’t know why, it’s pretty and durable enough,” he said as he held it up to let the light reflect off the polished Silver and Gold inlay.  “I’m pleased with how beautiful an old repurposed Cuff of Nullification can be made with the talents of a good jeweler and a Mage Slave.  Each Cuff is cut down into six narrower brackets and then engraved and inlaid with Gold, Silver, and sometimes semi-precious stones.  They’ve become quite popular amongst nobles.  They are Magically imbued to fuse shut forever, unlike wedding rings, and would have been a constant and beautiful reminder of your obligation.  Well,” the Slave Master continued, “I guess you’ll have to accept the other gift option.”

The Slave Master shrugged and set the bracelet aside and held up the second object.  To Izora, it appeared to be a cast gold representation of a beast’s claw cast in two halves.  Her stomach was still roiling from the close encounter with the modified and still very powerful Cuff of Nullification. 

Without waiting for her answer, Sheriff Finton Doyle pulled Izora’s head to his lap and forcefully held her right ear upward.  He carefully inserted one half of the claw against her earlobe and matched the second half behind her ear.  With some effort, he squeezed them together and four pins in the half behind her earlobe pushed through the soft flesh and sunk into matching holes on the front half.  The pins pushed inwardly turned baffles out to grip the pins as they passed by.  The gold claw was permanently attached like a sort of earring.

The pain of penetration by the four sharp pins was quick but left Izora trembling at the act of being marked and at how close she came to wearing the decorative version of a still very active Cuff of Nullification.

The Slave Master tugged and twisted at the ornament.  Satisfied that the four pins were permanently locked in place.  He snorted at Izora’s sniffling form and shook his head.  “These are your reminders that you have obligations here.  The ear decoration is a gold cast of a claw from a young wild cat that attacked me in my youth.”  He reached down and unbuckled the leather temporary collar from Izora’s neck.

“Alexandra has your money, your pack with all your belongings, along with your staff,” the Sheriff offered.  “She’s also arranged and paid for transport on an express carriage, a stagecoach, to the town of Stonehaven where you have a reservation at the Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern and a letter of invitation to join King Ordimir’s raid on Ivarren.  You will be met and briefed on any details you need.”

“Your clothing is on the floor behind Alexandra’s desk,” the Slave Master added.  “Then, go next door and make arrangements with the Master Banker for a loan and the purchase of gear.”

Izora touched her neck first to be sure that the cursed collar was gone.  Then, reluctantly, she felt her ear with the heavy gold ornament pinned in place.  “I’ll not likely forget that is hanging from my ear,” she told herself.   “That’s a heavy debt to carry for a Free Woman; forced to look forward to the ordeal of wearing the collar of a slut 18 more times.”

Lastly, she looked down at her bare pussy and sighed at the sure sign of a slave or a Free Woman that played kinky slave play games.  “By the merciless and faithless Gods, … I’m failing miserably at this mission.  I’m close to deciding to run away from this world altogether, leaving Bluefrost, Greenwilt, and any captured Mages here to the foul mercy of this place.”

Instead, Izora staggered up and walked around Alexandra’s desk to gather her clothing.  “Bastards!  Whore sons!” were her shrieks at the clothing she found.  Izora had not found the expected clothing behind the desk that she wore to the inn; clothing that she had stolen from Bluefrost.  Instead, she found the outfit that she made for Gweneth to wear to Ivarren.

“At least the good boots are here,” she grumbled.  “I’ll buy more appropriate clothing as soon as possible.  This outfit makes me look like a whore.”  Naked, she sat down and confirmed there were no items of clothing left in the pack.  Then, resigned, she started by pulling on a pair of thick and comfortable wool stockings.  Next were the blessedly comfortable boots suitable for hiking all day or wearing in combat.

She stood up and sighed before wrapping the improvised skirt around her waist and then yanking hard to slip the five buttons through their matching holes on her left hip.  Her hips were broader that Gweneth and her breasts larger as well.  Grumbling at the unfairness of life, Izora smoothed down the overlapping side of the skirt knowing full well that large steps might well expose her now bald twat.

“I told Gweneth that this outfit exposes her as a slut,” she remembered with a flush of humiliation.  “Guess it’s my turn now.”  She tightened the laces at the back of the thick homespun cotton blouse and then pulled it over her head.  The Mage had to tug it down hard to get the now thigh blouse over her breasts.  She looked down with dismay at the deep ‘V’ cut of the blouse that exposed the inside of her breasts which would bobble and jiggle about when she walked.  “My bigger breasts are just one tiny motion away from popping out into the open,” she complained.  The homespun cotton of the blouse would also irritate her nipples and keep them noticeably swollen.  “No way to hid the fact I’m blessed with tits from my hard nipples,” she muttered angrily.

Izora tried to act dignified as she walked out of Alexandra’s office past the Innkeeper herself at the front counter.  “Didn’t you have your collared slut wear that outfit when she arrived here yesterday,” she asked innocently.

“Bitch!” was Izora’s only comment.

“For a woman that just had my Bond Debt Collar removed after a night of wanton debauchery, that was a very stupid thing to say,” Alexandra responded quickly in a catty voice.  “Now, I demand that you to wear that outfit when you next return to wear my Inn’s Free Woman Alcove Candidate Bond Collar.  Else, I’ll tell the world through the Sheriff’s communications Gateways that the famous Huntress Dora Rowlands is a round-heeled slut lusting after wearing my permanent collar.”

Izora froze in place at the thought of everyone identifying her as a deviant and whorish slut.

“As a final reminder, Dora, Sheriff Finton Doyle will carry your collar in his gear.  So, bring that collar with you, wear that outfit, and I’ll shield your identity by advertising that a Lady Justine Farrar was the one who took on the Free Woman Alcove contest and acted the satisfied whore all night long,” Alexandra said firmly, setting the hook.

Izora hung her head and whispered back loud enough just for Alexandra to hear, “As you say Mistress.”  Inwardly, her guts were boiling at having no choice but to accept the woman’s demand.

Trying to salvage her confidence, she moved into the Common Room at a slow and measured pace.  The preoccupied Master Banker didn’t seem to notice her abbreviated skirt which behaved itself due to her short steps.

Knowing her pack at the front desk only held a single item of Mage hunting gear, Izora started by asking the Master Banker the prices of a few items.

He first picked up two sets off cuffs.  “These are each Nullification Cuff, a common tool found in every Witchfinder of Hunter’s gear.  The early, antique versions are simple cuffs without a connecting chain, they are a reasonable fifty Gold.  The newer versions with the adjustable connecting chain are one hundred Gold.”

On the table, he pointed to two Slave Collars.  “Here you can see the standard Two-Rune-Two-Stone Slave Collar for two hundred Gold and the more advanced Three-Rune-Three-Stone Collar for 300 Gold.

50 Gold for antique, first generation Cuffs of Nullification
100 Gold for regular Nullification Cuffs
200 Gold for a Two-Rune-Two-Stone Slave Collar
300 Gold for a Three-Rune-Three-Stone Collars
500 Gold for a Four-Rune-Four-Stone Collar (Runes of Seeking, Self-latching & Activation, Submission, and Control)

He picked up a Two-Rune-Two-Stone Slave Collar and explained, “A top-of-the-line Two-Rune-Two-Stone Slave Collar like this costs two hundred Gold.” He took a satisfied breath and added with a sigh of reluctance, “I will let you know that sadly none of the rumored Three-Rune-Three-Stone Collars are available anywhere.  Perhaps Jòsaph Ordimir’s Slave Queen hasn’t gone into full production yet.  In any event, I’m told that those will be priced at three hundred Gold.”  

Izora immediately thought about the even more powerful slave collar that had altered High Mage Bluefrost’s reality in just a few seconds.  “That collar with four Runes etched on the inside (Runes of Seeking, Self-latching & Activation, Submission, and Control) with matching stones on the outside must be worth at least five hundred Gold to the right motivated Witchfinder,” she thought to herself.  “I don’t dare lose that collar on my first hunt.”

“I’ve decided,” Izora interrupted, “I’ll take two of Two-Rune-Two-Stone Slave Collars for two hundred Gold each and two of the older Nullification Cuffs for fifty Gold each.”

That’ll be two hundred twice plus fifty twice all in Gold for a total of five hundred Gold,” the Master Banker responded with a grin.

“In that case,” Izora decided, “I’ll sign the contract for a loan of one thousand Gold.  I’ve been told it comes with zero interest guaranteed by the King and no expiration date as long as a minimum of three Gold a month was paid off on the loan.  Gweneth’s monthly earnings will be deposited against that loan debt.”

“As you wish, Lady Huntress Dora,” the Banker replied, happy in the certainty that he’d followed the Baron’s instructions to be sure the Huntress was properly equipped.

Now, down to five hundred Gold from the loan, Izora was nonetheless finally feeling a bit victorious.  Then, Izora paused and thought about a loan default situation.  She looked to the Master Banker.  “I know its unusual, but I want to place one hundred Gold into an account with automatic payments each moon to match the three Gold income from my tavern slut.”

“Hmm, that is unusual,” the Banker replied.  “Why do that when the inn has guaranteed that they will deposit three Gold each moon cycle?”

“My fear is that my coin-earning slut might get sick, stolen, or escape and the inn won’t have enough earnings to meet the three Gold per moon cycle requirement.

“Very well,” the Master Banker grinned in understanding how astute the move was, “now I understand.  It will protect you from default and the bank will have assurances that the loan will be paid off.” 

“Now I still have four hundred Gold from the loan,” she reminded herself, “plus the eight hundred twenty-two Bronze from my original funds and the 10,350 Bronze from the disaster last night.  That’s four hundred Gold, eleven Silver, one Copper, and seventy-two Bronze for my new operating funds.” 

She grabbed the items and placed them in her now bulging leather purse and returned to the front desk.  On the way, she realized that except for an unpleasant tingle while grabbing the cuffs, the experience was nothing like the greedy and powerful reaction from the Slave Bracelet.  “The jewelers Mage Slave must have somehow increased the strength of the imbued Magic after slicing it into narrow sections.

At the front desk, she was surprised to see Zoe again with Gweneth’s leash in her hand and Alexandra standing behind the counter with her customary smirk at a Free Woman’s humiliation or downfall from a position of respectability.  The innkeeper silently handed over Izora’s pack.

“There’s a few days rations, water, your money, and a few random items like your survival kit, bondage cord, and your camping gear,” Alexandra described as she handed over the pack, “the tent and bedroll are attached under the pack.”

Izora pushed the purse with her coins, slave collar, and cuffs into the pack.  It was the smaller of the two bags that she brought to Ivarren and, even so, it wasn’t nearly full.  “I’ll repack everything later,” she told herself.  “What about my clothing?” she asked.

Alexandra smirked.  “We decided that it was only fair that you should travel by stagecoach in that customized outfit you spent so much time making for Gweneth.  So, … you have only a few spare pairs of socks in the pack.  You’ll need to purchase a travel cloak and anything else in Stonehaven.  We have no clothing here for you.”

Izora shrugged the pack over her shoulders and was dismayed when the straps tugged on her blouse, pulling the deep ‘V’ apart such that even her nipples were exposed.  She shrugged it off with a curse, adjusted the loose ‘V’ of the blouse to at least cover her nipples, and held the pack by a loop at its top.  “Bastards!” she snarled again.

Alexandra smirked again and added, “Remember Huntress, depending on the clothing that you arrive with when next we meet, you’ll either be telling me whether you prefer to be identified as Lady Justine Farrar or as Huntress Dora Rowlands.”

“Mistress, please don’t abandon me here,” Bluefrost interjected in a whiny voice without understanding or caring what Alexandra just told her Mistress.  “I’m sorry I took so much pleasure watching you act the whore, just like me.”  She hung her head and wept.

Izora stepped over and hugged Bluefrost.  She kissed her on the cheek and added, “Pet, of course I’ll be back.  We have many more adventures ahead of us.”

“When we next meet,” Bluefrost whispered softly in a harsh tone in Izora’s ear, “I promise not to put you in Cuffs of Nullification while you sleep and I won’t whip your ass purple for what you’ve done to me before turning you out as a common whore.”

After that comment, Izora stepped back and examined the look of intense anger in her fellow Mage’s face with some fear.  Uncertain about their future together despite their common past, Izora replied loud enough for everyone to hear.  “Dear, Gweneth, I’ll be back sooner than you think.”  Then, she stepped back out of the reception area, took mincing steps outside and approached a large carriage parked just outside and drawn by six mismatched horses.  Sheriff Finton Doyle stood beside it with a set of double doors wide open on one side and a smaller iron-barred door at the rear.

Izora looked inside the stagecoach and nodded approvingly at its luxurious set of bench seats, one facing forward and one facing to the rear.  The passenger section seated six relatively comfortably.  It was empty at the moment.

“Who takes my bag?” Izora asked Sheriff Finton Doyle.”

“Regular baggage goes on the top of the coach but the front section of the carriage is full,” he offered.  “Let me show you where to go.”  He gently guided Izora to the rear of the coach and gestured past the iron bars of the rear door.  “You can stow your gear yourself.”

“You’re full of shit if you think I’m going to ride in the prisoner section,” she protested as she saw that two men were already chained in the left-most set of rough wooden benches facing the interior of the prisoner section.  There were no windows or openings on the sides, only the open, uncovered bars of the narrow rear-facing door.

“It’s this or walk,” the Sheriff explained.  “The passenger section was already sold out with six paying customers.  I’ve added extra chains and gags to the male prisoners so they won’t be a bother.”

Izora glanced toward the coach entry and saw that two young single women traveling together, an older couple, and a middle-aged woman and her young son had arrived and were watching her with a mix of amusement and horror.

One of the single women hissed to her friend, “What is that harlot doing on our coach?”

The husband cleared his throat to prepare to say something when his wife grabbed his arm and glared at him.  He held his scathing comment and remained silent.

Izora threw her bag and staff into the prison transport section and paused before she stepped up to the single step before the threshold.  “Sheriff, … it’s too high,” she whispered.  “Can you help me?  I’d like to have a chance at some dignity today.”

“That’s why I’m standing here,” he whispered back with a cruel grin.  “I’m hoping to see that slick, hairless pussy as you climb in and then listen to what the good citizens think about you on their stagecoach.”

“Oh, fuck,” she muttered as she raised her leg high enough to step up.  She heard hisses of disapproval from the onlookers as the split skirt opened widely and fully exposed her crotch to the onlookers for several seconds as she struggled up to the step.

“She is indeed a harlot!” the woman’s friend hissed loudly to the friend that first identified Izora as a harlot.  “There’s no hair down below,” she said in a voice of revulsion.  “Hairless like a lowly sex slave.”

Izora had no choice but to ignore the holier than thou passengers.  Then, she looked to the widely open eyes of the two scruffy, bearded prisoners already seated and chained in place.   Their head harnesses and ball gags gave them a dangerous, mindless look and they’d clearly seen her hairless snatch and her breasts bobbling about as they slipped out of the blouse that failed to retain her dignity.

Just as Izora started to make herself comfortable on the right side bench, the slim young man traveling with his mother stuck his head in, his eyes boggled out at the still exposed sight of her bare crotch and puffy, blood gorged pussy lips.  “Fuck!” she muttered again and hastily drew the skirt back in place.  Seated, the skirt kept sliding and opening the view to her upper thighs and the scene between her legs.  “Crap!” she hissed and locked her left hand down hard on the section below the buttons.

“Ummm,” the young man whispered, “my mother just gave me a Copper.  Do you give blowjobs?  We have time, … I think.”

Izora rolled her eyes and hissed back.  “I’m no whore,” she spit back.  Then, ignoring his look of extreme disappointment, she reconsidered.  With a sigh at how far her morals had fallen she whispered back, “Come on up here and I’ll give you a free blowjob better than anything you could dream of if you switch seats with me to Stonehaven.”

The teen screwed his face up in disappointment and dejection.  “Mother won’t let me do that.  She thought it was time I started learning about sex.  Since you were sent back here with the other prisoners, we thought you were a down on her luck whore and would be eager to earn some coin.”  As he turned away, he stopped and looked back over his shoulder, “You must be a poor businesswoman as a whore to pass up a whole Copper.  Mother told me that it was a very generous offer for the likes of you.”

Izora was immediately sorry that she didn’t get a chance to sit forward with the other passengers as her ass tried to find a comfortable spot on the bare hardwood bench seat.

Sheriff Finton Doyle stepped into the back section of the coach and it wobbled from his weight.

“What are you doing?” Izora hissed. 

“The Lady and her son have complained about having a whore onboard and they are worried that you will spend the next few hours sexually molesting or teasing the prisoners,” he responded.  “The told me to restrain the slut.”

“No,” Izora hissed as his large hands took hold of hers and wrapped a section of leather bondage cord around her wrists.  He drew them up over her head and wrapped the ends of the cord through an iron ring set into the side of the carriage well over her head. 

“Protest too much and I’ll gag you,” he threatened.

Izora hissed in anger when he slipped his hands into the ‘V’ of her blouse and eased each of her DDs out into the open.  Her entire breasts were now exposed to the leering stares of the prisoners.

“I think the boys will enjoy watching those DDs bobbling about on the bumpy ride and betting how big those babies are.  They are being extradited to the Kingdom of Ordimir for multiple murders and robberies.  Your tits are the last they’ll ever see as they will be executed at dawn tomorrow.  I’ll be riding up top and will come back down to cover you up before arriving in Stonehaven.  Enjoy the ride.”

Izora locked eyes with the prisoners one by one.  Each had their eyeballs fixed on her chest and her very erect nipples.  Izora sighed in humiliation at what her predicament meant.  “I’ll arrive at the outer gates of Stonehaven looking like a prisoner whore while the Sheriff ‘fixes’ my titties back into my blouse.  Next, I’ll arrive at the Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern with my blouse fixed but wearing a skirt only a harlot would wear.”  She sighed again, “I’m supposed to be a hardcore Huntress and a member of two guilds.  What a mess!”

The carriage began to move with a lurch and the men’s eyes widened in lust at the sight.  Each bump of the road and pitch of the carriage body as they turned brought her tits into movement that their eyes remained locked upon.

“Wait,” she told herself, “this is stupid.”  She began to make a show of struggling against the leather thongs binding her wrists that anchored them to the iron ring above her head.  This time, she grinned when the two prisoners were obviously fixated on the increased bobbling of her breasts breasts.

With just a tiny touch of a razor-sharp and hardened sliver of air, the leather fell apart and her arms and wrists were free.  She immediately tucked her exposed breasts back into her blouse.  “Old rotten leather,” she explained to the men as she gathered the remnants and shoved them through a gap in the bars on the door.  The leather scraps disappeared behind them onto the gravel road.  “I guess that’s why you two are in chains and not tied like I was.”

She turned to the locking bar and the padlock that held the door shut.  “Not worth escaping right now,” she told herself.  “I have no doubt that the Sheriff will do his duty and let me out at the Dancing Bull Inn and save me the walk.”  She laid out her bedroll on the bench seat and rolled her tent up for a pillow.  The gentle swaying of the coach on its well-designed suspension quickly lulled her into a deep and fairly comfortable sleep.


Chapter 10:  Preparing for the Mage Hunt

Realm of Ivarren, Border Post at the Kingdom of Ordimir

Journey-woman Mage Izora was deeply asleep at high sun when the horse-drawn coach stopped at the border crossing to the Kingdom of Ordimir.  The clatter of the padlock to open the prisoner section of the coach is what finally woke her.  She smiled mischievously at Sheriff Finton Doyle from her make-shift bed as the iron barred door opened easily and silently on its greased hinges.

The Mage looked mockingly at the Sheriff’s look of surprise at her comfortable reclining position atop the padding of her bedroll.  “Your leather thongs were old and rotten,” Izora explained with a shrug.  “So, I threw them out and made myself comfortable.”  She swung her legs off the bench and laughed softly at the second look of astonishment on his face as the tight skirt didn’t open to expose the feminine secrets that he’d so enjoyed.  “Once I got into my pack with my hands free, it only took a few minutes with a needle and thread to solve that pesky problem of the skirt shifting widely open whenever I moved a leg,” she explained.

Huntress Izora showed her Dora Rowlands identification and her Hunter’s Badge to the border guardsman and sat back down while he continued to make sure the prisoners were the ones described on the warrants held by the Sheriff.  “I guess we stop again at the town gate and then at the Dancing Bull Inn?” She innocently asked the Sheriff.

Sheriff Finton Doyle just nodded grumpily.  He was pissed at missing the showing of her newly hairless pussy and the chance to tease her about how slave-like that it made her look.  A look of calculation came over his face just before he locked the barred door.  “Alexandra told me you promised to return wearing that same outfit.  If you don’t undo your modifications and show up exactly as you left, … well, the pleasant and friendly innkeeper enjoys nothing more than deeply humiliating unwary free women.  Take that as a warning.”

Izora cursed inwardly as the carriage started up again and moved from the border toward Stonehaven.

Entry to Stonehaven was perfunctory as the Sheriff simply had to hand over the pass that he received from the border guard’s clerk and the guardsmen at the gate simply counted passengers.  Then. the drive to the inn was brief and the driver pulled smoothly into the large stable yard of the Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern.  Two young boys came running out to exchange the team of six horses so that the carriage could begin its return journey as soon as the passengers and their luggage were removed and the new clients boarded.  This was a daily run between Stonehaven and Woodhurst and the stage would arrive well before dark.

There was an obvious problem when Izora stood up to exit.  “Crap!” she moaned in exasperation when she realized that sewing the split skirt together made it too narrow at the hem to spread her feet wide enough to step down from the box body of the prisoner section.  She looked silently to the Sheriff after he set aside her pack and staff.  When he smiled broadly and shook his head to the negative, she growled and hissed, “Bastard!”

If anything, the Sheriff’s grin widened as he fully realized her predicament.

[image: ]She looked about the stable yard and saw not only the original six passengers were watching her intently; but, there was also a large crowd of locals and guardsmen waiting for the two hard-core criminals to be unloaded and taken to the Magistrate.  Beside them, at the corner of the inn’s entrance, the Kennel Mistress stood awaiting delivery of local slaves rented by the inn.  Three town guardsmen were leading a slave coffle of five woman need by the inn to have enough pussy available for use by the visiting Witchfinder, Hunters, and royal representatives who had arrived for the raid into Jarion.  The majority of those fighters had tents being set up beside the inn and could use the pleasure slaves in their tents.

Red-faced from having to undergo yet another humiliation, she pulled up the hem of the skirt all the way to her waist and clambered down.  The move once again fully exposed her hairless cunt to the crowd of dozens.  As expected, she heard lewd comments from approval to damnation.

“That’s some fine looking hairless pussy,” Sheriff Finton Doyle observed loud enough for most of the crowd to hear.  Still red faced at a new humiliation, she shrugged the heavy pack onto her shoulders and couldn’t help but smirk when the Sheriff’s eyes quickly focused on her breasts.  He fully expected the straps to let her DDs jump out of their scant protection from her blouse.

“Like the skirt, it only took a few stitches to fix the blouse,” she explained with a grin and a brave front of dignity as she walked to the inn. Checking in the inn was quick and easy.  She hauled her gear upstairs, collapsed on the narrow bed, and breathed a deep sigh of relief at something normal.  As she relaxed, she opened her senses and felt many strong weaves of Magic underway in the immediate vicinity.  Her first thought was about the shear strength and number of the Magics that were underway.  “Collared Mage Slaves,” she hissed in disapproval and more than a bit of concern.  “They must belong to the Royal Witchfinders and Hunters.  The rest of us hunters have to forage for Mages and Wizards in Jarion without Mage Slaves.” She shivered at the thought of the danger from being in the presence of so may Magic Users.

At the inn’s counter, Izora checking in and received her invitation to join Baron Bernard Corftey in his personal tent.  “There’s a note that the local bank will exchange Ivarren coin for the equivalent Jarion coinage.”  The thought reminded her of how Sheriff Doyle and Slave Master Dannamore had searched her belongings.  She left the inn and got directions to the nearest Ordimir Kingdom Bank.

She held up the note to the clerk about exchanging funds.  “I’d like to exchange one hundred Ivarren Gold for the Jarion coins left here by King Ordimir.”

The clerk looked a bit startled to have that request come from a woman.  “Lady, may I see some identification?”

Izora silently handed over her Huntress credentials and inwardly smirked at his immediate change of composure.  She handed over one hundred Gold and took a leather pouch of Jarion coins in exchange.  “I’d also like to deposit some possessions in a lock box.”

When Izora left the bank, she relieved to know that most of her remaining Ivarren funds were safely held in a lock box in the bank’s vault along with the Slave Queen’s Four-Rune-Four-Stone collar that had temporarily enslaved High Mage Bluefrost.  “After the banker in Woodhurst made a point of highlighting that three-rune and stone collars were rare, I knew that to the right person, Bluefrost’s collar would immediately connect me to Witchfinders and Bluefrost’s attempt to travel here to Ivarren.”

Later, after washing up and taking a brief rest, Izora checked her ‘disguise’ she’d used since arriving in this realm.  She had used only her typical bit of makeup to apply facial lines and shadows to make herself look a bit older.  Also, she pulled her hair back tightly in a ponytail with a hair retainer around the ponytail just behind her skull.  Her long blonde hair fell loosely beyond that point instead of the normal wild look used in Jarion.

Ready, she left the room.  Her plan centered around stealing much needed Gold and setting a haughty bitch in place.  Not long after, she stood still outside room number four.  With a look of intense concentration, the Huntress smiled when she heard the crashing sounds of frenzied movement within the room and then the heavy set of two dull thunks of bodies falling within the room.  Opening the door was easier than sensing exactly where the woman and her son were in the room.  Izora knew from her passive sensing that the two were opening their travel trunks when the solidified balls of air plugged their mouths and nostrils.  That kind of control took Izora years of practice with her specialty, Air Magic.  “This was a too little use of Magic to gain attention compared to what’s going on outside,” she reassured herself.

She nodded approvingly at the sight of the mother laid out on the floor wearing only her under-shift.  “They were probably changing into something new and clean after that long carriage ride; perfect for me.”  Izora set down the bag of pilfered gear taken from the inn’s Slave Kennel downstairs.  It was empty as Izora expected when she casually explored the kennel based on the extensive display of slave flesh outside the inn.

Izora easily stripped off the mother’s thin shift, rolled her on her stomach and bound her wrists behind her back with a set of cuffs from the kennel.  Then, she did the same with the boy, removing all his clothing and securing his wrists behind his back as well.

The Mage stopped to briefly admire the woman.  “She must have been a real prize for her husband.  Even with a son that can’t be a day older than 18-years-old, she still has the sleek body of someone in their mid-twenties.  Still a prime candidate for a collar.”  The Mage ran an appreciative hand down the full swell of firm breasts topped with large, erect nipples.  She grinned as her hand swept slowly across the light brown hairs of her pubic mound and left behind only white, smooth flesh.  A mini tornado of air swept up all the fine hairs and set them aside in a small neat pile atop the boy’s discarded shirt.   A moment later, the pile grew greatly when most of the woman’s long brunette hair set down on the pile leaving the mother with the typical short hairstyle of a slave girl.  When Izora pulled a leather head harness over the woman’s head, her entire body was hairless below her chin.  The harness was tightened, pulling the fat black ball deeply into her mouth.  From the bag of pilfered items from the slave kennel, she drew out a stiff leather collar with a brass tag dangling from the front with the inn’s logo stamped in it and filled in with bright white enamel.  A soft leather slave hood and a pair of ankle cuffs with a hobble chain completed the woman’s makeover.

The son was processed as quickly as his mother.  Izora laughed at the sight of the lean young man with a Magically cut slave girl’s hairstyle.  His hairless pubic mount highlighted the small penis and set of balls owned by the slim androgynous-looking teen.  His narrow waist and wider hips gave him an alluringly feminine form.  Mother and son were set side-by-side, now beginning to grunt and wriggle as they woke.  “That woman wanted her son to get some experience with sex,” Izora told herself with a giggle.  “Not every client here wants pussy.  There’s plenty that want a nice cocksucker or a nice tight ass and they don’t much care if it’s attached to a man or woman.  Guess these two will get quite an education.”

She turned to the real reason for attacking the mother and son pair.  The contents of the mother’s trunk were rapidly shifted through in search for clothing more appropriate for a Free Woman to wear than the awful modified outfit worn in the coach ride.  The mother and son were naked and collared solely because of Izora’s need to obtain clothing and coin.

“Hmmm!” Izora told herself, “how interesting,” as she pulled a well-used riding crop from the woman’s trunk.  A book on slave breaking techniques was beside the crop and when she pulled a bed comforter out of the bottom of the trunk, it exposed a wealth of very expensive, custom bondage gear covering the entire bottom of the trunk.  “Kinky bitch must have been into self bondage and self punishment.”

Izora picked up the book and examined it’s title.  “What?  ‘Breaking Your New Reluctant Slavegirl.’  Was this woman expecting to begin training a new slave, … or, … is she playing at dangerous slave games?”  She thumbed through the book and gasped at the detailed drawings beginning with a well-dressed upper-class woman sitting in conversation with a stern-looking Training Mistress.  Detailed scene after scene followed depicting that upper-class woman’s degradation and submission to both Training Mistresses and Masters.

Before setting the book down, she flipped the book to the title page where a woman had written in flowery script, ‘Baroness, please accept this book along with my heartfelt wish that we can journey together through the book’s salacious adventures under the firm hands of our trainers, L.’

[image: ]Izora looked to the body of the brunette that she’d so callously processed into the exact appearance of a bound and helpless slave wearing well-used gear from the inn’s slave kennel.  “A Baroness,” she thought, “the stupid bitch is a bloody Baroness.” 

Her eyes were drawn back and forth from the well-used bondage gear she’d just placed on the woman, to the professional gear in the trunk, and the damning evidence of the Baroness’ plan for subjugation outlined in the book.  “OK, lets outfit the stupid cunt in her own gear.”  She exchanged each of the kennel’s pilfered gear and appreciated the joke of the kinky bitch forced to wear her very real slavery kit.

Almost finished, Izora combined all the coin found among their purses, hidden in clothing, and within the trunks.  “Thirty Gold and some smaller coins,” she hissed in appreciation.  “I can certainly use that.  The woman had enough coin to travel in style.  Wonder if she’s planning on meeting her husband here?”

Izora briefly opened a Gateway to a point in the forest just outside town and a stone’s throw from the road to the northern gate.  She cast the opened trunks, the discarded clothing and gear now shredded beyond any use, and the under-shift bundled about the hair from the newly collared wretches.  The clothing, gear, and coin for keeping went into the now empty sack from the kennels.

Careful of any unwanted observers, Izora yanked and prodded her two charges out into the hallway.  She encouraged their movement with swats from the stolen riding crop and headed down the hallway toward the rear of the inn and the narrow servant’s stairwell.  “A swat on the balls or on an erect nipple are plenty of encouragement,” she told herself with a grin at being the abuser and not the one being abused.  She wasn’t a bit remorseful at her actions.  “This is just business,” she told herself with a grin.  Then she frowned in realization that her own mistreatment at theRaging River Inn was also ‘just business’ to the Inn Keeper, the Sheriff, and the Slave Master.

Izora shoved the mother into a small cell in the Slave Kennel and her son in an identical cell across the narrow walkway between cells.  The four walls of the cells themselves were, as typical, built of solid blocks of locally quarried stone set together with narrow seams of mortar.  The cell fronts were the same only with thick steel hinges inset into the stone and attached to the heavy steel bars of the cell door.  Beside each door, a polished square of thin wood had been attached to the stone for identifying the slave’s name and any important data such as a modified diet or exercise.

“Life is too hard!” Izora wrote in chalk upon the one by the mother’s door and then added, more words which self-assigned her as a slave to the inn.  She copied the same words onto the board on the son’s door.  The mother’s signature was ‘Round-heeled slut!’ and the son’s ‘Little cocksucker!’; both were boldly written in white chalk.

Before she shut the mother’s cell door, Izora pulled the tiny white cloth bag full of keys for the woman’s bondage gear, wrapped the open end around one of her very erect nipples, and pinned it in place.  Then, she shut the barred door, locked it with a padlock, and set down the book ‘Breaking Your New Reluctant Slavegirl’ on the stone floor in front of the cell.

Realm of Ivarren, Slave Kennels at the Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern

Baroness Eleanor Corftey had recovered somewhat from nearly being asphyxiated and was fully aware as she was dragged out of her room by a leash attached to her slave collar.  “Hmmmfh!, … hmmmfh!” were her protests screamed into the gag in her mouth.  A quick set of slashes across her naked ass convinced her to quell any protests.  “They’re not allowing me to object or complain,” she moaned.

“By the Gods of Pain and Bondage!” she cried inwardly.  “This is just like the first chapter from my book.  Silly fool, … I’ve dreamed of this, … both wielding the crop on a new bitch , … and as the newly collared slut getting a rude introduction into slavery.  “I’m gagged and hooded, naked, and at the mercy of some unknown person.”  The absolute unfairness of the situation caused her to break into tears.

She was forced to take short mincing steps because of her hobble chain between the cuffs on her ankles.  Even with the slow measured pace out of her room and down the hall, she felt her big breasts bobbling about.  A naked shoulder bumped into hers and she flushed in anger that her son, … her beautiful son had been caught up in her depravity.  “I was to meet my girlfriend, the Lady Lillian Forester here to find out about a mock kidnapping and fake introduction to slavery, all within the privacy of her room.  This seems too real.  Has she betrayed me to take my place as Baroness.  I know my husband enjoys her company when she visits and pays her far too much attention.”

Her musings were interrupted when she was forced to descend a set of chairs down into the dank coolness of what had to be the inn’s Slave Kennel.  “A strong stench of stale pussy and unwashed bitches,” she remembered with disgust the similar musky scent from the small kennels under her husband’s Corftey Castle.  She felt herself pushed into a cell and then a piercing pain in her right nipple.  “Hmmmfh!” was her only protest at the nipple pain.  After that, there was a rattling sound and she knew with certainty that her cell door was shut and locked.  “Now, what?” she cried, certain that this didn’t feel like the slave game she expected from her friend Lady Forester.

Baroness Corftey was blessedly unaware of the signs outside the cells she and her son were imprisoned within.  The signs included the words, ‘Use us as you wish!’ and were signed by a ‘Round-heeled Slut’ and a ‘Little Cocksucker’ in bold chalk letters.  Those words and the book ‘Breaking Your New Reluctant Slavegirl’ on the stone floor before Eleanor’s cell were an invitation to take them as willing applicants for slavery. 

[image: ]Upstairs, Baroness Corftey’s friend, Lady Lillian Forester was checking in at the counter.  As arranged by the Baroness, the desk clerk handed Lady Forester the keys for both room three and room four.  “Both rooms are paid up for the next five-day?” she asked to be sure her plan was unfolding as expected.

“Yes, Lady,” the clerk responded with deference.  “The Baroness paid for both rooms for that same period and gave us a two hundred Gold deposit for any charges you want to make.”

“Perfect,” she said with a broad smile.  She reached into her belt purse and pulled out a handful of Gold coins.  “I’d like to have this three hundred fifty Gold secured alongside hers in one of your safes.”

“Excellent!” the clerk beamed.  “Sadly, so few guests either make deposits against future charges or have funds secured in our safe.  In these perilous times, that’s especially important.”

She remained aside the front desk for a few minutes longer and wrote out an innocent sounding note for the desk clerk to give to the Baroness.

“L, booking a day-night tour of Stonehaven beginning tomorrow for your son was easy.  But, neither of my friends are willing to take us on a more exciting tour based on the advice in our adventure book.  Instead, I have little choice but to pay a local professional to handle us one at a time.  I’ll go first tonight in my room and you can join with me tomorrow once your son is otherwise occupied.”

“Was that the Kennel Mistress that I saw outside?” Lady Forester asked the clerk.

“Yes,” the clerk said with a smile, “that would be the confident looking brunette in black leathers.  Her name is Mistress Cassandra and she expects respect from free folk as well as slaves.  She has probably been coordinating with extra staff that we’ve hired to provide slave services to the many travelers here for the combat deployments to another world’s realm.” 

Lillian nodded, softly gave her thanks, grabbed her bag, and went up a flight of stairs to room 3 and began to unpack.  Her own copy of ‘Breaking Your New Reluctant Slavegirl’ was placed carefully at the foot of the room’s bed.

Her full set of customized slave gear was next arrayed on the comforter above the book.  She blushed as she carefully set her personal slave collar next to the pillow in remembrance of the fun times she had with the collar.  “Eleanor and I had this matching set of ornate slave collars made with our slave names, Li and El, on the front tag,” she remembered the careful measurements made with a trusted seamstress and then the commissions made surreptitiously with a blacksmith and then a jeweler.  “They are very real and functional.  We made games of collaring ourselves in her estate and each hiding the key for the other’s collar.”  Lillian’s pussy clenched at the terror she felt one time when Eleanor found her key and refused to tell me where in the garden she’d hidden my key.  “I was naked with my hands cuffed in front of me cowering behind the bushes while the gardeners arrived to work on the flower beds.  Eleanor got to whip me for winning the game and making me eat her to glorious orgasms.”  She flushed with arousal at how fully she’d orgasmed without Eleanor even touching her sexually.

The wrist cuffs, ankle cuffs with hobble chain, a supple black leather slave hood, and both her riding crop and short carriage whip were laid down on the bed as well.

After preparing her room for their fun, she opened the door to room number four and found the room empty with no signs of the Baroness or her son.  “That’s odd, the front desk said she picked up her key and deposited her extra Gold for safekeeping.”  She shrugged and told herself, “She’s probably out exploring with her son and the porter simply hasn’t brought up their trunks.”

Lillian did a final check on her appearance and makeup.  She was ready to find the Kennel Mistress. 

Outside, Mistress Casandra was busy giving directions to her temporally enlarged staff.  “Liz, I want you to coordinate with Edward Innkeeper about slave services to guests in the inn.  Burke, Henry, the two of you will coordinate with Sir Knight Witchfinder Thomas Bofori for any pussy service requirements from the Witchfinders, Hunters, or even from Mage Slaves Kitten, Kat, or Bunni.  Arch, you stay with me for anything weird that pops up.”

Lady Lillian watched the busy scene and then saw the ones identified as Liz, Burke, and Henry rush away.  Arch stayed close by the Slave Mistress as she approached.  “Mistress Cassandra, I’m Lady Lillian Forester and I’m curious if you offer creative scenarios?”

Cassandra locked eyes with Lillian and grinned knowingly.  “Lady, for the right amount of coin, we can do anything.”  She lowered her voice to a mock whisper and asked, “Are you the kinky bitch or is this for a kinky friend?”

Lillian looked down at her feet and tried to get the damning words out of her mouth.  Cassandra interpreted that hesitation to mean the creative scenario at least involved the Lady.  The right hand of the Mistress of Slaves snaked out and took her by the throat.  The grip was so strong that Lillian gagged from the pressure on her windpipe.

“Arch, put a gag in this deviant cunt!  Lady, I’ll get Arch here to work with you.”

Lillian tried to protest but the words now couldn’t pass her lips.

“Then, bind her wrists!”

A moment later, Lillian stood gagged and helpless with her wrists tied off behind her back.  Oddly, the strange scene of a richly dress Free Woman bound and wearing a gag drew little attention.  Mistress Cassandra wrapped a spare leash around her neck and handed off the other end to Arch.  “Right now, I don’t have time to deal with this foolishness.  Take the Lady to her room in the inn, nicely ask her to strip naked to show her seriousness, and then she needs to explain exactly what kind of scenario she hopes to ‘volunteer’ for.  You are to create a plan and determine her fee.  Then, … quadruple that fee as a ‘special deal’ for this perverted Lady.  The instant she pays, haul her downstairs to the kennel and have her self-collar.  I’ll come down later and write up a statement justifying her treatment.”

“Umm, Mistress,” Arch spoke up with some hesitation.  “Right now she’s gagged and controlled, but she might waste our time once in the safety of her room by changing her mind.  Can we get her to demonstrate her commitment to making a special service contract?”

Mistress Cassandra smiled in the way that only a slave handler could at seeing the downfall of a proud Lady.  She simply nodded and turned away to discuss the next logistical issue about the Inn’s services.  Her move away from the Lady showed her distain and loss of any respect due to a true Lady.

Lady Lillian Forester quickly found herself on her knees with her face pushed up close to Arch’s groin.  The move was so fast that she had no time to process why she’d been set down on her knees.  But, the musky scent of Arch’s crotch against her nose brought instant need.  Her pussy traitorously clenched in expectation of humiliation, reinforced by the feeling of her lips on the large lump under the leather of his pants.

She had time for a “Whaaa?” as the gag was pulled out but the question was stopped immediately as Arch’s plum-sized cock head immediately plugged her mouth.   “Gawwkk!” was the liquid sound of his cock wetly pushing against the back of her mouth.  “Gawwkk,” after, “Gawwkk, along with long strings of drool were the sounds and effects as Arch smoothly stroked in and out of her mouth.  Each forward push was slightly deeper than the previous one.

Lillian wasn’t given the chance to show off her cocksucking skills that she’d forcibly learned during her willing bondage and slavery adventures during her marriage-long infidelities.  Arch was simply skull fucking the stupid bitch; willing, or unwilling, he didn’t care as long as he achieved his goal of cumming down the rich bitch’s throat.  “Want to wear our collar?” he taunted.  “You ready and willing to pay for that experience?”

Finally getting his cock past the back of her mouth and into her gullet, he bottomed out and his wiry pubic hair thumped against Lillian’s lips.  He grunted and groaned as if he were dying as his throbbing dick pulsed and jizm exploded down its shaft.  Each pulse painted her gullet and then her throat and mouth until he unwillingly had to withdraw.  He pulled his softening cock out of her mouth and a flood or sperm and drool burst from her mouth.

Lady Forester coughed and tried to swallow the mess in her mouth.  Arch shook her head and he declared, “Am I wasting my time?  Are you committed to signed for a slave experience?  Is it to be a harsh session?”

Hardly in control after the brutal skull-fucking Lillian shook her head to the negative and then to the positive.  “You’re not wasting your time, … Master.  I am committed to a harsh session.  My girlfriend and I have several days free and rooms in the inn.”

Arch turned to Slave Mistress Cassandra and declared, “She’s gonna sign our contract.”

“Of course she is,” Cassandra replied with a smirk, “like it or not, that blowjob was her down payment.  Now its up to you to establish the details.”

Gag back in her mouth, Lillian obediently followed the Slave Mistress’ minion back toward her room.  Under her skirt, she felt a slimy, slippery dribble of her juices on her upper thighs.  “By all the Horny Gods above,” she moaned silently, “I need his cock in my other holes.”

Realm of Ivarren, Witchfinder and Hunter Tent City Beside the Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern

On her way to respond to Baron Corftey’s request for an audience at his tent, Journey-woman Izora paused at the entry guard post to the tent city and visually scanned across the expanse of organized tents flying flags of different Barons and, in the center, the King’s pavilion.  Heidi, the Baron’s Staff Coordinator grinned at her.  The runner sent by Heidi to bring the Huntress had brought them together at the guard post. 

“In the distance, Lady Huntress, you can see the largest tent which belongs to this kingdom’s King, King Ordimir, which is surrounded on our side by ten Pleasure Tents arrayed in the shape of an arch.  Even from here, you can see that eight have pink banners flying on their flagpoles and two are blue.  You can well imagine what is going on in the pink pennants flying at the women’s tents as compared to the two blue pennants at the men’s tents.  On the arc even nearer to us, and nearest the location of the inn, the main road, and the river, are the tents of the gathered Royal Witchfinders, Royal Hunters, and mercenary Hunters such as yourself.  The mess tents are to the left and the tents of retainers, guardsmen, and support staff are to the right.”

Heidi looked again at the Huntress.  “I expect you’ll prefer to stay in the inn at my Baron’s expense.  Out here, there’ll be a lot of uncontrolled drinking and wild sex the next few nights as the men blow off steam before the coming stress of the hunt and battle against our enemies.  Lady, as you know, hunting Mages and Wizards is probably the most hazardous occupation in our Kingdoms.”

Izora scanned the bustling tent mini-city to identify what the Baron’s Staff Coordinator was describing.  Then, she turned and examined her guide.  She was a young woman wearing the household livery of Baron Corftey.  Heidi, seeing Izora examining her clothing asked, “Why are you, a Huntress of some fame, dressed like a mere middle class female out for a hike in the woods?  After you get filthy during the hunt, I bet you look even more like a woodsman?  Like a common peon working the woods for their local Lord?”

Izora grinned knowingly at the embroidered dress and the tabard over Heidi’s dress and vest.  It hung to the young woman’s knees and blatantly showed the gold and silver outline of Baron Corftey family crest featuring a stag standing on its hind legs.    “Heidi, you’re a beautiful woman and that outfit draws attention to that fact.  Yes, you’re probably hiding luscious breasts under the crest of your Baron, but the dress shows off your slender waist, your alluring curvaceous ass, and those long legs.  Could you sneak into a crowd unnoticed as an assassin while dressed like that?”  Maybe in the dark halls of your Baron’s manor, at night, … but, nowhere else.  Me, … I need to blend in and be as non-threatening as possible to make a capture or kill as I have no Mage Slave to assist in the hunt.”

Heidi shivered at the thought of the cruel missions that Izora represented.  Then, she blushed at the unexpectedly detailed compliment.  “I see your point,” she admitted with a downward glance at her protruding bosom followed by an embarrassed glance back up at the Huntress.

“And you, Heidi Staff Coordinator,” Izora asked with a grin, “I saw you blush and look away when I mentioned you hiding your luscious breasts under your Baron’s tabard  I was talking about under the emblem on your tunic.  Yet, from that embarrassed attitude, either you’ve bedded him or you seriously want to.”

“Oh, no,” Heidi protested quickly and looked around to be sure nobody overheard the comment.  “That’s not at all the way it is with the Baron.  He’s strong and masterful and assertive.  He would beat anyone senseless that tells him that a woman can lead him around by his cock.”

“So, then, … he bedded you,” Izora guessed.

“Oh, … uh, … well, … yes.  When he decided to bed me, ... I was helpless to do anything except respond.”  She sighed and added, “It was wondrous and if real life was like a romantic story and he offered me his collar, … I think I might accept, … just like Kat did with Sir Knight Thomas Bofori.”

“You’ll have to tell me that tale over a mug of ale,” Izora laughed.  “I can’t imagine accepting a collar from anyone.”

After progressing only a little ways into the tent city, Izora stopped by a round training pit within a circle of upright timber posts and bright ribbons.  Inside, Izora saw what had to be a high level Royal Hunter from the elaborate embroidery of King Ordimir on his tabard.   Two collared Mage Slaves stood by his side.  One was shouting commands to a circle of ten fellow Mage Slaves standing two arm-lengths apart.  The second Mage Slave whispered guidance to the first.

[image: ]“That’s Sir Hunter Tan San and the dark-haired woman in the center of the circle is his Slave Mage Bunni,” Heidi Staff Coordinator eagerly explained. “The redhead is Mage Slave Bridgette.  Both were on duty when the enemy opened the Portal into our realm. Between the two of them, they are the most expert in Divination, Gateway, and Portal Magic.” 

Izora watched with an open mouth as Gateways opened and closed rapidly and sequentially around the circle; opening and closing in instants along the outside of the circle but beside each captive Mage.

“They don’t look tired.  Are they opening Gateways just to places closeby?”

“No, Lady Huntress,” Heidi answered with a shrug as if it wasn’t important.  “As I’ve been told, every single Gateway is from locations shared in some sort of Magical mind link.  That link lets them share knowledge of locations with the other Mages and somehow using a linked circle they can open Gateways to far away locations with virtually no Mana drain.”

“The greater the power, the less Mana required?” the Mage asked herself.  She was astonished at what was happening and at the immense amount of high-level Magic being formed and controlled by the circle.  “Holy shit!” was her uncontrolled audible observation at the dazzling display of Magical skill.  Then, inwardly she added, “This is what I detected from the inn which let me take the risk of stealing that slut’s money and dumping their possessions through a Gateway.”  Then, she realized the greater implication of the show of vast Magical power.  “My realm has no chance against the army King Ordimir is gathering when backed by so many highly skilled Combat Mage Slaves.”

[image: ]She looked more closely at the Mage Slaves and held back a huge gasp of surprise. “By the Gods!  I recognize some of them!  They were lowly Divination Mages who were refused to have a place on the Council.” She stood in place shocked at the revelation. “How many of our most powerful Mages were captured?” she asked herself.   She turned to the Baron’s household servant.  “What’s the story with the Mage Slaves?” she calmly asked the woman.

“I think that half of them are captives from the other world that’s been spying on us and making mischief,” Heidi answered with some uncertainty.  “I do know that three are Divination Mages captured at their Council of Mages and Wizards and were originally put to work at our Observation Chamber in Kingsreach searching for illegal Portals opening from other worlds.  One of the other two from that world was a High Mage and the other was a lower skilled Journey-woman Mage.”

“Now here in the tent-city, all ten of those women labor industriously for his Majesty and at night they labor in the Pleasure Tents providing any and every sexual service and relief needed by his off duty Guardsmen; one hundred perpetually horny men getting the best sex of their lives for a few simple Bronze coins.”  She paused and added with a grin, “I’m told that the Enchanted Collars they are wearing force them, body and soul, to become dedicated whores to the King and that they are expert in all things sexual.  There are ten Pleasure Tents.  I have the honor of managing the schedule of the two most popular Mage Slaves in Pleasure Tent Number Five.  Even the King and some of the Barons have come by after the supper meal to pork the unlucky bitches.”  She laughed at their situation.  “The King has even allowed workers and contract guards assigned here to access the slaves if they use their daily work tokens.  Each Mage whore will service dozens of lusty men all night long.”

“Does the programming wear off or lessen with time,” Izora asked with hidden interest.

“No, absolutely not Lady Dora,” her guide responded with certainty.  “The last two generations of slave collars from our Slave Queen are very powerful and mold their minds into a harsh and strict new reality.  It never wears off and that group is so focused on obeying and using their skills that they don’t even know we are standing here.” 

Izora looked back at the circle for a final look at the former Mages.  “I do know them,” she remembered.  “They are Imma, Ellain, and Barabla and were never held in high regard by either High Wizard Othir or High Mage Maureen.  They must have been called in to assist the Council and were captured.  Poor bitches.”                            

Each of the three identified Mage Slaves worked with an intent focus in absolute coordination with the remainder of the circle as they tirelessly made Gateway after Gateway.  “Poor bitches have been mind wiped and turned into sex automatons,” she told herself with horror.

The two continued toward the center of the camp and Baron Corftey’s tent.

Again, Izora slowed at an even larger training area with everyone’s attention focused on an earthen berm hundreds of paces away.  In front of the berm were silhouettes of men and women, boulders, and trees.  Nearest them, standing in a circle outlined in white chalk dust stood a tall Witchfinder facing the earthen berm.  Two paces in front of him stood two women also facing the berm in circles outlined in chalk.   Each of those two woman held five leashes leading to the cluster of women in front of them arranged in an open arc facing the same berm.

“Loose fireball!” one of the women commanded and pointed forward with her staff.

To Izora’s surprise and horror, the largest ball of molten plasma she’d ever seen rocketed from that woman’s group and detonated with a roar against a large boulder.  The fires of hell that burst forth from the impact continued to burn fiercely in a ten-pace diameter circle around the now fractured and broken boulder.  “That would have instantly incinerated a group of combat fighters,” she whispered.

Beside her, Heidi grinned.  “Our Slave Queen has experimented with powerful innovations to increase our combat capability.  I’m told that strike took almost no Mana from the five linked Mage Slaves.  The Witchfinder directing this training is Sir Knight Witchfinder Thomas Bofori, our most famous hunter and slaver/killer of Magic Users.  The woman that just commanded that strike is Kitten, his Mage Slave, his lover and a former Princess of the Kingdom of Lumar.”

Heidi blushed and added softly, “The deluded wench is absolutely in love with her owner.  It’s clear that she’d be his loving slave even without her Magic collar.”

Izora looked at the woman and realized that Heidi was also describing herself and her Baron.  “This Heidi and that Mage Slave Kitten are weak, naive, and besotted fools to think that there is some romantic ending to having a Magic-imbued collar locked on your neck.”

At that moment, the other woman with a linked group of Mage Slaves commanded, “Lightning Strike,” and pointed her staff toward a grouping of five silhouettes of armed fighters.

Izora stepped back as the explosive crackling of lightning bolts flew faster than the eye could see to impact among those silhouettes which shattered into fist-sized pieces and flew outward in a direction away from the line of successive lightning bolts.

When their eyes cleared the imprints of bright spots, Heidi hissed in approval at their strength and told Izora, “That was Sir Bofori’s other Slave, a non-Magic woman named Kat.”

“A mundane, … a woman with no Magic, … how can she direct Combat Magic?” Izora asked.

“It’s all due to Magical programming of the Mage Slaves’ collars,” Heidi answered approvingly.  “Whoever they are told to obey, … well, that command becomes engrained in their very souls.”

“She’s, … she’s also pregnant,” Izora observed in horror when Kat turned and her silhouette exposed her protruding belly.

“Lucky girl,” Heidi sighed, “she’s carrying her Master’s child originally conceived in Kitten’s belly.”

Sir Bofori’s voice projected over the training area.  “Good job Lady Mage Slaves!”

At Sir Bofori’s compliment, all twelve women turned and knelt down.  Izora was faced with another horror.  “High Mage Siùsan and Journey-woman Sorcha are in the circle.  I’d recognize members of the Council of Mages and Wizards anywhere even with their short hair and the facial cheek tattoos of a lifetime slave.  Have they been allowed to keep their own memories and personalities?”

Heidi turned toward her.  “I understand your interest in the foreign Mages now wearing our King’s Slave Collars.  My Baron and my King can assure you that they are now safely and fully committed to our war against Magic Users and against their evil home realm, … the one they call Jarion.”

As they walked away, Izora held back for a moment and then moved slowly after Heidi.  She had much on her mind since she now had proof that a severe blow had succeeded against her Council of Mages and Wizards.  “At least five of our Mages were captured and programmed to continue the fight.  Our world is doomed,” she realized with conviction.  “Witchfinders, Hunters, and their Mage Slaves gathered from both the Kingdom of Ordimir and the Kingdom of Gailan will smash my realm of Jarion.”

Journey-woman Mage Izora remembered being accepted onto the Council the same day as Sorcha.  “That day, we were so proud to be the newest and youngest members,” she reminded herself.  “At that time, it was the just two of us against the older, the set-in-their ways Mages and Wizards with all their petty bickering.  It became almost too much to bear.  Soon after that is when I activated my first Portal and discovered this realm.  Since then, I found challenges and riches exploring this place, dangerous though it is.”

“There are two more of those evil Mages here,” Heidi mentioned casually as they once again walked side-by-side to the Baron’s tent.”

Instantly, Izora stopped her walk through the past and quickly responded, “Two more?  What’s their story?”

“The only reason I know some of the details is because they are the only two working in Pleasure Tent Number Five, … the one that I run at night,” Heidi admitted. “But, some of the high-level Witchfinders and Hunters that come to fuck them every way humanly possible seem to think they were special projects of our Slave Queen, Cilia Raven.  They must have made her especially angry to get her attention.”

“Alright, … but what’s their story?” Izora insisted.

“As I said, there are high-level men that come in to use them,” Heidi responded.  “One of the pitiful bitches seems to think that he was the most powerful Wizard of Jarion and our Slave Queen made him into a near exact copy of the other most powerful Mage they captured.  They have been named Mage Slave Maureen and Mage Slave Maureen-Othir.  Their collars must only control them loosely since I’ve heard them both begging for release.”

This time, Izora’s gasp of surprise nearly brought her to her knees.  She stopped and took obvious deep breaths of distress.

“I’m so sorry,” Heidi spoke up in worry, “I should have guessed that you’d be distressed at the power of our Slave Queen.  She’s so powerful that she found a way to change a man’s sex to mirror that of a beautiful woman. Don’t worry, our King has her safely controlled and wearing her own most advanced collar.  She’s also destroyed the arcane objects used to focus that transmogrification Magic.”

“By the Gods!” Izora wondered inwardly at the sheer power of the ancient Slave Queen.  “I have a tiny bit of a special talent with animals and used everything I had on that naive boy, hoping to give him the budding breasts of an adolescent.  All I saw were his nipples expanding in size.”

Izora didn’t know that her experiment of ‘forcing’ the boy to grow tits took time to achieve its full effect.  At that moment, his breasts had already swollen to an A-cup in size and would ultimately become very real and firm C-cups.

“That makes seven of our realms most powerful Mages captured in a single focused raid,” she lamented with a burst of sympathy for her world.

Realm of Ivarren, Tent City Beside the Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern, Baron Corftey’s Tent

Heidi stopped before the two household guards standing either side of the entrance to Baron Bernard Corftey’s tent.  “Guardsmen,” Heidi told them, “please see if the Baron is ready to receive his Staff Coordinator and Huntress Dora Rowlands who he is sponsoring for King Ordimir’s combat foray into another realm.”

A moment later and Heidi was introducing her to the Baron.  “Heidi was right,” Izora told herself with a grin, “the man does act masterful and in charge and there is little doubt that Heidi is besotted with him.  Even to an avowed lesbian, he’s cute enough.”  After her recent experience with men, she couldn’t help but measure the bulge under his crotch.  “Maybe I’m no longer fully a lesbian,” she admitted wryly.

“Ahh, Huntress Dora Rowlands,” a familiar voice spoke up as the man in the tent that she hadn’t identified turned around, “a pleasure to meet you again.”

Izora nearly choked at the sight of the grinning Sheriff in the tent; it was Finton Doyle of Woodhurst.

“I believe you’ve met, Huntress Dora,” Baron Corftey spoke with a grin and his entire presence projected confidence, strength, and a powerful magnetism.  “In fact, I think he arrived on the same stagecoach as you.  Heidi, get everyone something to drink.”

“Wine, please,” Izora asked with an internal shudder at the thought of drinking more ale after her last debacle.

“Huntress Dora,” the Baron spoke in his deep voice, “when I queried the Hunter’s Guild they told me that you were credited with three Gold Stars and a Silver Star.  That’s impressive for any Hunter let alone the only registered Huntress, royalty-sponsored or independant.”

“That’s right, Baron Corftey,” Izora answered with pride.  “I hunted down and captured three Mages and killed a Wizard.  My primary weapon is a small Cavalry bow with blunt-tipped arrows for the females and bodkin-tipped arrows for the Wizards.  The Mages now belong to King Ordimir and serve his kingdom with properly harnessed Magic and their talented pleasure holes offered to his loyal men.  I’m sure that some are here today in the tent city and will be spreading their legs tonight.”

“Well, I’m sure that Sheriff Finton Doyle explained that I want to sponsor you on this hunt to to this other world,” the Baron explained.  “Basically, I want you to wear my family colors when you return and I will match Gold for Gold against any reward given you by King Ordimir.”

While Izora chatted with the Baron, she watched suspiciously as the Sheriff spoke quietly with Heidi.  “That bastard is up to something.”

A few moments later, Heidi walked over and stood beside the Baron.  “Baron, the Sheriff was telling me about the cutest outfit that Huntress Dora Rowlands made all by herself.  He says she’s really talented and we should absolutely have her model it for us.”

Baron Corftey’s eyes brightened at the thought.  “Yes, Huntress, you will absolutely have to show us the outfit.  Perhaps my wife might be interested in the design.  If the Sheriff approves, it must truly be something special.”

“Oh, no,” Izora answered with her face shifting to red in embarrassment.  She glared at the Sheriff and added, “Baron, it’s really not that great and only suited for trekking through the forest.”

“No!” the Baron demanded.  His entire body language shifted to one of sternness and a bit of temper showed at being defied.  “You will come to my tent and that outfit will be modeled.”

“Exactly as you first put it together,” the Sheriff interjected with a smirk.  “Baron, I think it should be a private showing because the Huntress made it a bit risque.  The Huntress can change into it here in the tent.  Perhaps only the four of us to enjoy it being modeled.”

Heidi shot Izora a look of horror at being responsible for the Baron’s resistance to being told no to one of his requests.

“Baron Corftey, one of your runners has arrived,” one of the guards outside the tent explained.  According to the Baron’s standing orders, the runner, gasping for breath staggered directly into the tent.

“Baron,” he gasped, “I just saw your widow neighbor, the Lady Lillian Forester, talking with Slave Mistress Cassandra of the Dancing Bull and thought nothing of it.  Then, she knelt down before Cassandra, and one of her new hires helping with the sluts leased for King Ordimir, whipped out his cock, and, … Lady Forester sucked him off like a professional cocksucker.  Although it looked kinda rough; so, maybe she didn’t want to do it.  Last I saw, was him leading her back to the inn by a leash around her bare neck, with her wrists tied behind her back, and a big gag stuffed in her maw.”

The Baron scowled and nodded his head to the two guards at the tent’s entrance.  “Get going!  Catch up with them and hold them in place until we arrive.  I want to see what’s going on with a noble Lady from my Barony.”

The group from the tent quickly found the guardsmen in a tense confrontation with Arch with Lady Lillian Forester kneeling nervously by Arch’s side.  She gasped at the sight of her neighbor and Liege Lord and was immediately fearful of his thoughts.

“What’s going on here with one of my free women, a Noble Woman at that?” Baron Corftey immediately asserted in a no-nonsense voice.

“Lord,” Arch said while holding a knuckled fist up to his forehead in respect, “this is private business of the Dancing Bull and Slave Mistress Cassandra.  We’re on our way to this woman’s room to negotiate a slave service contract.”

“”I’m Sheriff Finton Doyle of Woodhurst and that’s hardly explanation enough for abusing one of the Baron’s nobles.  This is a well known and respected Lady?  This may well be Magistrate business.”

“Hardly a lady,” Arch scoffed with a grin.  “This one just gobbled every inch of my cock like an accomplished whore as downpayment on committing to a slave experience package.  As Mistress Cassandra’s assistant, I’ve judged that a very public blowjob while wearing the fine clothing of a Lady is easily worth a 15 Bronze deposit toward her contract.”

The Baron and Sheriff knew full well that Arch’s comment was a bold-faced lie.  Each exchanged worried looks with the same thought that testimony to a Magistrate by observers describing the Lady on her knees publicly giving a willing blowjob to a known slaver might result in him deciding on the side of the Inn’s Slave Kennel’s staff.

So, taken aback, the entire group with the Baron stared long and hard at the red-faced woman on her knees.  Heidi in particular wondered what the woman wanted that was so important that she was willing to be observed as a public cocksucker. 

“She doesn’t seem too eager to me,” Heidi observed aloud.  “Lady Forester, is this something that you want?”

Lady Lillian looked up to the young woman and shook her head vehemently to the negative.

“She sucked my cock to prove her interest and to make that 15 Bronze downpayment!” Arch asserted with some panic in his voice.

Heidi’s voice became a bit shriller when she added, “A Free Woman can change her mind at any time before signing a service or bond agreement.”

“Baron,” the Sheriff interjected, “this is far too public.  Let’s all go to the inn and you can make judgement.

Lady Lillian sobbed in relief.  “It was stupid to involve a Slaver in this business,” she cried to herself.  “Curse my friends from backing out.  They could have enjoyed the slave play.  This is too humiliating having fellow nobles from Gailan involved.”

“Lets go!” the Baron commanded briskly.  “We’ll follow you to the privacy of her room to see exactly what Lady Forester’s plans are.
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Lillian felt herself half dragged up the stairs to her room, room number three.  She was torn as to what she wanted.  “If I was alone with Arch,” she told herself with need to scratch the itch between her legs, “I’d probably beg the common bastard to sink his manhood in my pussy.  Who knows what he might have demanded in return.  I’m such a stupid, horny bitch!”

Arch pushed her against the wall and tied off the leash to a heavy steel ring bolted into the outer stone wall of the room.  She groaned in appreciation into the gag as his hands eagerly grabbed handfuls of breast meat and squeezed.

“See,” Arch observed at her arched back and clear moan of approval, “she’s slave hot and a naturally randy bitch.  How can you doubt that she wants to experience a few days of slave service.  What normal Free Woman would expose herself as a cocksucker to negotiate such a thing with Slavers?”

Baron Corftey frowned.  “Lady, if I’m wrong, I’ll beg your forgiveness,” he said softly as he approached the woman.  He knelt down and stuck his right hand up under her skirt and snaked it upward to her crotch.  Lillian’s eyes opened wide in panic as her skirt rose up to her waist.

Heidi gasped at the sight of the Lady’s bare pussy.  Izora was amused at the sight and again wondered why a Free Woman would be so stupid as to willingly make deals with a Slaver about her status as a so-called temporary Slave.

The Baron felt the smooth wet flesh of her pubic mound, grinned, and let his fingers quest past her outer labia and into her hot core.

Lillian again arched upward at the penetration and her moans were clearly piteous affirmation of her desire to be sexed.

He pulled his hand free and the skirt fell back down below Lillian’s knees.  It was unnecessary to explain that the woman’s twat was soaked; his fingers were shiny with her cunt juices.

“Bitch is excited,” Arch crowed with a grin.  “She might verbally deny it to her Liege Lord, but her words and actions commit her to a negotiation.  She belongs in our kennels for at least a hand of days.”

“Yes, but it is clear that the Lady has only committed to a negotiation.” the Sheriff declared in a firm voice.  “Arch, you must leave and stand out in the hall while the Baron decides how to proceed.  Go!”

Arch blanched and muttered in some desperation, “Baron Corftey, this will upset Mistress Cassandra.  She will lose much coin with this Lady taken from her stable of cunts.”

“She can’t lose what isn’t hers to start with!  Leave!” the Baron demanded in a harsh tone.  “I’ll deal with the Slave Mistress.  You walk away the richer for getting your cock sucked off in a Noble woman’s face.”  He scowled and added, “When you next see Mistress Cassandra, insist that I don’t want to hear about this in the tavern or in public, else the two of you will feel my whip.”

“This isn’t your Kingdom,” Arch whined and then fled at the look from both the Baron and his Sheriff.

After Arch fled, the Baron turned to Heidi and handed her a skinning knife from his belt.  “Please do the honors and remove the Lady’s clothing.”

“Wwhat, … Baron, … no, … you can’t!” Heidi stuttered back in offended amazement.  “She’s a Lady”

“Dear Heidi, tonight that outburst will earn you some hand spanking on your so very tight ass,” the Baron responded in amusement and not anger.  “Were you so blinded by this depraved situation that you failed to notice the title of the book on the bed?  Or the gear laid out beside it?”

Heidi turned to the bed and gasped.  She turned to Lady Forester and asked in confusion, “Is there any decent explanation why the expensive and custom bondage gear is laid out ready ready for use on your bed along with the deviant book ‘Breaking Your New Reluctant Slavegirl’?  Every one knows that that deviant book is about slave training for a free women.”

Lillian averted her eyes and Heidi knew that it was all true.  The Baron’s trusted Staff Coordinator stepped close and set the curved end of the razor-sharp knife at Lillian’s throat.  Her hand inside the clothing guided the knife downward as it hissed easily through all the layers of her clothes.  In just a few breaths, Lady Forester was laid out naked from her throat to her feet.   Heidi tugged off Lady Forester’s ruined clothing.

“So, Baron Corftey, … you obviously know that your Staff Coordinator has a nice tight ass and she not only knows the flat of your hand on that tight ass but she also recognizes high quality custom bondage gear?”

Heidi gasped at the Sheriff’s damning observation.

“It’s shameful, that Lady’s cunt is indeed bare, like only a slave would dare,” Izora observed in amusement to divert the conversation away from Heidi.  Then, the Huntress colored deep red at the thought that her own twat was equally bare.

The Sheriff looked knowingly at Izora and she felt the humiliation to her core.  “He has seen my just shaved pussy,” she thought and then shivered at the knowledge that the head of his cock had also explored around the slippery denuded flesh of her pubic area before plunging into her private spaces.

Heidi saw the look and laughed.  “Huntress, surely you aren’t embarrassed at the sight of a slave’s pussy, confirming this Lady has deviant thoughts and acted upon them?”

“Hooo!” Lillian howled into her gag in denial of Heidi’s observations.

“Lady, what are you doing with this trash,” the Baron demanded referring to the book outlining how to train a Free Woman to slavery and her extensive collection of expensive and well-used bondage gear.  “Only silly twits have romantic thoughts about slave experiences and being forcibly trained from a reluctant new slave to a love-starved whore seeking a true Master?”

Heidi unbuckled the head harness and massaged Lillian’s jaw.

As soon as she had control of her vocal muscles, Lillian asserted in panic, “Baron Corftey, you don’t understand!  Please, I only came her to dally with two male friends for some safe and private slave play here at the inn.   They backed out and I overreacted after all the work and expense to travel here and stupidly asked Mistress Casandra for help.  As I said, I’ve changed my mind and want this nightmare to end.  Please, … I have hundreds of Gold in the inn’s safe that you can use to stop this.“

“Lady Forester, I am aghast at the thought that your now dead husband might be watching this from the heavens above.  As a fellow noble, I won’t let you publicly besmirch our kingdom and your name just so you can act out your perverted fantasies.  Heidi, gag her again.  Lady Dora, please help Heidi put the naked slut in her complete bondage gear.  Sheriff Doyle, I’ll want a formal slave evaluation done as soon as they get her back on the room’s display chain.”

Lillian fought back in desperation as the two woman began to manhandle her to the bed.  She kicked and fought but was slowly overpowered by the two women.  The Sheriff sat down in a chair and enjoyed the show.

While Lillian was being bound for display, the Baron stepped over to a small chair in front of the room’s secretary desk.  He lifted the desktop and rummaged around for a sheet of blank parchment, a quill, an ink pot, and a small cup of sand.  “Based on what I now know about your need to experience domination as a new slave,” the Baron asserted over the squawks and grunts of Lady Forester as she fought to keep from hanging from the ceiling, “I will draft out a one-week contract of servitude to me with protections that you may not deserve.  The fee for my attention and your training will be two Gold.”

As the Baron wrote, Heidi paused in kneeing Lillian in the back to set the woman’s ornate collar around her neck while Izora snapped cuffs on Lillian’s wrists and ankles.  “My Lord,” Heidi asserted in a concerned voice once Lady Forester was secured, “the two are like peas in a pod, they are never apart.  Where is Lady Corftey, … where is your son?”

The Baron’s look of amusement changed in an instant.  His face frozen in concerned anger, he tore up the draft contract that he’d started writing and turned stony-faced to the naked Lady.

Lillian broke down in tears.  Heidi again yanked out the gag.

“Lady Forester, you will answer that question now and truthfully,” the Baron demanded in a furious tone, “or I swear that I will flay the flesh off your living body and have you publicly impaled to get to the full truth.”

Lillian sobbed and immediately confessed everything.  She added that they’d previously set up the same arrangement at her estate with her Stable Master acting the role of the Slave Training Master while he ‘trained’ both of them as pleasure slaves and used them in every location within the estate.”

“Guardsmen, get the key off the table and go see if my wife is in her room next door.  If so, find out my son’s status.”

The guards thundered out of the room.

Baron Corftey turned to the Sheriff.  “Based on her testimony, I want a warrant of arrest issued for the Forester Estate’s Stable Master.  Since he bedded my own wife, I want you to petition the Magistrate for a sentence of castration and life-long enslavement.”

Heidi looked to the distraught Lady Forester and nodded in agreement to the sentence.  “Baron, the Lady is fully compliment in perverting your wife into adultery, bondage, and slave play.”

The Baron nodded grimly in agreement.

“Hooo!” Lady Forester shouted into her gag.

From the hallway, Arch leaned into the room and hesitantly offered, “My Lord, earlier today there were two new naked hooded slaves in the Slave Kennel cells downstairs.  One was a woman and the other a young man.  The woman wore bondage gear exactly like the Lady here has on her bed.”

Deep anger showed on his face in place of his previous concern for his wife and son.  The Baron spoke up after a short silence.  “Men, escort this man down to the cells to see if the woman and young man he described were my wife and son.”  He watched sadly as they left.  The Baron sighed at the thought of what his wife and Lady Forester had planned.  Aloud, he declared to the room, “My Lady, you have assisted in perverting my Gods-granted relationship with my wife and helped her to commit unfaithful acts.”

He paused in exasperated weariness.  “I’m drafting a new contract that you will sign or I’ll fulfill my previous vow to have you impaled outside this very inn.  You are agreeing to pay me, Baron Corftey, your Liege Lord, all of the money and possessions you have brought to the Kingdom of Ordimir.  In exchange, I will be responsible for training you according to the guide book ‘Breaking Your New Reluctant Slavegirl’ for a period of time until I determine that you have met the full training requirements and standards of that book.  Do you understand?”

“My Lord, … no, … that contract is far too open ended.”

“No!” he replied, “it is just and intentionally open-ended.  The contract will also detail how during your training that your estate, coins, and possessions in my kingdom become mine, … and that includes severance of all human rights and your reversion to permanent chattel slavery.”  He looked at the naked woman and added, “Perhaps now you’ll realize how open ended this contract is.  You’ll never again take a single breath as a Free Woman.”

The Baron turned to Heidi, “Take charge of her conversion!  Draft out the contract as I’ve described.  Dora, help get this stupid bitch to sign the contract by any means possible.  Then, hang her by her wrists and use her own short carriage whip on her until every bit of her whoring flesh is covered in welts.”

Realm of Ivarren, The Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern Slave Kennels

“The Kennels are empty!” Sheriff Doyle explained sadly to his friend.

The Sheriff and his Baron looked to Arch.

“By the merciless Gods!” Arch cursed.  “Mistress Cassandra’s workers may have returned here to empty the Kennels of all our stock.  As you know, there’s a desperate shortage of slave girls to entertain all the assembled men.”

“Where might they be?” the Baron demanded in full anger.

“Depending on a quick assessment of their value as slave flesh, … they might be servicing clients in the tavern upstairs, out in the alleyways around the inn, or put to work in any of the ten Pleasure Tents.”

“Men, gather help!” he shouted.  “I want them found immediately.

“Baron!” Izora spoke in a calm tone, “You will need to stay in your wife’s room upstairs so we know where to find you when we have news of your wife and son.”

“She’s correct, Baron,” his main bodyguard asserted in a calm voice.  Let us do the searching.”

Realm of Ivarren, The Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern Slave Kennels, Hours Earlier that Day

[image: ]Baroness Eleanor Corftey, wife of Baron Bernard Corftey of Corftey Castle, had knelt weeping and helpless in the dank, dark, and miserable cell under The Dancing Bull Inn and Tavern.  A kennel worker had come by earlier and removed her hood and gag.  When she cried out for release as she was truly a Free Woman and a Baroness, he’d wordlessly dragged her naked out of the cell, draped her bound form over a whipping horse, and flogged her to near unconsciousness.  The lesson from that instant correction, … simply that slaves are to keep silent unless asked specific questions or to let their Master or Mistress know they understood an owner’s commands.

Her hair had been poorly cut short Magically by Izora to slave girl length and filthy tendrils of her hair poked out in all directions.  Even discounting her disheveled filth and her nakedness, nobody would ever assume she was a Free Woman, … let alone a Noble Lady.  She glanced to her son’s cell and noted that he was smart enough to stay silent and hadn’t been whipped.  Eleanor, with her recent adultness experiences with men still preferred pleasure with other females.  Even so, she couldn’t help but notice with some appreciation his lean, androgynous form.

“A female kennel attendant dragged him out of his cell without much resistance on his part.  Then, she sat him on a stool.  She brushed his hair and sponged his body clean,” Eleanor remembered.”  She had stared aghast at the final product as he was moved from the stool and his Slave Collar was clipped to a post in the middle of the room.  “His haircut was so cute,” she had observed first with a bit of admiration and then with a rising wave of concern.  “They put makeup on his face?” she wondered with fear for his future in this horrid place.  Why is his face so beautiful?”

[image: ]When he turned toward his mother with a blank look on his face, she couldn’t hold back a short cry of terror.  “His cock and balls have shrunk.  Is it because of fear?”  Her look went upward and focused at the puffy cones of his areola and his fully aroused-looking nipples protruding from full B-cup breasts.  “By the Gods of Terror and Foul Punishment,” she cried inwardly, “he looks like a teen girl just coming into womanhood.”  When he turned again, the sight of her largest butt plug in his ass unhinged her.

“Nooo!” was her shrill cry of deepest horror.

Next, it was her turn for bathing and preparation, … after she received a second sound whipping for once again disturbing the kennel with her wails of refusal to accept her son’s status.

After her second whipping, she was moved to the same stool used by her son.  During her own sponge bath and brushing of hair, she watched a male guard come down and unclip her son’s collar from the display post.  Unable to protest his treatment or say anything least she earn another, even harsher, punishment, she could only watch helplessly as her son was forced to his knees.

The guard casually unbuttoned his pants and let them fall to his ankles.  His unwashed cock emerged stiffening in lust at the son’s feminine form and female-looking face.

After witnessing his mother’s harsh whippings, her son meekly opened his mouth and fought his gag reflex as the now fully engorged cock was pushed past his teeth.  Gluck, … gluck, gluck were the liquid sounds of his mouth rape.  His eyes watered and drool pulsed out of his mouth with each inward plunge of the fat, musky smelling dick.

Baroness Eleanor Corftey, could only watch in helpless horror as her son was used like a pleasure toy for the enjoyment of deviant men.

“You made his makeup run!” the attendant hissed as the guard buttoned up his pants before turning away unconcerned about the attendant’s complaints.

A mix of creamy jizm and thick drool ran down the boy’s face.  He leaned forward and vomited on the filthy stone floor.

“Be sure he goes into the tent with the other girly boys, … Pleasure Tent Number Nine,” the guard ordered over his shoulder as he was leaving the Slave Kennel.  “Tell them his name is Mari, a real girly boy.  She’ll be plenty popular.  I can’t wait to pull that butt plug out and break in that tight, virgin ass.”

Realm of Ivarren, The Tent City, Pleasure Tent Number Six, Present Time

The former Baroness knelt on her hands and knees sobbing on a cum-soaked mattress in Pleasure Tent Number Six.  A beast of a man, a guard in her own husband’s household, rammed his considerable girth repeatedly and with passion into her squelching twat that had already accepted the seed of a dozen paying customers.

He didn’t recognize her as his Liege’s Baroness.  Her identity was safely hidden by the short hair of a slave atop a naked, lushly alluring form, … the overly made up face of a paid-for whore,  … the fresh blackened flesh of a new slave brand on her right haunch of a Dancing Bull - the sign of a bitch registered by, or owned by, the inn - and the cum streaked mattress below her hands and knees.  All those things confirmed her status of whore.

The guardsman’s hands strongly held fast onto her fat breasts, using them as handgrips to help in his powerful forward hip thrusts that slowly rocked her body up the mattress inch-by-inch toward the wall of the tent.  Her entire body shook from his fierce use of her sex. The lush flesh of her ass rippled with each of his brutally hard thrusts and her tits rocked forward and back.  Her frequent howls of pleasure and satisfaction told the onlookers that she enjoyed being used as a whore despite her briefly babbled nonsense that she was really a Free Woman, a Lady.

“What nonsense,” the King’s retainer guarding the entrance to the Pleasure Tent had proclaimed at her impossible claim before he whipped her again for speaking such lies.  When she first arrived in the Pleasure Tent, the guard leading the short slave coffle had passed on that the Bond Slave had already been whipped twice in the kennel just before she was branded.  As a result, there was no mercy for the former Baroness as she was soundly whipped for the third time that day.

As the erotic tales in the book ‘Breaking Your New Reluctant Slavegirl’ described to her, Eleanor was now a very reluctant slave and was learning the hard way that her needs and desires meant nothing to her new owners.  While not a willing participant, she was already broken and had already learned to act visibly aroused when getting shafted in any of her three coin-earning pleasure holes.

Despite herself, as rape followed rape, more of her faked cries of orgasmic release were becoming real.  The reluctant slave was being forced to take pleasure wherever she could find it.  Later, she would weep in horror at the impossibility of enjoying some of her rapes.  “It wasn’t supposed to be this way,” she told herself over and over.


Chapter 11:  A Brief Family Reunion
Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Stonehaven City, the Dancing Bull Inn
“Baron,” one of his guardsmen spoke with sorrow after knocking on the inn’s room rented by his wife, “we’ve found your wife and son.  Sadly, both were taken directly to the Pleasure Tents from the Slave Kennels and have been put to harsh use since.  The inn’s staff thought they were brought in to augment the local shortage of cunt.  They’ve each been servicing paying customers for some hours.  She is in Pleasure Tent Six with the common whores and he is in Pleasure Tent Nine as one of three girly boys.”
When the Baron walked into Pleasure Tent six, the former Baroness was lying on her back on a filthy, cum-soaked mattress.  The man mounting her had lifted her ankles up to her shoulders and handed them to another client.  With her ankles locked high over her head her waist was pulled upward, exposing both her well-used pussy and her red, gaping ass hole.
[image: ]Baron Bernard Corftey barely recognized the pitiful creature mewling with a clear level of resignation to her fate as his wife Baroness Eleanor Corftey.  Her breathing was strained as her ass was being viciously drilled by a filthy young man wearing the rough homespun clothing of a common laborer.  His pants had been pulled down around his ankles and his boots punched into the grass floor of the tent to support his rapid fucking thrusts into her ass.
“She just orgasmed,” the man holding her ankles declared.  “I thought this bitch was new to the collar.”
“My dick in her ass can feel her cunt and belly spasming around it,” the man pumping his jizm in her rectum announced.  “Tell everyone, this bitch is tight and hot as any Gods-Celebrated Whore!”  With a gasp, he pulled out and staggered away.
He half crawled around to take the place of his friend holding her cunt and ass up for easy use.
The Baron bravely walked over and closely observed the myriads of slash marks on her body.  “She’s been well beaten,” he observed dispassionately, “and ridden hard.”  He’d already decided that the woman was proven to be an adultness and no longer worthy of being his wife.  The additional proof that she’d been unwilling to accept her current role and beaten into a mere sexual receptacles for satisfying paying customers meant nothing to the Baron.
The next customer jumped on Eleanor and, without foreplay, began raping plunges of his very thick cock into her flooded pussy which made squelching sounds from all the jizm already pulsed into her holes as evidenced by the thick white drool seeping out of both her ass and cunt.  White frothy foam bubbled out of her cunt.
“By all that’s holy,” Heidi Staff Coordinator whispered.  Her looks of evaluation had already confirmed male jizm on Eleanor’s face, on her breasts, and in her hair in addition to that dribbling out of her two lower money-making holes.  “She’s been seeded, … taken around the world, … by dozens of paying customers,” she added in a whisper that only the Baron could hear.  Inwardly, she cringed at the awful and unrecoverable fall of Eleanor.  “She was hardly my fan,” she told herself.  “She was constantly looking for proof that I was trying to seduce her husband and here she was the one that was a cheating adultness and a willing bondage slut.”
Like the scores of men that had dumped cum in and on the new Bond Slave, the man currently enjoying the use of her still tight twat didn’t recognize her as a Lady let alone a Baroness.  He only cared that his single work token had been accepted in exchange for pussy and that a Bond Slave Collared bitch wearing the fresh brand of ownership by the Dancing Bull meant he could fuck her at will, without any remorse.  As the laborer told his wife on more than one occasion when she acted out: ‘A slave is not below that of our livestock in status, but that slave isn’t above the status of our livestock.  Wife, lest you want to wear the collar of something akin to livestock, and feel the lash of a training whip, … then wife, you need to strive to be the best whore ever to spread her legs in my bed.’
It was all overwhelming.  Heidi stood shocked and overcome, unable to move, holding the Baron’s forearm with a crushing grip. “Oh, my poor Baron,” she whispered.  “This is indeed a foul road that she’s taken.  How can you possibly decide how to proceed?”
“Huntress Dora knowns about whoring our her slaves since she already has a whore earning its keep in Woodhurst,” the Baron decided silently.  “Heidi, prepare a petition to the local Magistrate requesting conversion of Baroness Eleanor Corftey to be my chattel property.  Cite in general terms her history of adultery.  Then, help all of us involved in this horrid event to write and sign dispositions of fact and attach those to the petition.”  He paused to mull over his thoughts.  “Then, I’ll need a lease agreement with the Huntress for the cheating bitch.  Let this faithless slut continue to earn coin for her new temporary owner for a few moon cycles.  She’ll continue to wear this expensive Slave Collar purchased with mine own monies.”
“Baron,” Heidi whispered softly, “as you are the injured party, I should also provide the Magistrate with a copy of the widow Forester’s contract.  As an accessory to this travesty, perhaps she should join your wife in their new careers as tavern sluts and whores?”
“Yes, good point, dear Heidi, I want you to write up another contract showing temporary ownership of that slut by the Lady Huntress also for periods of moon cycles.  Be sure to show the details as to why I’m the injured party.  That should quell any thoughts among the nobility or commoners that I illegally enslaved the former Lady Forester or my former wife.”
[image: ]“I’m so sorry,” Heidi repeated, “But, if Eleanor is to be Slave Ell, … then perhaps Lillian should be Slave Lil.  And, … to distance them from your Barony, they should each wear the brand of the Dancing Bull.”  Then she kissed his cheek tenderly and led him out of the tent.  Her heart was broken at the thought of what her one time lover would find in Pleasure Tent Number Nine.  As they walked along the line of Pleasure Tents, the sounds of sex, of whippings, and other depravity soured Heidi’s mood even more.  A surprisingly long line of men were lined up outside the tent of their destination, awaiting their turn to pay the toll-keeper sitting at his desk.  Unlike the other tents which only had guards within the tents, there were also two on-duty Guardsmen standing beside the toll-keeper to keep order outside.
“Baron!” Heidi asserted when they reached the tent and she pushed a firm hand against his chest to stop him.  “You will stay out of this tent!  Guards, by all the Faithless Unforgiving Gods, keep your Leige Lord out of this tent!”
The Baron’s face became mottled red with rage.  Then, at just that moment, a shrill falsetto man’s voice screeched out in a cry easily heard outside the tent.  “Fuck!  Fuck me harder!”
Heidi clearly recognized the high voice of the Baron’s son.
Another much deeper voice declared, “Nothing like plowing the tight ass of a young beardless girly boy.  Mari, bitch, cry out like a pig while I plunder your hole!”
“Eeeiii!” the falsetto voice of Mari, previously son of Baron and Baroness Corftey cried.
Baron Bernard Corftey hung his head at the shame being heaped upon his family.  “I should probably whip you for such insolence,” he whispered to Heidi.  “But, … I have no wish to see something that I can never flush from my mind.  Go see and if necessary, tell me if my son should join Slave El in leased servitude to Huntress Dora Rowlands.
After identifying herself, Heidi walked into the tent followed by one of the guards for her own protection.  Lastly, Mage Izora crept in last of all, interested in the fate of the boy that she’d collared back at the inn.
The Baron’s son was currently being spit-roasted by what looked like a pair of burly, hairy, bearded identical brothers with their coveralls discarded on the floor.  “Sheep fucking idiots,” the guard that accompanied Heidi spoke into her ear at the sight of the bottomless, boot wearing boys driving hideously large cocks into the young boy’s holes with thick veins and a girth Heidi would never let near her beloved kitty.  Mari, the newly named girly boy squirmed and flexed like an accordion from the synchronized, simultaneous thrusts into his throat at one end and deep into his rectum at the other.
Grunts of both pain and pleasure escaped around the fat cock in his mouth.  He was beyond complaint and half-willingly accepted his fate.
“If for some reason that you’re here to get the boy,” the tent guard warned Heidi, “forget it.  Slave Mistress Cassandra has already declared that sweet thing as the second biggest money maker among the ten Pleasure Tents.  She herself told me that only the two identical big-titted Mage Slaves in Tent Five are raking in more coin.”
“He looks to be content?” Heidi asked.
The tent guard snorted.  “Not content about getting his ass reamed the first hour or so.  But, that boy took to cocksucking like it was what he was born for.  He surely prefers swallowing cock and cum on his knees than bending over to take fat relentless dicks in his tightest hole.”
Heidi took a final look at the boy getting spit-roasted, turned, and walked out of the tent.  She waved the two household guards back to where they couldn’t hear what she was about to say.  “It’s bad Baron, … really bad.  No way do you want to go into that tent.”
He turned toward her with a haunted look in his eyes.  With an intense look directly into her eyes he asked, “The other night, … were you angry at me, … when I basically forced myself upon you?  I worry that I took you against your will and treated you harshly?  There is no real excuse; but, too much wine after the pressure of this campaign and my worries about my lady wife’s changed attitude, … well, it was not my intent to make you my doxie.”
Heidi’s eyes softened at his question.  “Baron, … yes, … it was so very unexpected, … but glorious, … oh so glorious.  To my shame, … if not for your Lady Wife, I would have pleaded for more.  Even so, my plan tonight had been to sneak into your tent like some witless tavern slut wearing that outfit of Dora’s that Sheriff Doyle found so titivating.”
The Baron appraised his most valuable and trusted staff member in a new light.  “Dear Heidi, coming from a respectable but common background you’ve deservedly been raised to the highest possible position in my service without attaining noble status, … something that I cannot do for you.” 
She looked briefly to the side where the beautiful blonde Lady Huntress Dora stood silently watching them.   “She’s not noble born,” she told herself with a hint of jealousy.  “But, she achieved a valorous status recognized by King Ordimir for bravely capturing enemy Magic users, … something that I can never do.”
She turned back to the Baron and lightly stroked his cheek.   “I know that, my Baron.   Would that I were noble born, I would dream of being wife or mistress to one such as you.  That leaves me only the possibility of concubine, beddable bond servant, or forever sex slave.”
A cloud of anguish swept quickly across the Baron’s face.  “The fallout from my wife and son’s disgrace this day will keep much scrutiny on my next actions with wife, mistress, or concubine.  Whichever route my love interests go, … I’ll be accused of setting up the enslavement of wife and son to get either of those in my bed.  Else, Heidi, I would pursue your interest in being my official concubine.”
Heidi put an arm around the distraught noble and pulled her body in full contact against his.  Her breasts pushed into his side and her groin ground against his hip.  “After this Gods Cursed Day, I’m accepting of being taken hard tonight, of not having any say or control in how I’m used.”  She paused and blushed.  “It will do you good to take out your anger and frustration on my helpless, but appreciative, form.  Imagine your public image among your men if you use bondage cord on my wrists in front of them just outside this tent.  Then, you can drag me back to your tent like a combat prize, all the while with me acting fearful of being ravished by a merciless captor.  I can protest all the way.  Maybe you’ll need to gag me?”
The words brought almost instant swelling between his legs.  “Yes,” he said with a wide grin as his hand reached down to grip her tight ass in full sight of the onlookers, “you are right, perhaps I should gag you and then your cries for mercy won’t be heard while my hand spanks your insolent ass for your insubordination,” the Baron added.
“Hmmm, … you mean my bare ass, my Baron?” 






End of Book II
Continued in:
Book III: War of Two Slave Worlds – A Slave Empire Story
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