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Chapter One

Stocking Up

I chose to ride into Ranegor early in the morning, when the marketplace was just getting revved up. At the gates the guards ran a series of wards over me, looking for signs that I was carrying spells of mass destruction and other illegal magics.

As it happened, I had a full complement of both, which were safely magicked away into a pocket dimension nestled in the center of the enormous blingy gem I wore around my neck. All the guards found were the usual defensive wards, perfectly acceptable in magic-raddled Callipygia. All my detectable magics showed that I was a merchant making his way from one city to the next, and I passed easily into the gates.

Ranegor was a riotous maze of color, streets twisting this way and that, walls painted in bright colors with magical wards painted on them, magical symbols and signs, phrases in Illyrian script so ancient that I couldn't read some of them, and the occasional depiction of a naked slavegirl doing the things naked slavegirls do. It was an easy city to get lost in, and a fun city to get lost in, too.

I made my way to the financial district and found a banker mage who was not already busy with a client. She was sitting at a table, drinking a steaming hot cup of coffee and watching the traffic bustle by. She was young and pretty, her hair cropped close to her head except in the back where it hung in long black braids. She was a Sunderbani by the look of her.

“Good morning, mer banker,” I said. “My name is Crom Agnon, you can call me Crom,” I said.

“Good to meet you Ser Crom,” said the banker. “I am Skinrishka Diamon, you can call me Skin,” said the banker.

“I would like to present my credentials and open a line of credit, if possible,” I said.

“I am a full service banker,” Skin said with a smile.

I reached into my jewel's pocket dimension and magicked out a small blue crystal, which I handed to Skin.

She took it and stared into it, using it to establish telepathic contact with the familiar of my banker, Ser Carruana of Aquibonya.

“How much of a line of credit were you looking for?” Skin asked.

“I was thinking two hundred Callipygian gold for starters,” I said. “I will ask for more if I need it.”

Skin concentrated at the diamond again to discover if I could cover 200 Callipygian gold, and managed to keep her brows south of her hairline when she got a glimpse of the balance in my working account.

I was a much more successful merchant that I appeared to be.

“The rate is two percent, Ser Crom,” said Skin. “Would that be acceptable?”

Given that in some cities I had been charged five percent for routine transactions like these, it was very acceptable.

“That will be fine,” I said. “Also, could you recommend to me a good tavern or inn hereabouts, some place modest but nice? I do not wish to advertise my presence. Also, it should have ample slave kennels. Or at least be near a public slave kennel.”

“Certainly, Ser,” Skin said, smiling. It was more business for her, since her recommendation would earn her a small kickback from the tavern. “The Immoral Immortal Tavern has excellent food, drink and amenities and is next door to th`e Immortal Gardens kennels, and charges very modest prices for their services.”

“Sounds excellent,” I said, and got directions to the Immoral Immortal Tavern from Skin, and headed out.

“If you need other services, just contact me via this stone,” Skin said, handing me a jade green gem.

“Thanks, I will,” I said. I had many such gems -- bankers were always glad to be of help to people who could pay their fees and not even notice the fees.

I made my way next to the slave markets of Ranegor, passing by the Immortal This and the Immortal That, all the businesses playing up the peculiar magical property that some of the slavegirls of Ranegor and many other Callipygean cities were famous for.

Most slavegirl sales were held in the evenings when men were more likely to be liquored up and foolish, that was just good marketing. But most slave kennels would let qualified buyers (that is, anyone with money) in early to inspect the merchandise prior to the sale. The fat line of credit I had with Skin Diamon opened every door for me, I found. As it should have.

I was offered coffee and ale and wine but at the hour, I stuck with the coffee. Drunk merchants were typically not successful merchants, no matter what the stories claimed.

I pulled out a notepad and stylus from my pocket and made notes as I walked around the kennels. I was looking for a particular type of girl, one that would sell well at my destination.

After a couple of hours of looking I felt I had enough prospects that I could fill out my roster even if I lost a few to more motivated bidders, so I headed over to the tavern and had some stew, bread and ale.

“Master, please remember you can fuck me for the price of the ale,” said my waitress, a slim young Trafladamoran wench with a merry smile and huge, luminous eyes.

“I will definitely keep that in mind,” I said, “but I am in town to pick up an Immortal Slavegirl or three.”

“Ah,” she said, clearly unhappy at that news. “You should consider a human slavegirl, Master … we are much less demanding, and much less dangerous.”

“You are undoubtedly correct,” I said. “But it is Immortals for me at this time.”

“As you wish, Master,” she said, smiling. Working as a tavern slut so near the slave kennels got a girl accustomed to rejection, I supposed.

I got into a game of seven card Raffo shortly thereafter and managed to stay close to breaking even, though a couple of the players at the table were clearly sharks intent on ripping my shirt off if they could manage it. There was a powerful magic warding spell to keep the players from using magic to cheat, but magic was not the only form of gaining an advantage in a card game, and I saw most of them at play, but as I was not playing to make money, but merely to pass the time and do some gossiping, I was difficult to cheat. The best victims for card sharks were those desperate to win, and I wasn't.

What I wanted to do was hear the gossip.

“So how are the markets going in Ranegor lately?” I asked.

“Slave markets are going full blast,” said Ser Ostrum, a guard at the market who worked nights when things were crowded and thieves were about. “The spring birthing of Immortal sluts was very good eighteen years ago, so there is plenty of stock, and there have been no wars among our neighbors of late, so there are plenty of buyers for slavegirls of every type.”

“Prosperity begats prosperity,” I observed blandly.

“Yes, indeed, gather it in when we may, because I hear the generals in Pentatrados are looking hard at Aquibonya after their attack on the barbarians north of the Volker went south,” observed Ser Farvoli.

“They'd better look harder,” I said. “Ever since Dirk became king, everyone that sends troops Aquibonya's way ends up becoming an Aquibonian province.”

“Yes, a good military leader, and he has sense enough not to invade others who don't invade him,” said Ostrum. “But it doesn't really make a difference who wins if Pentatrados invades Aquibonya -- the slave markets will be glutted either way.”

“Aye,” I agreed. It was what I had hoped to hear. The slave markets were not glutted this year.

After the game I went up to my room and did some scrying, pulling jewels out of my pocket universe and checking in with various mages of my acquaintance. I was an honorary mage -- I did not subscribe to any school of magic or belief system, but I'd use magic often and long enough that I was recognized as an adept by those who were. Plus, there was my special skill. Gossiping was an important part of a mage's duties. A lot of foretelling the future, it turns out, was knowing what was happening in the next town over before anyone else did.

Gossip was interesting but not particularly useful, and I headed out in the early evening to the kennels.

The girls had been sleepy and quiet when I looked them over that morning, but now they were in full sales mode.

“Buy me, Master!” they cried. “Buy me! I will make you happy in any way you like.” They reached out through the bars of their cages to caress us. (Grasping us, of course, would have been presumptuous -- no slave has the right to command the attention or hinder the progress of the free.)

It was very pleasant to hear such things said by sweet voices and to look at the naked bodies of the girls who made such promises.

I laughed and smiled at the girls, slapping an ass here and there, squeezing a tit, eliciting happy squeals from the Immortal sluts in their cages. The human slavegirls tried to act happy like the Immortal sluts, but being human, they weren't as happy, and couldn't fake it.

Well, most of them. There were some very merry human slavegirls in with the rest.

At auction time I went to the platform at which the Immortal slavegirls were being sold. A peek at my line of credit from Mer Diamon got me a seat up front and a complementary mug of ale. I could have stood in the back, but I like to be up front and watch the girls react as they are sold.

It wasn't as critical with Immortal sluts, as they are part succubi, and that part of their nature is fixed. But I still liked to do it.

The first Immortal slut was led up to the stage, her hands cuffed behind her back, a leash attached to her collar. The slaver ordered her to assume the various slave display positions, and she did so, moving gracefully and sensuously. She was a redhead with dusky olive skin and golden yellow eyes. Her ears were long and pointy, otherwise she fit the standard human body plan very nicely. No tail, which was surprisingly a drawback. The girls with tails sold very well to Mistresses, for very predictable reasons.

Soon one of my prospects came up for auction, a slightly heavy-set blond named Marichal. She displayed herself very nicely and responded easily and naturally to the slaver's caresses, and the slaver's whip. The bidding started at fifty copper, but quickly moved to two silver, then more slowly to ten silver. Then it climbed to thirty silver, more slowly as the bidders tried too feel out where the top of everyone's purse was.

The slaver kept working poor Marichal the whole time, fondling her, caressing her, making her display herself crudely for the audience, anything to keep the bidding hot. The poor girl was sweating and moaning onstage, her ample breasts bouncing as she squirmed in the slaver's iron embrace. By the time I'd bought her for 52 silver, I was pretty sure she'd spent her sex several times. She was led off the stage, shaking and quivering, her face and breast and pussy flushed, a used slut.

Immortal Succubi were very easily aroused, thanks be to the gods or demons who made them.

Two more succubi I wasn't interested in were auctioned, also quite lively auctions, and great fun to watch as I sipped my ale. It was a lot more fun as a spectator, as you didn't have to pay attention to the bidding.

Then Ngami, a redhead with coppery gold skin and an amply curved body was auctioned, another one on my roster. She had huge green eyes that soon blazed with passion as the slaver put her through her paces. Bidding for her hit fifty silver and then just kept going. By the time I had bought her, I had to offer one gold and two silver. She was an expensive one.

As the evening went on, the bidding settled into a predictable pattern. Girls were going for between 50 silver and 1 gold, with the average being about 75 silver, varying greatly according to the appearance and the perceived hotness of the girls.

I was happy with the roster I had purchased, a dozen Immortals, each of whom who would fetch a very good price in a certain remote market in Aquibonya.

I knew there were going to be some large trade caravans leaving for Aquibonya from the markets soon, but I planned to beat them. Caravans were very safe, but very slow, and he who gets there firstest, gets the mostest.

I went to the holding cell where my purchases were being kept and paid off the slaver there, inspecting their papers carefully, most especially the one certifying that they had received their Vitamin D for the day.

There was also a paper I had to sign that spelled out the dangers that not giving an Immortal slut her vitamin D could create, that I had to sign and date. I signed without a qualm -- I had all that planned.

Formalities handled, I walked into the cage where my new property waited. The girls immediately bowed deep before me, butts in the air, heads to the floor, arms extended. They knew who they belonged to.

“Coffle up, girls, reverse height order, let's go,” I ordered, and the girls dutifully lined up with the shortest in front and the tallest in back. It took them a few moments, as they were new to one another.

“Cuffs behind,” I ordered, and the girls all placed their hands behind their backs and I went to each one and snapped her cuff links together, then attached the leash dangling from each girl's collar to the cuffs of the girl in front of her, so that none could escape.

It was doubtful any would even try, they were half succubi and they had a Master to feed on, and succubi were fine with sharing, as long as they got what they needed. But they were also half human, and they had human hearts, and the Gods know a human woman's heart could make her do all sorts of strange things, half succubi or not.

Plus, they loved being secured in their slavish succubi way. That's why I walked down the line and popped the ball that dangled from each girl's collar into her mouth. If there was anything a slavegirl loved better than talking, it was being silenced by a gag, or even better, a cock.

“I am Corm, your new owner and Master,” I said. “You may address me as “Master” or “Master Corm.” You will find I am a relaxed and easygoing Master, but I do expect obedience, and hope for joy.”

Then I took the lead girl's leash and headed her out of the auction tent, where girls were still being sold.

The space around the tent was packed with naked whores. Not everybody was going to be successful in their bidding, and they were all going spend the evening watching girls being put through their paces. The whores did good business relieving such Masters and Mistresses of the urges such displays created.

The whores did not bother to entice me, as I had quite a string of sluts on my chain. Masters who had just bought women outright were never interested in rentals.

I took the girls to the Immortal Gardens and had them caged in a kennel cage I had already paid for. When you can conduct business in the slow part of the day you should do so, it saved a lot of waiting and generally got you better goods and services.

I stepped into the cage with the girls. “Display,” I ordered, and they all stood with their hands behind their backs, their heads raised slightly, their breasts and butts slightly outthrust. I looked them over carefully. They were all beautiful, it was the succubus blood at work.

I stopped in front of Marichal.

“At ease, girls,” I said, “except you, Marichal. Serve me with your lips, beast.”

”Yes, Master,” Marichal said, a big smile on her face. I had picked her! She knelt before me and unbuckled my belt and pulled my trousers down just enough to let my cock pop out.

“Hands behind, slut,” I ordered. She immediately clasped her hands behind her back and then leaned forward and sucked my cock into her mouth. She worked my cock artfully with her tongue, looking up at me adoringly the whole time, while the other sluts looked on with undisguised lust and envy. Succubi liked nothing better than sex, most especially slavish sex, though they'd enjoy any other kind.

It had been a long time since I'd lain with a woman, having brought no companion with me on the ride to Ranegor.

Very soon my cock was rock hard and I seized Marichal by the hair and worked my cock in and out of her mouth, fucking her face.

She took it all in, eyes still adoring as I rammed her throat repeatedly, knowing that succubi had no gag reflex and that they found being fucked in the mouth or the ass just as good as being fucked in the pussy.

It was easy to see how human slavegirls had a rough row to hoe in trying to compete with them.

When the urge to cum came upon me, I did not suppress it. Margaritha had had her vitamin D, this was strictly for me. I came in her mouth, pushing her face hard into my crotch, enjoying the way she moaned and squirmed in my grasp as I came in her throat, while all the other Immortals watched intensely, their eyes glowing. She was sharing her pleasure with her sisters, and that was all right.

As I came, the lambent green traceries of witch fire glowed over every part of my body, and I felt a surge of energy and power wash through me. I closed my eyes and savored it as Marichal sucked all my cum down.

When the sensations departed I magicked a mirror out of my pocket universe and stared at myself, or rather myself as I had been when I was 26 years old.

This was what the Immortal sluts were really known for, the thing that made them famous and sought after all over the world. If you were over 26 years old and you fucked an Immortal slut, your body reverted to its condition when you were 26, young, healthy and strong.

In distant lands Immortal sluts were worth a king's ransom, so much so that any mere trader who tried to take them there was taking his life in his hands. Many would be willing to shed his blood to get their hands on immortal life.

Here in Ranegor, they were cheap. Every farmboy got one as a gift once he they turned 18, to keep them from knocking up the free girls before marrying them. Supply and demand was never more blatantly demonstrated. Immortal slavegirls gave birth readily and often, and their children were alway female and they were always half succubi, and they were always Immortal. The magic half of their genes demanded it.

I tousled Marichal's hair and said, “Good girl,” as I stepped back and put my cock back in my trousers. “Now you and the rest get some sleep. Busy day tomorrow.”

“Yes, Master,” came a chorus of sweet, soft voices.

I set some wards around the girl's cage to protect them from theft and harm, then went back to my room and fell into my bed and slept the sleep of the deeply satisfied, after setting my own wards of course.


Chapter Two

The Vanyita Trail

I woke up feeling unusually refreshed and rejuvenated. All the pains and creaks in my joints that I had grown accustomed to feeling in the morning were gone. I had not much noticed them originally, but over the years they had crept into my body. Now that they were gone. It was as if a field of crickets had gone silent -- and good riddance, as far as I was concerned.

I went to the cages and hauled the girls out to the tavern and had them fed some bread, stew and ale, expensive food for slavegirls, but I wanted them fed and ready to go and also to have nutrients in them that would let them go for hours. Slave gruel sometimes was a cheap thing, full of grains and not much else. I wanted meat and vegetables in there with the grains.

Then we made the rounds of the supply stores, buying food and water and whatnot for the journey ahead of us. I did not tell them or anyone where we were going, of course. It wouldn't have been hard to guess where a merchant with a supply of Immortal sluts was headed, but I preferred to let people guess.

When we were properly supplied, all the girls groaning beneath the packs I had put upon them (I carried nothing, I had to have my hands free in case we were attacked, of course) I headed us out of the east gate of Ranegor.

One of the guards, stopped me. Like all the other men in Ranegor, he appeared to be about 26. But his eyes were old and wise.

“Ser, I can see you are young and strong,” he said, “and I am sure valorous in battle and capable of making a woman happy in bed. But with just one of you and twelve of them, you will surely die before the dawn, even if the thieves and brigands that infest the woods don't get you.”

I smiled at him. “Your concern on my behalf is understood, and appreciated, Ser,” I said. “I have friends just an hour or two outside the gates who will accompany me. I am not as foolish, or as young, as I look.”

I was lying my ass off, but it was for the greater good. Well, my greater good.

The guard nodded. “I am happy to hear that, Ser. The gods grant you a swift and safe journey.”

I led the girls out into the Vanyita trail, which led to another city in Callipygia, which was on the way to Aquibonya. Caravans that picked up Immortal sluts in Vanyita had a considerable head start on those from Aquibonya, but Vanyita was close enough to the Aquibonyan border that prices for Immortal sluts there stayed relatively high.

Much of Callipygia is covered by dense forest, ranging from tropics in the south to temperate forest in the north. And the forests are full of fairies, demons and supernatural entities some of them so rare that they don't even have names. Caravan moving through them always bring at least one good mage, and sometimes several.

I marched in, whistling. I knew how to survive in these woods.

The girls held up well as we walked through the trails. Being succubi, they were not frightened of the supernatural. It was their element. Plus, their human selves were hardy farm girls. They were not easily frightened, or tired. Their firm legs ate the miles as easily as mine did.

And let me tell you, a 26-year-old body moves through the woods a lot more easily than a body that was approaching 40.

After a few hours I called for a break when we reached the Santahalee, a tributary of the great Morrisia River. There was an open spot near the water and we had some bread and cheese there.

The slaves knew better than to bother me with questions, but I could tell they were concerned at being led into the woods by just one human. It was widely considered a formula for disaster.

“Girls, I know some of you may be concerned that I have no escorts or guards or mages along,” I said. ”Do not worry. I am well aware of the dangers, and have taken precautions and will take precautions to keep myself and yourselves safe. I guarantee you, when you go to bed this evening you will sleep the sleep of the very relaxed, because all of your questions will have been answered. Until then, you will have to just trust me.”

“Yes, Master,” their voices came, sweet and soft, and conveying nothing but trust. If we were attacked, they would not be killed, they were too valuable.

Me, different story. Anyone who knew me would know I was definitely worth keeping around for ransom, plus, I'm charming company when I want to be. But the sort of boneheads and hard luck cases who took up the lives of outlaws in the woods almost certainly would not know that. Or much of anything. And the demons and supernatural entities would not care. They would kill me or not, as their natures demanded. It was a form of integrity, I supposed.


Chapter Three

First Night On The Trail

After lunch we hiked on for several hours, and a couple of hours before sunset I headed us toward water, and soon we were encamped in an open sward near a nameless tributary of the Morissia. I magicked up a big, comfy tent in the middle of the sward and furnished it with a variety of restraints for holding slavegirls down. Actually, the chains on these restraints would hold an enraged gorilla down, which was not overkill at all.

I also magicked up a wall of sex toys and restraints that hung on pegs that I kept in my pocket universe for occasions just such as this. They didn't happen that often, but when they did …

Then I want around the perimeter of the tent and set out magical wards to keep us safe and to give warning if something or someone requiring my personal attention made its way to our vicinity.

Then I got out the honeypots. No, not the human waste kind of honeypot, but real pots of honey I had bought in the market. Real honey, too, not that flavored cane syrup that some merchants tried to pass off as honey. I personally couldn't tell the difference in taste, but fairies wouldn't touch the fake stuff. A simple spell tested the honey for me.

I laid out thick dribs and drabs of the stuff in fairy boats, tiny glassy bowls that held the honey, then I sprinkled each pot with fairy dust to let the fae know where it was, and that it was for them.

I always did this while camping in the woods, and coincidentally, always did well in the woods. Stinging insects and poisonous animals and plants and such Somehow avoided me.

And the fae would warn me of approaching trouble, if my wards did not.

“You are friends with the fae, Master?” Ngami asked as she watched me set out the honey.

“Yes,” I said. “There are a couple of fae who would like to kill me, but most know me as a friend.”

“That is good to know, Master,” said Ngami. Generally, people who got along well with the fae got along well with humans. Of course, there was nothing to prevent a real bastard from setting out honey for the fae, but most real bastards didn't think of such things, being real bastards.

With the camp safeguarded as best I could manage, I herded the Immortals into the tent and stepped out of it. I performed a quick bit of magic and stepped into the tent, and stepped into the tent and stepped into the tent -- because now there were five of me.

Colocation was an old trick, and I was unusually good at it, for a variety of reasons.

Four of me walked into the tent. One of me stayed outside and went to a hidden place from which I could keep an eye on the camp. The other four of me would be very busy and very distracted … oh, so distracted.

When the four of me walked into the tent, there was a moment of confusion, then the light dawned as the Immortal slavegirls figured out how I was going to survive the evening.

“All right, girls, playtime,” I said, and the four of me began securing the girls to the various slaveholding devices I had set up there.

Marichal I bent over a bondage horse, her wrists and feet shackled to its base.

Ngami was secured in a steel pillory that left her lying face down on the floor, her ass hiked into the air, her hands confined to the pillory between her legs.

I chained a dusky brown brunette with striking orange eyes named Sylana to a Y-bench that left her lying with her legs spread wide, her arms cuffed over her head.

Dee, a big-breasted blonde with pink skin like Marichal, was strapped and cuffed to a wooden slab, unable to so much as twitch. Her eyes almost glowed with pleasure as I fastened the O-ring gag into her mouth. Although she did not have much of a succubus look apart from her general beauty and her pointy ears, she had a certain vitality which argued for a strong spirit, which was at least half succubi.

(I gagged all the girls with O-ring gags, as I might want to use their mouths at some point, and their helplessness made them more aroused.)

I cuffed Felicity, a ripe redhead with green eyes, sitting upright against one of the heavy tent poles, her legs strapped to two benches on either side of the pole, leaving her in a split, her bottom exposed, hanging in midair as the benches did not reach the tent pole.

I put Wynona, a tall, lanky slavegirl who was incredibly fit and bendy and had incredibly large breasts for one of her lankiness, into a swan dive, suspending her feet from a pole, then resting her torso face down on a short bench that jutted out from the foot of the pole, her hand tied behind her and above her head, so that she did in fact appear to be doing a swan dive, except that her feet were chained to a crosspost above her head so that they were wide apart instead of together, and her breasts were smushed against the bench, rather than hanging free.

I could already smell the smell of female arousal filling the tent. The Immortal sluts were always fucked while in bondage, for safety reasons, and so they had come to associate bondage closely with sex, and generally binding them like this was enough to arouse them deeply.

Plus, they were half human slavegirl, and something deep within them responded powerfully to being bound.

All to the good. I could use all the help I could get.

Drusilia, an olive-skinned brunette with a very round, very large butt, I secured to a heavy table, one leg cuffed to the base of the table, the other leg raised and tied at the knee to the opposite corner of the table, so that her butt was displayed widely. She whimpered a little in need as I cuffed her hands behind her back and put the O-ring gag on her. I just gave her butt a good fondle, which brought forth some mewling, but otherwise left her unsatisfied. I had business to attend to. All the sluts were in need.

Lavinia was a special case. She was one of those Immortals in whom the succubus seemed stronger than it was in others. She was another coppery-skinned girl. Her skin shone in the sun like metal, almost. She was short but very strong, with well defined back and abdomenal muscles, cuts on her calves, and arms that swelled with strength, though not in the way of the waynoi, as the intergendered were called in Callipygia. Her waist was thin, but her breasts were large and her hips were wide. She had large nipples that just begged for rings to be put in them.

Conversely, she had a sweet, open face with large, expressive eyes and luscious red lips just made for swallowing cocks.

Lavinia I put in piledriver bondage, laying her down on her back and tying her arms behind her, but flat to the ground and well apart, so that she could use them for support. Then I pulled her legs up over her head and chained them to the floor in front of her, so that her butt was raised in the air and all her weight rested on her shoulders.

For a fully human woman, it would quickly become a very painful way to be tied, but for a succubus it was just another fun thing to do. I figured that was the way Lavinia would feel about it. And her little whimpers of need indicated that I was right.

Generally, succubi liked their sex a lot rougher than human women.

The very pale redhead Trintia I put on a bench with a large wooden backrest. I had her lie down face up on the bench, then took her wrists and chained them to the backrest over her head, then I chained her ankles to the backrest, also above her head and a little behind her head, so that her butt stuck out obscenely.

Orentia was a deeply tanned blonde, leggy but with nice breasts and large, trusting eyes. I fastened her hands together behind her back, then had her lie down on her back and chained her collar to stake driven in the ground beneath the tent, then chained her ankles to stakes set far enough apart to hold her legs wide open.

Diana, an olive-skinned girl with a regal face and luxurious black hair, I hung from a crosspiece at the top of the tent so that she floated helplessly on her side in midair, one leg chained down to the floor, the other raised up, leaving her legs spread wide.

Jynxia was a merry-faced girl with round cheeks and a wide mouth that smiled easily. Her eyes were black and sparkly. Her body was short and curvy. I chained her collar to a thick, meter-high post, forcing her to kneel before it, then cuffed her hands to the far side of the post so she could grip it easily in her hands. Her ankles were cuffed to a spreader bar.

That was it, that was the 12 of them. Now for the hard part, which was also the fun part.

I jumped on Lavinia, Drusilia, Ngami and Sylana first.

Lavinia was the one I was most worried about, which is why I had tied her down in that piledriver. The amount of succubus influence in an Immortal girl often varied, and not just according to how much human or succubus blood they had in them. It was a random thing. You could generally tell women with strong succubus influence by their inhuman features, and Lavinia's powerful yet sexy body and metallic copper skin spoke strongly of succubus influence.

I began fondling and stroking her breasts, watching her squirm, her eyes going blank with lust when I began stroking and fondling her helplessly upthrust pussy. I swatted her butt cheeks hard with my other hand as I fondled her butt, and heard her choked cries of pleasure.

The pleasure was definitely two way. Her skin was silky smooth over a taut, firm body. She squirmed and mewled her pleasure and her upraised ass broadcast her arousal to the air, a smell I found very arousing.

In no time my cock was hard, and very shortly thereafter, hard as a rock.

That was when I rose and stood facing Lavinia and thrust my cock deep into her pussy. Then I began ramming my cock deep inside her, thrusting as hard as I could, shoving her poor tiny body into the floor of the tent as I did my best to wreck her pussy. (Good luck on wrecking a succubus pussy.)

Lavinia's gasping and moaning took on an urgent, plaintive note as I fucked her. Then I magicked up a whip with many short blades and began whipping Lavinia's torso and tits as I fucked her.

This cranked Lavinia up to a whole new level. Her eyes glowed with witch fire and she screamed and writhed desperately in her bonds. It was all I could do to keep from cumming myself as I watched the orgasm blossom, sending witch fires all over her body, her voice wailing with joy and pleasure with an underlying demonic growl as well.

I came as well, thrusting deep inside Lavinia, filling her with my cum, groaning in pleasure as the joy and pleasure surged through my mind.

And when it was over, the witch fires were gone and Lavinia was the cuddly slavegirl she had been. I was just the exhausted rooster that had served her.

Lavinia had gotten her vitamin D for the day. I was safe from her. But not the 11 other slavegirls.

Fortunately, I, or at least the three other Is in the tent were working on that.

I reached down and unchained Lavinia from her pile driver and her body slumped to the floor of the tent, limp from head to toe. I had fucked her good and proper. Made a man feel proud.

“Take your ease for five minutes, then go to Dee and rouse her up,” I said. “I'll be on her in a little while.”

“Yes, Master,” said Lavinia in a soft, honeyed voice. She smiled as I tousled her hair. Things were all right between us. Then I cuddled up next to Lavinia and things were even more all right between us. Immortal sluts liked cuddling as much as any human woman.

I checked in with my lookout self as I rested between women. A couple of powerful supernatural entities had passed by on the trail, but none showed any interest in heading for the clearing. The wards were working well.

All the fucking was having a predictable effect on the fae -- they considered any sex act a fine excuse for an orgy, and the tent began to come alive with tiny glowing lights as they entered and joined in the festivities in their fae way. I sent a wave of welcoming feeling their way, which I knew would bring more, which was fine. They meant no harm and might do some of good.

While I rested, I fucked Drusilia, Ngami and Sylana.

Drusilia was tied bent over the table, and her mouth was easily accessible. I grabbed her head and shoved my cock into the ring gag that held her mouth open and fucked her face until my cock got good and hard, while she moaned in pleasure. Succubi are wired differently than human women, every kind of sex, even tit fucking, was good to them. They enjoyed giving blowjobs as much as men liked getting them, which worked out well for everybody, especially me.

I magicked out my short, many-bladed whip and warmed up Drusilia's back and butt with it while I fucked her face, enjoying the way her ripe body squirmed on the table.

Soon I was rock hard and I pulled my cock out of Drusilia's adoring mouth and walked around behind her and rammed it in her pussy, right between her big, round ass cheeks.

Her pussy was already wet, very wet, as I knew it would be. My cock slid in easily, and I began working her pussy hard, slapping her butt with my hands now to keep it warm while she moaned and squirmed atop the table. Her body was a sinuous mass of sleek woman flesh, held helplessly in her bonds.

When she began crying out and her pussy began gripping my cock like a hungry little mouth, I knew she was cumming, and when the witch fires began to crawl across her body I came deep inside her, enjoying another conquest.

I untied her after she came, and cuddled with her for about five minutes. She held her soft body tightly against me and I whispered sweet nothings in her ears, which succubi loved, both for their nothingness and their sweetness.

Then I said, “Go get Felicity aroused, use whatever toys you like, girl. I'll be along in a little bit.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, her voice all honeyed. On the one hand, no more cuddling with me. On the other hand, a chance to sexually torment a bound and helpless sister on Master's orders (instead of just for fun) was always welcome.

I was also fucking orange-eyed Sylana. I had laid her out on that Y-bench face up so I could look at those eyes of hers while I fucked her.

”Eyes on your Master, slut,” I growled as I grabbed Sylana by the head and shoved my cock into her ring gag. The succubus was strong in Sylana, those orange eyes had a supernatural glow to them even when she was in full human slavegirl mode.

Now, aroused by lying there in bondage while watching her sisters get their witch fires fucked out by yours truly, those eyes of hers were glowing powerfully. I looked down at them as I fucked her. This would have been chancy for a Master who was not a mage, a man could fall into those eyes and get lost forever and discover that he belonged to a succubus, rather than vice versa.

I was well warded against such things, which was why I could enjoy the pleasure of swimming in Sylana's regard even as I fucked her face. The beauty of her face was not diminished in any way the sight of my cock sliding in and out of her mouth, or even the long strings of drool sliding out of the corners of her lips. Her face looked very natural, somehow, while it was being fucked.

In a very short while I was hard as a rock. There's just something about having your cock sucked by a helpless woman who is loving the hell out of it that works on every level there is, and even a few that aren't.

And as she sucked me, I played with her nipples, which became full and firm as I stroked and fondled and pinched and rolled them.

This soon had me extra rock hard and I pulled my cock out of her mouth and walked around to the Y-split between her legs and shoved my cock into her pussy, which was already drooling with sex juices, just like her mouth. My cock slid in readily, and soon I was ramming her pussy like an engine while she squirmed helplessly on the rack.

I pulled out my magic whip and laid on her helpless, writhing body, eliciting animal screams of pleasure from her.

When she came her back arched straight up from the rack and her legs and arms quivered in their bonds. Witch fires shot out of her eyes as I came deep inside her, and covered us both in its delicate green traceries.

I freed Sylana from the rack, her eyes still glowing, and laid with her for a time before sending her off to rouse Marichal over on the bondage horse.

Meanwhile, I fucked Ngami in her steel pillory. She was absolutely helpless, face down on the floor of the tent, her butt stuck up in the air. I could not resist that sleek, coppery skin of hers -- it didn't have a metallic sheen like Lavinia's skin, but it still shimmered with the beauty of womanflesh in the fae light that now filled the tent (there were a LOT of fae here now). I knelt in front of her and shoved by cock into her ring gag, then magicked out my whip and warmed up her upthrust butt and back as I fucked her face. Standard operating procedure, really, except that she was absolutely helpless to prevent it.

She loved that, of course, and choked sounds of pleasure issued from her cock-filled mouth as I whipped her.

That kind of enjoyment always gets me hard, and this was no exception. My cock was soon rock hard and I slid it out of her mouth and walked behind her, then knelt down. Her butt was raised in the air, her pussy gaping a bit, with a thin line of sex juice oozing between her lips and dangling to the floor. She was completely ready.

I rammed my cock deep into her, then pulled it out slowly while she squirmed in helpless pleasure, then rammed it in again and began fucking her. I also laid into her back with the whip, much harder than I would have with a human woman (I ordinarily didn't even use whips on human women, as many didn't care to be whipped).

Soon Ngami was struggling in her bonds, her face buried in the floor of the tent, her butt waggling helplessly in the air, her hands clenching in the stocks, her toes curling. The witch fires curled up from her pussy and her eyes and crawled all over her body, the round globes of her coppery brown butt looking almost like illuminated glass bulbs as the glowing green witch fire crawled over it. I felt her cum as her pussy clenched and unclenched on my cock, and I came inside her, groaning and collapsing atop her writhing body.

In a moment I got off her and freed her from the stocks, then laid with her, caressing her tenderly and mumuring platitudes of love to her.

After a short time, I said, “Go rouse Trintia, girl, I'll be along in a moment.”

“Yes, Master,” said Ngami, her voice filled with pleasure. I had a feeling Trintia was about to have a time of it in Ngami's hands.

While I was resting between girls, I not only kept tabs with the me on lookout, but I also took measures to assure my fast return to action. I went into my pocket universe and got restorative potions, energy drinks and healing potions and a sexual recharge potion that had me raring to go for round two. I would need them: I still had eight half-succubi to fuck before they turned into full succubi and tried to fuck me to death, which full succubi called ”snu-snu” and considered absolutely the best sex there was.

No word from the human men who had died as a result of snu-snu, though those who had been rescued from it said it was great in a horrible sort of way.

After fifteen or twenty minutes, I was ready to fuck some more succubi. This time should be a lot easier. This time, I would have help.

I got up and walked over to the slab that Dee was strapped to. I couldn't see much of Dee, because Lavinia was lying all over her, fucking her, one sylph to another. Her body was a rippling vision of female sexuality as she kissed and licked and fondled Dee's helpless body.

Dee was so throughly strapped to the slab that she could barely move. I had even strapped her forehead down. I wanted her to feel absolutely helpless, and she was, and Lavinia had clearly taken full advantage of her helplessness. Dee's body and face were streaked with sweat, her face was reddened, her chest was reddened, and her huge eyes were bulging a bit, and not just because of Lavinia's weight.

And Lavinia was whispering to her even as her fingers slid in and out of Dee's pussy and her lips kissed and licked Dee's gagged mouth.

“Don't you dare cum, beast, don't you dare cum until your Master uses you, you stupid slut!” she whispered, her voice low and fierce.

“Uck, uck,” said Dee, meaning I know not what, and probably meaning nothing, just an animal noise in response to the way Lavinia was rousing her.

I grabbed Lavinia by the hair.

“On your knees, hands behind, and suck my cock while I play with the beast, girl,” I ordered her.

“Yes, Master,” Lavinia said breathily, immediately rolling off Dee and sliding to her knees. I walked over to the slab and leaned over it, but did not crawl atop Dee just yet. I wanted to play with her sweaty body.

Lavinia scooched over until she knelt in front of me and scooped my cock into her hungry litttle mouth and began sucking it. I leaned forward and began playing with Dee's breasts and pussy, rolling and squeezing and fondling her nipples with one hand while I fondled her clit with the other.

Dee stared up at me, her eyes glowing with that strange vitality, her neck straining as she squirmed in the straps that held her to the wooden slab. Drool was oozing out of the corners of her mouth and tears had sprung from the corners of her eyes. I was just glad her nose wasn't running -- everything else was, including her pussy. My fingers were soon thickly coated with her love juices. Every so often I thrust my fingers into the ring gag in her mouth, forcing her to taste her own juices whether she liked it or not.

And she didn't like it, and she loved that she didn't like it, because she was half succubi. Probably well more than half, to judge by the intense vitality that filled her.

Lavinia's mouth on my cock and the restorative potions I'd taken soon had my cock hard again. The sight of Dee's curvy body straining against its bonds on the slab also had its effect … she was all woman, even if she was mostly succubus.

When my cock felt sufficiently iron-like I pulled it out of Lavinia's mouth and climbed onto the slab with Dee, kneeling with my legs straddling her tightly bound legs.

“Guide my cock into Dee's pussy, slut,” I ordered Lavinia. “Then give Lavinia your full attention while I fuck her.”

“Yes, Master,” said Lavinia happily. She was having a wonderful time working poor Dee over.

I positioned my cock above Dee's pussy, which was tight, because her legs were tightly bound together. In a moment I felt Lavinia's hand gently wrap itself around my cock and guide it toward Lavinia's pussy. I thrust it in the indicated direction and soon was working my way between the compressed folds of Dee's labia while she squirmed and moaned beneath me.

It was tight and close inside Dee's body, so I started out on her very carefully, working my cock in and out of her pussy while she gazed up at me, her eyes glazed with lust. Lavinia slid a finger up Dee's anus .. don't ask me how, with Dee strapped down so tight and me on top of her, but she managed it.

I began moving my cock faster and faster inside her, ramming her helpless pussy while she laid there, her hands writhing over her head, her body straining against the straps, her neck straining as she tried to move her head, but she could not move at all. She could only lie there and take it while I rammed her and Lavinia did things in her ass that made her moan and gasp sharply.

I laid down atop Dee, smothering her body with mine as I fucked her, crushing her against the slab. I did it on purpose, knowing it would rouse her. Her breath came in gasps intermixed with moans. Soon the witch fires were glowing beneath me, and her large eyes blazed with green light, and she cried out, a lost, helpless, animal sound, and she came beneath me.

It was undoubtedly a response to my magnificent animal maleness, but she could also have just wanted to breathe.

I popped my cock out of her pussy when she came. It was still erect. I had not cum. That was OK with me, I'd just save it for the next slut.

Lavinia and I freed Dee from the slab and helped her to a pillow on the floor of the tent, then comforted her and stroked her for a time while she smiled and cried, overwhelmed by the intensity of her orgasms.

“You half killed me, Master,” said Dee softly, “and it was totally worth it.”

“Well, better you than me, girl,” I replied nobly, kissing her. “Now you and Lavinia go rouse Orentia while I sit here and think Masterful thoughts.”

“Yes, Master,” they both replied, not quite snickering at my “Masterful thoughts.” But their eyes glowed at with pleasure at the thought of tormenting Orentia. Poor Orentia.

I recovered from fucking Drusilia and walked over to where Felicity was chained to the tent pole, her legs supported by benches they were strapped to.

Drusilia was tormenting Felicity and doing a great job of it. She had lodged a dildo pole into Felicity's pussy, its butt shoved into the base of the tent. Felicity squirmed atop the dildo, her body straining against the straps that held her to the pole and the bench, her pussy oozing up and down the pole.

Drusilia was sitting on Felicity's lap, facing her, kissing her, fondling her nipples and rubbing her clit as Felicity helplessly writhed on the dildo pole. I had to just stand there and look for a moment, enjoying the sheer sensual beauty of the two intertwined female bodies writhing before me.

I grabbed Drusilla by the hair. “Get off that slut and suck my cock, beast,” I growled.

“Yes, Master,” Drusilla said silkily. Arousing Felicity had aroused her, but it didn't matter. She had had her vitamin D for the day, she was in no danger of going full succubus. She slipped off Felicity's lap and knelt on the ground facing me. I backed her up until the back of her head was practically in Felicity's lap, then shoved my cock in her mouth.

”Hands behind back, slut,” I growled as I turned my attention to Felicity. I magicked up a whip and began whipping the helplessly tied girl.

”Keep working that dildo pole, slut,” I growled as Drusilla began sucking my cock with the enthusiasm and skill of a half succubus.

”Yeff, maffa,” Felicity moaned. Her green eyes were glowing with pleasure, and her nipples grew larger and harder as I whipped her. Succubi liked it rough, and Felicity was no exception.

When I began flogging Felicity's exposed pussy, her eyes almost seemed to spark and her animal moans grew deeper and more urgent as her pussy still moved helplessly up and down the dildo pole.

Felicity's arousal roused me, and soon my cock was rock hard.

”Take that dildo out of Felicity's pussy,” I ordered as I pulled my cock out of Drusilia's mouth. ”Then go grab a dildo from the wall and work Felicity's ass with it.”

”Yes, Master!” Drusilia said cheefully, wiping the drool hanging from her lips, then pulling the dildo pole out and heading off to the toy wall.

I stepped forward and thrust my cock into Felicity's pussy, gazing into her gorgeous green eyes as I did so. She moaned in pleasure as I penetrated her. It was very easy to do, her ass was just hanging in the air and the dildo pole had thoroughly roused her.

I began ramming my cock in an out of Felicity's pussy, slapping and squeezing and playing with her tits and slapping her face, too.

She looked at me as if I were the most wonderful sight in the world, which I might have been, for her, right at that moment. Succubi tended to live very much in the moment, especially during sex.

Then Drusilia returned and shoved a well-lubricated dildo up Felicity's ass with a lot more vigor than I would have, but then, she was a succubus and knew within a hairs-breadth what she could and could not get away with, with regard to other girls' bodies.

I kept ramming away at Drusilla's pussy. Felicity, bound as she was, couldn't do much of anything but get bug-eyed, squirm and drool out of the corners of her mouth, so she did that.

Drusilla had done an excellent job on Felicity and she started cumming long before I was ready, her pussy contracting on my cock like a hungry little mouth.

I didn't cum. Green witch fires flowed everywhere as Felicity converted and became the cute little slavegirl she ordinarily was.

I was having great fun, and would have more. I pulled my erect cock out of Felicity, then Drusilla and I freed her from the benches and the pole and laid with her for a short while, comforting her and stroking her while she almost purred with pleasure. Then I sent them both away to torment Diana. Poor Diana, I could just tell from the look in their eyes as they left that they were going to double team the living hell out of her.

Worked for me.

I recovered and headed over to the bondage horse that Marichal was tied to, her mane of blonde hair hanging almost to to the floor of the tent. Poor Marichal was being sexually assaulted/roused by orange-eyed Sylana. She had two dildo poles in hand. One was in Marichal's ass, one was in her pussy, and Sylana was wielding both with great vigor.

And all Marichal could do was rock gently on the horse as she squirmed under Sylana's efforts. Well, that and drool, which since Marichal was upside down, spattered her face now and then. Had to be annoying, but with all the input she was getting from her pussy and ass thanks to Sylana's untiring efforts, it probably didn't register. Much.

“Slut, suck my cock while I continue your fine work,” I said to Sylana.

“Yes, Master,” Sylana said, clearly pleased with the opportunity to suck my cock, as what succubus would not be? She knelt before me and went at it with a will, her eyes half closed as she savored my cock. Yes, she was really savoring it, like it was a fine wine or something.

I was fine with that. I didn't always understand succubi, or women, but I was generally all right with them.

I worked Marichal's ass, almost certainly without the intensity that Sylana had, not knowing from personal experience what worked best, but still doing a pretty good job to judge by Marichal's moans and the way she writhed on the bench.

Sylana's savoring of my cock in no way interfered with her work of making it hard. Her little lips and tongue where all over it as she knelt before me, her hands tucked behind her back. I hadn't actually ordered her to put her hands behind, but by now the succubi had undoubtedly figured out that I liked it that way. Succubi were very observant where their Masters were concerned, like any slavegirl.

Soon my cock was rock hard, and Marichal remained a writhing mass of woman flesh on a horse. Her gagged cries were amusing.

“Go get a tail and a flogger, slut,” I ordered Sylana. “Time to move on to the Big Finish.”

“Yes, Master,” Sylana breathed reluctantly as she crawled out from beneath me and Marichal and headed for the toy wall while I continued working Marichal's poor, helpless posterior.

Sylana returned with the flogger and the tail. I pulled the dildo poles out of Marichal's blazing nether regions and then shoved the buttplug on the end of the tail into her ass (quite easily).

“Keep her back warm with the flogger, slut,” I ordered Sylana.

“Yes, Master,” said Sylana with a wicked little smile.

As I spoke, I rammed my still-hard cock into Marichal's pussy and began working it hard. At the same time, Sylana began flogging Marichal's back. Sex flogging I did at about a quarter of my strength because the idea was to provide an accompanying sensation of pain to go with all the sexual pleasure, not drown it out, as pain could so easily do.

But succubi were different, and Sylana, being a succubus, knew exactly how different, and laid on accordingly.

I worked Marichal's pussy according to my needs not hers. After fucking the other girls, I wasn't exactly going to go off half cocked, so I went at her like a machine, relentlessly, the strength and healing potions I'd taken keeping me strong and hard. And of course there was that 26-year-old body lift I had. I was just surging with energy and power.

Marichal's moans and cries took on a guttural quaility as Sylana and I used her so roughly. Her writhing became mindless as she was caught in the throes of ecstasy.

When the green witch fires came with Marichal, there was virtually no buildup, just a brief green glow then her whole body blazed with green witch fires.

Her orgasmic cry was a long, ululating cry that trailed off. Her body writhed madly, then hung limp over the horse.

I pulled out, still erect. I hadn't cum but that had been tremendous good fun. Sylana and I freed Marichal from her bonds then helped her to the floor and laid with her, stroking her and caressing her whiles she smiled and murmured her earnest thanks to both of us.

After a time, I ordered the two of them off to molest Jynxie, their little eyes bright. This was the most fun ever, their expressions said. Poor Jynxie.

I recovered and headed over to where Trintia was bound to the bench. Ngami was working her poor helpless outthrust butt. She had on a strap-on dildo and was fucking Trintia's ass vigorously with it while whipping her with a flogger.

I thought Ngami was doing a fine job, so I just left her at it and straddled Trintia at the chest, having to so a bit of gymnastics to work my legs between her legs and her arms and her torso, but managing. I thrust my cock into her ring gag and started fucking her face. I didn't even have to hold her head, the head harness that held her ring gag in place was secured to the headboard behind her (just like her feet and her hands) and she couldn't move her head at all. I was free to just slide my cock in and out of her mouth while I pulled her hair and slapped her face a bit.

Trintia's huge eyes glowed with pleasure as she looked up at me, a helpless fuck doll on the bench, her legs stretching up and away to either side of her, being rammed against the headboard as Ngami and I worked her ripe body.

I reached back behind myself and started pulling and twisting Trintia's big round nipples, her large breasts jiggling as I did so.

Trintia's face was a study in animal lust, the leather straps of her head harness giving her face the look of a caged animal, her staring eyes blank with lust as she looked up at me.

I felt my cock get rock hard, but felt no need to stop fucking Trintia's face. I was sure Ngami was doing a fine job of fucking her pussy with the strap on, so I just stayed where I was, knowing succubi loved to have a cock in their mouths. They were called “succubi” for a reason.

I saw the witch fires gather as I fucked Trintia's face, and kept at it while she began to moan helplessly, her body writhing in its bonds. It was interesting, every Immortal slut had her own way of orgasming, some little difference in the pattern of their response to ecstasy. When she peaked, Trintia cried out, her body writhing desperately on the bench, unable to move, held down by the straps, but straining as the pleasure flowed through her body.

It was a beautiful expression of passion, and as a direct response to it, I came in her mouth as she cried out. She couldn't swallow the cum properly with her mouth propped open by the ring gag, so I pulled my cock out and removed the ring from her mouth, and she closed it gratefully, swallowing like the good succubus she was.

Then Ngami and I freed Trintia from the bench, and the three of us laid together for a while, Ngami and I gently kissing and fondling Trintia while she made happy noises.

After a time, I ordered Ngami and Trintia to go rouse Wynona. Poor, lucky Wynona.

That completed the second wave, and for a time the four of me just laid about, hitting up the energy and restorative potions once again to keep our refractive time low. There was a ticking clock here, all of the girls had to be fucked by midnight or the ones who weren't fucked would go full succubus and life would get a lot more exciting and possibly a lot briefer for yours truly.

There was little or no danger of any outside interference by supernatural beings or bandits. The tent was brightly illuminated by the fairy lights, as it was full of the little creatures. And not-so-little creatures. Most fairies were not much bigger than insects, but they grew as they aged, and there were some in the tent now that were almost a meter long, gigantic by fae standards, and definitely royalty among them. A meter-sized fairy was an extremely powerful creature, someone I would never pick a fight with unless I had a very good reason, and probably not even then if I could possibly help it.

The meter-long fae were clearly visible, winged beings of unearthly beauty, their faces ordinarily solemn and dignified, but now either smiling broadly or contorted with ecstasy, as the larger fae loved an orgy just as much as the smaller ones.

The atmosphere inside the tent was joyous and mellow, a celebration of carnality, but no supernatural entity would make the mistake of trying to take advantage of all the joy and sex to attempt any predation of me, the Immortal sluts, or the fae, because the amount of mana that was streaming up from the tent purely as a side effect of all the sexual power and magic going on was so great that supernatural creatures were undoubtedly sensing it from kilometers away. But they all knew that attacking an entity or group of entities that had THAT much mana just to throw around as waste energy would constitute Asking For It, and they would sure Get It and almost certainly would not survive Getting It.

An Old One would probably have attacked us if they could sense us and attacking us worked for whatever bizarre excuse for logic went on in what passed for their brains. But all the known Old Ones in Callipygia had been cleared out of the lands centuries ago, often at great cost to some very great mages. It was not the sort of thing that would worry any reasonable person, or even me.

My fifth self was also on lookout. It was me as much as the mes in the tent were me, and was just fine with being on lookout, knowing that when the colocation ended I would be as privy to the pleasures I was experienced as any other of my ”I”s. I was playing a solitaire card game and listening out for my wards and the fae, and having a pretty good time.

I recovered from fucking Dee and headed over to where Orentia was staked to the floor of tent. Portions of her fine, tanned body were visible from beneath Dee and Lavinia, who were rousing Orentia in an all-natural way. That is, Dee was sitting on Orentia's face, forcing her to eat her pussy, while Lavinia lay between Orentia's legs and applied her artful little tongue to Orentia's pussy.

Poor Orentia was just a bit of tanned, sweaty, squirming torso stretched between Dee's butt and Lavinia's face, with legs and arms stretched out helplessly and tied, writhing in the bonds that would not let her go.

It was a beautiful sight, the roundness of Dee's butt as she relentlessly ground those pink globes into Orentia's face, while just below them Orentia's tanned, golden globes of breastliness jiggled and rolled.

Farther down, Lavinia's face was buried in Orentia's pussy. She was a girl all about her business.

I walked over in front of Dee and grabbed her hair -- she was looking down at Orentia while she slapped her face and scolded her for doing such a terrible job of eating her pussy, the usual succubus fun and games -- and gestured at my cock.

I didn't have to gesture twice. Dee leaned forward a bit, mouth opened, and I stepped forward a bit, and my cock was in her mouth.

And Dee didn't lose a beat, her pussy continued to work it's smooth way over Orentia's face as she began working my cock with her tongue.

With the spectacle of three hot female bodies writhing in front of me, my cock got very hard, very fast. It could have been the reviving potions I'd drunk, too. They went very well with orgies.

When my cock was at full hardness, I shoved Dee off my it and walked back to where Lavinia lay between Orientia's legs and pulled her off the poor girl. Orentia's bald pussy was wet and reddened.

I laid down atop her and shoved my cock into her poor reddened pussy without preamble. I figured Lavinia's tongue had preambled the hell out of Orentia's pussy, and I was right.

I had to keep my upper torso raised on my arms so I wouldn't crowd Dee off Orentia's face. I would never do an ungentlemanly thing like that, especially as it was so much fun to watch the nasty way Dee ground her ass into Orentia's face, and the way Orentia squirmed as Dee and I worked her face and pussy hard.

I rammed Orentia's pussy and felt nothing but silky sliding smooth pussy walls as I did so. The phrase “smooth as a succubi's slit” didn't exist for no reason.

When the witch fires began to make their traceries across Orentia's belly, I was more than ready to cum. I rammed her especially hard, heard her muffled cries from beneath Orentia's ass, and smelled her arousal, and came.

Afterward, Lavinia, Dee, Orentia and I lay together in a tumbled pile as we waited for the rest of me and them to finish their sexy business. Orentia got lots of kissing and caressing and hugging and she looked adoringly at all of us. We had worked her over good, and she was properly grateful.

I recovered and headed over to where Diana hung in her ropes. Felicity wore a strap-on from the toy wall and was vigorously fucking Diana's ass, holding her torso for balance as she slid the wooden cock in and out of Diana's ass, while Diana swayed helplessly in the ropes.

And while Felicity fucked Diana, Drusilla ate her pussy, her face buried in Diana's moving mounds of passion, tracking it relentlessly, her tongue darting in and out of Diana's slit.

Diana's head hung free in the ropes, her eyes looking just a tad blank from all the distractions, the long strings of drools escaping from her ring gagged mouth dancing and dropping to the floor below her.

Diana had clear blue eyes, a striking forehead. She looked noble, even gagged, bound and naked. I couldn't resist. I grabbed her head and rammed my cock into her ring gag and began fucking her noble face.

Diana may have been a noble-looking succubus, but she was still a succubus. Her tongue worked my cock artfully as I slid my cock in and out of her mouth, knowing she was enjoying having her face fucked as much I was enjoying fucking it.

Soon I settled into a rhythm that matched Felicity's rhythm as she fucked Diana's ass. When she thrust in on her end, I thrust in on mine, swinging her butt forward and her head backward. Then as we both withdrew, her head went forward and her butt went backward, as Felicity pulled on her ass and I pulled on her head.

It was intensely pleasurable for me, and must have been even more intensely pleasurable for poor, bound Diana, to have so much sexual attention given to her helpless body. Her helpless squirming in the ropes as she hung in the air was extremely arousing to watch, much more than someone who was bound in a more fixed position. She really had scope to squirm, and squirm Diana did.

Her squirming sent fairy lights moving across her fit body with its olive complexion that seemed to almost glow with health and vitality. Soon green trails of witchlights joined the fairy lights and Diana's cries developed a lost and hapless tone as she surrendered to the orgasms that racked her.

I came in her mouth, thrusting my cock deep in her mouth as I did so, enjoying the way she squirmed in the ropes as I came.

Afterwards, we untied Diana and there was much kissing and hugging an feeding of grapes to Diana, who lay there with a big smile of satisfaction tracing her lips as she enjoyed it all as her due. Noble, indeed.

I recovered and walked over to where Sylana and Marichal were bedeviling poor Jynxie. Tied at the post as she was, she was destined for oral sex, and she was giving it to Sylana, who straddle the post and thrust her pussy into Jynxie's face, and Jynxie of course was a willing tongue worshiper, her dark eyes sparkling with merriment as she went at it.

Every so often, though, her face contorted into a grimace. That was because Marichal was behind her, fucking her ass with a strap-on and whipping her back with a flogger.

Marichal was fucking Jynxie's ass so hard that her tits were flopping about widly as Marichal thrust in and out of her. She had a devil of a time keeping her head buried in Sylana's pussy, but she managed.

I interrupted the flogging by straddling Jynxie's ass, facing Marichal.

“Suck my cock, girl, and keep fucking Jynxie,” I said.

“Ooh, yes Master,” Marichal squealed. Clearly, she found this agreeable.

Marichal leaned forward and I thrust forward and my cock met her lips over Jynxie's quivering butt, a butt that quivered because Marichal didn't miss a beat as she fucked Jynxie.

She also didn't miss a beat as she sucked me, her face gazing up at me subserviently as she did so. Her big blue eyes, her rosy lips and her flowing blonde hair were a very nice setting for my cock. It was great to feel it sliding between her lips, and to feel her tongue at work on it.

I grabbed myself some handfuls of that glorious blond hair as her tongue got my cock going and began fucking her face, enjoying her muffled cries of ecstasy/protest as I did so. Jynxi's rippling body beneath her added a nice layer of lust to the experience, and soon I was more than hard enough.

I pulled my cock out of Marichal's mouth, hearing a little whimper of disappointment as I did so. I dismounted from my straddle of Jynxie's ass and took the whip from Marichal's hand and told her, “Go after Jynxie's tits.”

“Yes, Master,” Marichal said, grinning. Every idea I had was good with her. It better be … I was her Master!

Marichal rose and crouched beside Jynxie and began playing with her tits. I took Marichal's place and shoved the handle of Marichal's whip right up Jynxie's ass, a sexual bookmark, if you will. When only the bulbous base of the whip and the many soft blades hung out of Jynxie's ass, I shoved my cock up Jynxie's very wet pussy.

Jynxie clung desperately to the post in front of her as I began fucking her. She had a sweet, round ass that jiggled enticingly as I fucked it, and I slapped it hard to keep her butt nice and warm.

For a few moments, there was not a lot of noise coming out of four of us, other than Jynxie's muffled cries. We all focused on Jynxie, the two succubi working their fellow succubus with their supernaturally gifted hands and pussy, and I was ramming Jynxie's pussy with my cock like clockwork.

Jynxie wasn't fighting the witch fires, or her orgasms, and it wouldn't have done her very much good under the circumstances, chained down like an animal and used like one, too. Her cries grew loud and paintive, her squirming in her bonds mindless, and the fires crawled all over her body, and I came deep inside her as I felt her pussy clutching my cock in the throes of her orgasms.

Afterward, we all lay around and felt good and smug about what great sex we'd had, for a time.

I recovered and headed over to where Ngami and Trintia were engaging in sexual assault on Wynona's thoroughly bound body.

Wynona was already far gone into ecstasy, I could tell because her dark eyes were ablaze with light. It wasn't witch fire, just a glow, but her face looked like it was more than half succubus.

I did a quick check with the “me” on lookout, who glanced up at the sky, consulted with the star tables I kept in my pocket universe, and I told me it was still at least an hour til midnight. I had plenty of time before I found myself trying to fuck a full succubus and survive.

Problem was, the way I had Wynona tied, there was not much I could do to her. Ngami and Trintia had both secured chairs, and Ngami had secured two dildo poles. Wynona lay in midair, bound in a swan dive, her legs held apart and in the air by ropes attached to her shackles. Ngami stood on her chair so she could lean forward and thrust one dildo pole in Wynona's ass and another dildo pole into her pussy and work them both easily. And freely. And hardly.

Trintia positioned her chair in front of the bench that Wynona's torso rested on and sat in it, scooching forward so that Wynona's face was in Trintia's lap and she was grinding her pussy into Wynona's face.

Well no wonder Wynona's eyes were glowing. The two girls were going at it like they weren't at all concerned with getting Wynona off before I got around to fucking her.

Well, perhaps they knew better than me. Because other than Wynona's glowing eyes, there were no witch fires tracing their way across her incredibly fit body.

Maybe that was it, Wynona was so incredibly fit that it took real effort to make her cum. Which was weird, I always felt that fitness made you hornier, and the thing that determined how quickly you came was how long it had been since you'd had sex.

But that was based on human experience. These were half succubi. The rules might be difficult for them.

“Take her down,” I ordered the girls. “Tie her over the bench sideways, so I can have easy access to her pussy.”

“Yes, Master,” Ngami and Trintia said.

“Do not unbind her wrists,” I ordered.

“Of course not, Master,” Ngami said in slightly offended tones, as she pulled the dildo poles out of the raging furnace that they had made of Wynona's pussy, clearly thinking that I had said a very silly thing. A slavegirl would never remove bonds without a Master's explicit permission.

But they did untie Wynona from her hanging hogtie. An ordinary human woman would have been so stiff from being hung and molested as Wynona had been, that she would have barely been able to move.

I think I was subconsciously thinking that the same would be true for Wynona, at least, to some extent. I should have known better. As Trintia and Ngami helped her to the floor, Wynona made a break for it, shaking them both off and struggling to escape the tent where she could finish transforming into a succubus and come back in and get herself some major snusnu.

I leaped on her back and tried to drag her to the ground, but I hadn't counted on her strength growing as she became more and more succubus-like. Her muscles were hard, like wood, though her skin was soft and silky. It was a weird sensation, and I would have enjoyed it a lot more if she weren't throwing me around like a rag doll as I clung to her back.

I was just glad the girls had tied Wynona shibari-style so her arms as well as her hands were completely useless to her, or I'd have been in serious trouble.

Well I was not one to let me be bested. The other mes rose from their various groupings of happily resting Immortal slavegirls and ran toward us, grabbing whatever part of Wynona was handy when they got close enough.

Unfortunately, Wynona was not the sort of slavegirl succubus to take this lying down. She half dragged the four of us for several steps before one of us grabbed and ankle and tripped her up, sending the lot of us crashing to the floor.

I took advantage of this to climb atop Wynona and pin her to the ground, with my weight. I also grabbed her ankles and pinned her feet down. And I sat in front of her and shoved my cock into her ring-gagged mouth, knowing she would have to suck it, being a succubus and a slavegirl.

And she did, though she still strove mightily to escape. But then I ordered Ngami, Trintia, Drusilia and Felicity to get some stakes and to stake Wynona's ankle cuffs to the ground, wide apart, so that she could get absolutely no purchase with her legs and feet.

And I also had Sylana and Marichal get a stake and drive it to the ground next to Wynona's neck, and to attach the short chain that dangled from Wynona's collar to it.

Finally, I had Lavinia, Dee and Orentia secure a chain to Wynona's waist and attach it to stakes driven into the ground on either side of her waist.

It all sounds very rational, orderly and plan-like as I describe it, but it was nothing like that, there was a lot of shouting and arguing and writhing and tussling and some screaming due to hitting of things with mallets that were not stakes before we had Wynona thoroughly staked to the ground. And I never let up on the fucking her as we secured her, while I was on her back I rammed my cock into her pussy and worked it hard. Well, what I thought was her pussy. Turned out I was fucking her up the ass, not my favorite form of fucking, and not the most effective, because even though succubi were wired to enjoy being fucked in the ass and the mouth as well as the pussy, the pussy was still the most, er, receptive orifice on their bodies.

It was a sweaty, mad tumble of a fuckfight, and after the girls finished staking Wynona down, they got busy with their little hands and tongues, and every inch of Wynona's skin that wasn't personally being molested by me was being molested by them.

With me fucking her ass and face at the same time and the slavegirls fondling her nipples, her pussy and anything else that was handy, including her bound hands, Wynona did not have much of a chance. The witch fires began to glow, softly at first, then stronger and stonger, until Wynona's body seemed to be almost strobing with witch fire, and then she cried out, my cock muffling her cry, but there was no mistaking the plaintive note of surrender and the clear note of ecstasy in her voice as she came, her body writhing in the chains, a beast fucked beyond all endurance, surrendering to her slavegirlhood and her humanity.

We all laid still after Wynona came, panting, feeling enormous relief. Clearly, Wynona was a little more than half succubus. I should have known by her very fit body, but she habitually had a happy, dopey attitude that didn't seem very succubus-like.

Perhaps succubi personalities varied as much as the personalities of human women. Generally, this wasn't true of supernatural entities. Their personalities tended to be constrained by their supernatural natures to a much greater extent than human personalities were. But succubi could be different, it wasn't a rule for all supernatural creatures, by any means. For example, no Old One was at all like any other Old One. Or anything else, really. They were all weird and freaky as fuck, in different ways.

“You are definitely a handful, girl,” I said as I removed the ring gag from Wynona's mouth.

“I am sorry, Master,” said Wynona softly, looking up at me with those warm brown eyes of hers.

I kissed her lips.

“Don't you ever apologize to me for being who and what you are, girl,” I said. “You are beautiful and wonderful as you are, and I am very glad that you exist … that goes for you and all your sisters. I know and understand the rules by which you exist, and it's my fault if I get careless. Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” Wynona said in honeyed tones. I had said exactly the right thing, in fact, I could almost sense the collective “Awwww,” that issued from the other Immortal slavegirls. Saying the right thing at the right time wasn't magic, but sometimes it felt like it was.

Shortly after that, we all fell asleep, many of the fae joining us in slumber, their lights dimming as they floated in the air or sprawled near the honey boats.

I fell asleep, too, except for me who was serving as lookout. That particular me was laughing my ass off at the sight of me clinging desperately to Wynona's backside as I tried to fuck her. There were actual tears of laughter tracing down my cheeks.

I decided to forgive me for laughing at my distress. I had looked ridiculous.

Now all I had to do was stay alive for the rest of the journey was fuck all twelve Immortal slavegirls every night for the rest of the journey of several weeks' duration.

I was, strangely, all right with that. I had planned it that way after all.


Chapter Four

To Aquibonya

The next morning when we broke camp the atmosphere was subtly changed, and for the better, and not just because of all the positive energy the fae had left with us as their gift to us. The sex we had had was what did it, I thought. The succubi now knew me in the way that mattered most to them, i.e., sexually. I was their Master in a way that I had not been before, I was their sex Master, and they were all very happy about it. They in fact danced as we walked along in coffle.

Under the circumstances, it seemed silly to keep them bound and gagged as we traveled, no matter how much they liked it, so I released them from their bonds and removed their gags and instead placed a ward on each of them so I'd know if they got in trouble, and bound them to me with a simple summoning spell in case I needed them to regroup fast. Then I let them go to sing and dance and explore as they wanted while we traveled.

When we reached civilization or at least a fairly large village, I'd chain them up again just for show, but the mode we traveled the wilderness in was more party mode than slave chain mode.

And each night when I fucked them, Wynona was in the first “wave” of girls fucked. Lesson learned.

The fae followed us on our travels. This was unusual. They normally stuck to their territories, but as a traveling orgy of sex and honey we were too good to miss, and so each night the tent lit up the wildernes with all the fairy lights.

I was fine with that. The fae kept our travels clean and easy. Stinging insects and venemous lizards and snakes were nowhere to be seen. Thorny or venemous plants were likewise unknown. I didn't see any vines actually moving to avoid us, but Somehow they did.

There were supernatural entities in the woods that the fae could not control, and which thought of a mage and his twelve succubi as a tasty snack. My wards and/or the fae warned us early on about those, and we hid or changed course to avoid them where possible.

A baalhog got on our trail, though, sniffing out the mana and chasing us down from the rear. Baalhogs were colonial magical organisms, completely mindless but really good trackers and voracious devourers of the mana of magical creatures. My wards and the fae warned me of it before it was anywhere near us, so I drifted to the rear of the party. It came charging down the trail, it's house-sized, barrel shaped body floating a meter above the ground, its voracious maw of tooth-tipped tentacles floating in the air, extending toward me. I hit it with a blast of mana that concealed a simple but powerful dissolution spell. It fell apart in midair, its fearsome body suddenly nothing but wiggling pink goo on the trail as the spell broke it down to its constituent organisms, none of which could do much beyond wiggling about on their own.

I was a bit overpowered for even something as dangerous as a baalhog by that time, with all the mana I was absorbing in our nightly revels.

That was all right. I would need it by trail's end.

When we reached the Giant's Bridge across the Volker River and thus reached Aquibonya, the dangerous part of our journey began, in my mind. Magic was considerably lessened in Aquibonya, due to a lower supply of naturally occurring mana. Nothing like a baalhog was likely to chase us on the trails of Aquibonya.

On the other hand, Aquibonya's wildlands were much more populated, and some of that population was outlaws.

The Callipygian city of Nesteret lay on one side of the Giant's Bridge and the Aquibonyan city of Fort Gironta lay on the other, both cities thriving on trade between their two nations. Also, on smuggling between the two nations. They were wealthy merchant cities and so long as you didn't steal or prevent others from making money, you were generally left alone by the civic authorities, once they had collected their modest taxes and fees from travelers. My kind of cities.

I stocked up on restorative potions and magical whatnots in Netsteret, then marched the girls across the Giant's Bridge to Fort Gironta after having them make each other up and do each other's hair, all bound and gagged and looking very slavey.

Fort Gironta, being right across the Volker from Callipygia, had plenty of Immortal slavegirls, but mine were new and hence a bit of a novelty. I got a temporary WhoreMaster's permit at the gate and took the girls down to the Slave Whore Square where I was able to vend them out in some cheap stalls I rented. I didn't get great rental prices for them because supply and demand was being a bitch, but I was mainly concerned with giving myself a break from fucking for the night, and that much I was able to accomplish.

But one of my customers decided his five Aquibonyan coppers entitled him to beat up Jynxia, and not in a fun way, and I had to rescue her from him. I had to give him his five coppers back, and then I beat him senseless and told him never to go near any of my girls again if he wanted to live. I didn't HAVE to beat him, but it felt good. Then I used a restorative potion to heal Jynxia up and vended her out again, this time to a better class of customer, because she still needed fucking.

My ward also detected various magical probings of the summoning bonds I had placed on all of my girls, as various mages tested how thoroughly the girls were bound to me. Nobody made any attempt to get the girls that I could detect, but I upped the mana on the girls' wards, and added a ward against mana vampires. After my journey I was a mana millionaire of sorts, and thus an attractive target for mage thieves.

I wasn't really worried about being victimized by mages in Aquibonya, however. Thievery was about the worst way of obtaining mana there was, because any mage with enough mana to be worth stealing from was probably a mage you did not want to mess with. Any mage thief attempting it would have to be very desperate or very stupid, and destined to get a lot more mana than they bargained for, in ways they would not care for at all.

But desperate and stupid happened to mages, too, on occasion. So I took care.

I found an inn that had slave kennels and got my girls put up, then rented a room and had a good night's sleep. Strangely, though, it wasn't nearly as pleasant as the sleeps I'd had on the trail. Must be all the fresh air.


Chapter Five

The Thornberry Trail

The next day I got the girls fed and headed down the Thornberry trail toward Reggia, a city on a plateau of the Aquibonyan highlands. This was my ultimate destination.

The farmlands that surrounded Fort Gironta soon gave way to woodlands, and most of the fae had deserted us at the Volker River, though I knew Aquibonya still had fae, whose tiny bodies generally did not require much mana. I added more wards and kept going. I had business in Reggia.

The Thornberry trail was larger and more heavily used than the Vanyita Trail had been. We'd encountered very few parties on the Vanyita trail, but the Thornberry trail was well traveled, with parties of varying sizes ahead of us or behind, traveling with us or in the opposite direction. Because we were light and relatively unencumbered and were all young and fit, we made better time than most of the parties, except for the troop of Aquibonyan cavalry that thundered down the road one day. Like the other parties, we cleared the road and watched them ride by at a steady trot, and I was not the least surprised to see my girls winking and blowing kisses at the cavalrymen. They were half succubi and all slavegirl, and had not an iota of shame between any of them.

We also encountered several large caravans moving in the same direction we were, and were invited to join them after the caravan's mage had run a pass over my wards and figured out I was a capable mage but not a dark one. I always turned them down, because they traveled a lot slower than we did, however safely.

On a couple of nights we found our way to fair-sized villages with taverns and slave kennels and a whoring area, and we spent the night there. Being on a trade route, they saw their share of Immortal slavegirls, too, but not as often as in Fort Gironta or Callipygia, and I was able to vend my girls easily. They got better treatment, too. Nobody beat then in non-fun ways. This was probably because the youth the my Immortal girls conveyed, but it could also be because the village mages checked me out and let people know I was not a mage to be messed with. Word gets around fast in villages.

But most nights we camped in the woods. My wards detected people moving about near my camp with its soft glow of fairy lights (the nightly orgy brought in fae from kilometers around) but no one made a move on us, probably because most outlaw bands of any size had ditch wizards to help them overcome magical defenses, and they recognized mine as formidable. There were mages who could defeat whole armies. I'd never done anything like that, but I was definitely in “can fuck you up” territory for most mages.

But on the first night out from a tiny village called Oolignia, my wards detected intruders who did not skirt the edges of my camp and move on. Instead, they encircled my camp. There were about a dozen of them and considering the speed with which they encircled the camp and took up positions, they were experienced fighters.

I immediately stopped what I was doing. I was only about halfway through the night's revels, and I ordered the half dozen slavegirls I'd fucked to tightly bind down the half dozen I hadn't fucked and then to wait in the tent.

I then cast a protective spell on the tent that left it impenetrable and impervious to fire and missiles, and then uncolocated to the me that was on lookout in a hidden spot outside the tent.

That was why I always hid well outside the tent -- so I could get outside it without having to pass through the impenetrable barrier formed by my spell, it being impenetrable and all.

I did a quick read of the minds of the outlaws assembled outside the tent. Eleven outlaws and an unusually capable ditch wizard. Probably the local top guns among outlaws, feared by all, etc. They were all looking forward to killing all of the various mes and then raping the slavegirls, maybe killing a couple of them in fun ways just for kicks, but mostly just beating them up good during the rape then selling most of them off. Keeping one to play with was a popular idea. Their thoughts were very specific and very brutal, they'd done exactly this sort of thing before many times.

Well that made things easier for me. I didn't have to worry about not killing any of them.

But I did plan to capture a few of them alive, for my own reasons.

I went into my pocket universe and pulled out a variety of weapons then colocated until there were four of me standing beside lookout me.

Lookout me would coordinate the attack.

The bandits were waiting for their ditch wizard to disassemble my wards and protective spells, and he was doing a pretty good job of it, for a ditch wizard. Really, a much better job than he should have been able to. There was something going on here.

Well, no matter. He was about to run out of allies, then he'd get to play with me one on one.

My various mes put on invisibility spells and silence spells and even an anti-scent spell and vanished into the night.

The bandits were well hidden from human eyes, but their mana, though dim, was visible to my eyes. I fanned out around the perimeter.

I found a bandit hiding behind a fallen log, snuggled down comfortably, resting, but mentally keyed up as he prepared for combat. He never saw the kosh I hit him with, knocking him out and then gagging and binding him so he could not warn his fellows if he woke up before the fun and games was over.

I found another bandit leaning against a tree, bow in hand, his quiver at his feet, ready to start firing on command. I strangled him until he passed out, holding his body in the air so his desperate kicking and flailing would not make any noise.

I found a third fellow nestled in the dark shadows of a kistle bush thicket, sword drawn, thinking of all the stabbing he was about to do. Either my wards did not work so well against him or he had a sixth sense because he whirled and took a stab at me just as I prepared to hit him hard with the hilt of my sword.

Only a very unmagical leap backward saved me from getting a slash in my stomach. As it was I lost a button on my shirt.

I parried his next thrust, but was able to do nothing about the yelling he was doing to alert his friends that they were under attack.

So I flattened him with a knockout spell. He dropped like a puppet whose strings had been cut, and I vanished into the shadows to greet the ones who were coming to aid him. I headed toward the closest one and this time I didn't even bother with swordplay, I just hit him with another knockout spell. I'd rather not have wasted so much mana on these garden-variety outlaws, but they were very good fighters.

I was too, but I was outnumbered three to one.

Successfully sneaking up on the outlaws was no longer possible, all I could do was try to get close enough to take them out before they could muster an effective defense. I came upon two of them and magicked up a net and threw it at them but they ducked most of it and came at me.

I had come armed with a shield and a pike because it kept attackers at a distance. But there were two attackers, and they were experienced, so they separated and came at me slowly and carefully from either side. I could not defend against both of them at the same time. One would move in on me to get me distracted by trying to stab me, and the other would move in and actually stab me while I was preoccupied.

But they didn't know about my pike. Its metal tip had a spell that interfered with the mind and body of whomever it touched, paralyzing them temporarily.

So when I thrust carefully at the closest outlaw, as if probing his defenses, he parried my thrust with the same care, not expending any more energy or going off balance any more than he had to. That was a mistake, I slipped his parry and the metal tip of my spear passed over the top of his arm, which was well sheided with a heavy leather cuirass. But it wasn't shielded enough to keep my spell from penetrating his aura, and he jerked and twitched as the spell's energies surged through his body, overwheming his consciousness and leaving him twitching on the ground.

The other outlaw moved in fast, of course, but because the contact had been casual, I was not far off balance. I got my shield around to him quickly and stepped back, then made another probe with my pike.

But the outlaw had seen what my pike had done to his fellow thief, and he parried my pike quite sharply. Unfortunately for him, I only had one opponent to deal with, and so I charged him, shield up. He couldn't get his saber around my shield, but at very close range I choked up on my pike and stabbed him in the leg with it at short range, not very hard, but hard enough for the spell to penetrate his thick wool pants to his aura, and he collapsed.

I tied them up quickly and headed off to help me.

But I didn't need much help. My fighting skills were on par with the attackers' but they had no answer for my mage skills, just some weak protective spells that my spells easily overwhelmed.

Soon three of me closed in on the ditch wizard. We cast out binding spells to keep him from escaping us, and he fought them mightily. He should not have escaped, I was way stronger than any ditch wizard.

But he did, suddenly the binding spells were gone and he vanished, and there was a definite sense of smirkery left behind.

“What the hell?” I muttered, gazing at the place where the ditch wizard had stood all of me off.

“He had help,” I said.

“Yeah, I think somebody was testing us,” I agreed. “No points for guessing who.”

There was no magical entity in the area that could have pulled that wizard out of my grasp but one, the one I was going to deal with in Reggia.

I bound up all the outlaws and took down the protective spell around the tent.

“Is it safe to come out, Master?” Ngami called out sweetly.

“It is,” I said. “Just make sure your sisters are securely bound.”

“Yes, Master,” Ngami said. Then she and the other girls whom I'd already fucked for the night came out of the tent.

I had dragged all the outlaws to the clearing the tent was cast in and the girls had a look at them.

“What did they plan to do here?” Ngami asked.

I dredged up the memories of their plans as I'd checked them out prior to fighting and sent them out to the Immortal girls.

Their faces, normally happy and open, closed up and became hard glares as they realized what plans the outlaws had for them.

“These are very bad men, Master,” said Wynona. “You should kill them.”

“I plan to kill half of them,” I said, “and I plan to let the other half feed your sisters when they become full succubi tonight.”

“They do not deserve such a good death, Master,” said Wenona.

“No they do not, but they will die, that's the key point,” I said.

“What about the ones whom you do not give to our sisters?” Wynona asked. I sense that if I gave her a knife and then gave them to her, they would die, and probably not in a hurry.

“I will cut their throats,” I said. “But before I do that, I have to do a few things.”

“What things?” Wynona asked. She was ready for some throat-cutting now.

“I have to gather evidence of their crimes from their minds,” I said, “so I can square their deaths with the Mega Mage Council.”

“Ah,” said Wynona. “You are part of the Council, Master?”

“I am an associate of theirs,” I said. I had a complex relationship with the Council and did not want to explain it.

“Ah,” said Wynona.

I reached into my pocket universe and magicked out the White Council jewel, and established contact with the Mega Mage Council familiar and let it know what I was doing. I was given the go-ahead, then I began dredging through the memories of the captured outlaws and transferring them to the Mega Mage familiar. These were the proofs of their crimes, which were undeniable since they were the outlaws' own memories.

When I was done, I slit the throats of five of the outlaws while they slept. It was a merciful death, far better than they deserved, but I was no torturer and took no pleasure in killing. But having read their minds, I wanted them all dead. The world was a better place without them.

Then I dragged the other six men into the tent where six of my girls were still chained.

By now, midnight was approaching, and I splashed water in all the men's faces to awaken them.

There was the usual cursing and groaning, as several of them had lumps and bumps from where I'd hit them.

Then they looked around, and saw the Immortal girls, and saw the other Immortal girls still chained to the various benches and whatnot I'd planned to use them at before I was so rudely interrupted.

“Well sir, if you wanted help with your orgy why dincha just invite us in?” asked one of the outlaws, Big Jadrow by name.

“There will be an orgy, and you'll be part of it,” I said, “never fear.”

“Well no need to keep us tied down for an orgy,” Jadrow said. “Untie us and we'll take care of the women.”

“He ain't gonna do no such thing,” said another outlaw, Merry Skanda by name. “He's gonna untie his girls and they'll fuck us. They're succubi you damn fool. Immortals.”

Big Jadrow looked at the women chained to the sex toys and he looked grim.

“Knew there had to be a catch to it,” he said.

“A better death than any of you deserve,” I said.

“How would you know, wizard?” asked Skanda. He was an older man, the leader of the outlaws. Too bad he would never see another 26th birthday.

“Read your minds so I could justify your deaths to the Council,” I said.

“Invaded our privacy, didja?” Skanda asked.

“Yes, if it helps I didn't enjoy it at all,” I said. “Required by the Mega Mage Council.”

“Ah,” said Skanda. I had let him know the Council knew of his crimes. He would find no mercy there. They had the goods on him.

I looked up at the sky and consulted my star tables. It would be past midnight very soon, if it was not already.

“Girls, drag our guests into the tent and free your sisters,” I said. “I will stay out here, hidden, so as not to confuse them and get snu-snu'd by accident. Let them feed.”

“Yes, Master,” said Wynona. I think she had been a little afraid I would not kill them after all.

In fact I did not like to kill people who were not attempting to kill me, but I had seen enough in the memories of these men to leave me certain that if I left them alive they would rape, beat, torture and kill others. The world would be a better place without them.

I put up some invisibility spells and a warding spell and went to my lookout spot. I scried over and forced myself to watch as the Immortal girls freed their full-succubus sisters who leaped on the bound prisoners and began having sex with them. The prisoners did not want to cooperate, but few men have ever had any reason to resist sex in their lives, and none of them resisted for long. The girls took them, feeding on their life energies as they fucked them again and again. It took hours, death by snu-snu is long but not harrowing. The men all died with big, stupid, happy grins on their faces. I watched primarily because I might someday have to fuck a full succubus and I wanted to survive if I did. I was fairly sure I could, but less sure after I saw the succubi at work. They relied on a man's basic sexuality and masculinity, working them both expertly.

The fact was, that despite my mage skills, I was mostly just as male as the next guy, and the succubi would have the same materials to work with in my case that they worked with so expertly on the outlaws.

Each succubus returned to normal Immortal slavegirlhood, only half succubus, as each man died. I don't know if the girls orgasmed or not, but they certainly had a good time. It was part of the curse or whatever it was that had created them.

(It had once been customary to kill Immortal slavegirls if they turned full succubus and fucked a man or woman to death, but the Mega Mage Council had ruled that as they were slavegirls the guilt lay on their owners, and any punishment should be placed on the owner. It was up to the owner to see that the girl got fucked before she went full succubus. And suddenly people got a lot more understanding about Immortal slavegirls. Funny how that worked.)

When the last outlaw died I magicked up some holes in the woods and magicked the outlaws' bodies into them, leaving a spell to mark each one, in case the Council wanted to unearth them and investigate them or a relative wanted to bury them elsewhere. I had no more interest in them.

Then I went into the tent and slept the rest of the night with my Immortal girls, with just the one of me staying awake to keep an eye out.

We awoke rested but not particularly wanting to hang around a place that had been befouled by the outlaws and we ate hastily, broke camp and left with no delay. The girls quickly returned to their normal happy dispositions once we hit the trail. They were not much disposed to dwell on evil.

I was more susceptible to being depressed by the scumminess that some human beings make of their lives, but I had learned to compartmentalize such experiences and forget about them. Which is exactly what I did.


Chapter Six

Reggia

The next few days to Reggia were uneventful. No outlaws showed any interest in us, and the only supernatural creatures who showed near us were friendly ones, i.e., the fae, who still enjoyed the orgies. With less mana to live on, most of the dangerous supernaturals had been extinguished by town mages, no doubt.

Towns and villages were less common as we left the flatlands around Fort Gironta and began climbing the foothills of the Draskar Mountains, whose rocky core formed the border between Aquilonia and Pattrynos on the east.

Reggia was located on a plateau that extended from the Draskar Mountains to their foothills, well above the flatlands around Fort Gironta, but with relatively gentle grades compared to the rocky escarpments behind it. It was surprisingly good farmland if you were good at terracing, which the Reggian farmers were.

Or had been. The lands around Reggia were mostly deserted now. A few old farmers clung to the land. It had once been very productive land, now it would barely grow cabbages or beets.

“Master, you must not go to Reggia,” said Ngami to me on the first night after we entered the hills west of Reggia.

“Why not?” I asked.

“An Old One is there,” said Ngami. “We have sensed him.”

“So have I,” I said. “I have business with him.”

“Business, Master?” Ngami asked, her voice full of confusion. “Master, no one profits from dealing with Old Ones. If you are lucky, you only die, and very few are that lucky.”

“My business isn't in the nature of trade,” I said. “I am going to destroy Inagma.”

“Master, no one destroys Old Ones,” said Ngami.

“I do,” I said. “I destroyed An'korita of Prathia, Haarkos of Changar and Maskritos of Zandor. Why should Inagma of Reggia be any different?”

Ngami stared at me for a moment.

“That does explain a lot, Master,” she said.

“Fear not,” I said. “You will not be involved in any way with my attack on Inagma. I will see to our safety and the other Immortal girls if I am defeated by Inagma.”

“Yes, Master, he might defeat you,” Ngami said. “And we all love you. We do not wish to lose you.”

Of course they all loved me. Succubus slavegirls always loved their Masters, quite sincerely. They couldn't help it. Just like they couldn't help fucking their Master to death if they did not get their vitamin D in time. It was what they were.

“You probably won't lose me,” I said. “The ones I named are a small fraction of Old Ones and such that I have defeated.”

“Yes, Master, if you are who I think you are, that would be true,” said Ngami.

“It is true,” I said. “I might be defeated, because only a fool goes up against an Old One and thinks the result is a foregone conclusion. They never entirely reveal themselves. But every Old One thinks it a foregone conclusion that they will defeat me … and that has yet to happen. It's as if I know something they don't.”

“You have an advantage over them that they do not understand,” said Ngami.

“Exactly so, girl,” I said. “Got it in one.”

“Ah,” said Ngami, smiling. “That is good. That makes me feel better.”

“I won't lie to you,” I said. “Fighting an Old One takes a lot out of me. I may be near death after the fight, even if I win -- it happens frequently. The magic and the energies involved in destroying an Old One are, well, ungodly. But if this works, Reggia will be restored. And you girls will help restore it. In a fun way, too.”

“I knew your plans included us,” said Ngami, relieved.

“They did, from the beginning,” I said. “But my plans will benefit you girls as well as Reggia. I am not that sort of user.”

“We knew that,” said Ngami. “We sensed your hatred of the outlaws, for what they planned to do to us, and for what they did to others.”

“That could have been simple vengefulness,” I said.

“If it had been vengefulness, you would have enjoyed killing the outlaws more,” said Ngami.

“You girls pay attention,” I observed.

“We are slavegirls, you are our Master,” said Ngami. “Of course we do.”

The next day, there was another change in the way the girls behaved. There was a definite sense of apprehension. Also, some fear. Of me. They know who I was now, the weren't just guessing, and I was not just powerful, but scary powerful.

Fortunately, they'd learned to trust me and they continued to do so. That was the slavegirl element coming to the fore. I was scary powerful, but I was their scary powerful. Their Master. So the nightly revels continued unabated, which worked for me.

”Master, if you are who you say you are, why do you worry about us becoming succubi?” Wynona asked as we approached the outskirts of Reggia.

”Because if you became full succubi I would have to fight you very hard each night to control you,” I said.

”Surely a mage such as you would have no problem controlling a dozen mere succubi,” said Wynona.

”Even if that were true, why would I want to, girl?” I asked. ”I really like fucking you as slavegirls. I love the happiness and joy you bring to it. It brings me happiness and joy, and I thrive on happiness and joy.”

”Ah,” said Wynona. ”That is your nature.”

”Yes it is, girl,” I said. ”And don't you ever forget it.”

”No Master, nor will I ever forget your declaration of love for us as we are,” said Wynona.

”Good, that will save me the trouble of inscribing it on your flesh, girl,” I said.

”Yes, Master,” Wynona said, her eyes flashing, and I sensed that she would really like that. It struck deep into her slavegirly soul.

Based on the ruined farmlands all about, I had expected to find Reggia deserted, or nearly so. But it was not. Curse of Inagma or not, it was still an excellent place for traders travelling from the mountains to the lowlands or vice versa to stop over and exchange goods.

The traders tended not to linger in Inagma, mind you. An almost palpable sense of doom hung over the town. The citizens scurried about under leaden skies, and the laughter in the town's single functional tavern was too loud at night. It was the sort of town whose streets you could wander at night without worrying about running into thieves, muggers or murderers because the night was too dangerous for them.

The tavern had kennels, occupied by a few fearful slavegirls who cringed in their cells as we entered.

I had fucked the girls earlier in the day because I was not sure that there would be enough men in Reggia to use them all. Turns out there were, but the place was so appallingly dismal that those men in the place probably wouldn't have bothered to use them. I would have to work fast here.

I put my girls up in a large cell than did a quick colocation, leaving myself to guard them and the other girls. Reggia was Inagma's turf, I was not feeling very trusting.

Plus, the other slavegirls in the kennel showed palpable relief that a Master would be guarding the kennels. I got a distinct impression that slavegirls did not always survive a night in the kennels.

I got a room upstairs and set a ward or three at the doors and windows and also left a self awake to keep an eye on the joint while I got the shut-eye I was going to need.

After seeing that my girls got fed, I had a bit of breakfast in the tavern and then went out looking for the local headman. I quickly discovered there was no official headman in the town, the social infrastructure had degenerated too far. But there was an unofficial headman, the local banker.

I was amazed to discover that a mage was surviving in Reggia under Inagma's nose. Old Ones love mages -- they think we are delicious.

I hoped to give him a severe case of indigestion today. I normally liked to spend a few days sizing things up, but the Immortal girls were a problem.

I found the banker sitting at a table in the tavern, drinking beer and gazing into the distance. He was the town's only banker, he did not need to seek business out.

I slid onto a seat opposite him at the table.

“Greetings,” I said, smiling. “I bring good tidings.”

“That's a change,” said the banker in a voice that indicated the banker was not about to spring into song and dance just yet.

“Are you the one who sent a plea to the Mega Mage Council about a certain curse?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said, his voice dispirited.

“I am your answer,” I said.

The banker looked at me.

“Oh, goody, the Council has sent a mage to feed Inagma,” the banker said. “You have my sympathies.”

“The Council did not send a mage,” I said, “it sent me. Look a little deeper.”

“Look a little deeper” to a mage meant scrying.

“I have survived by keeping my supernatural activities to an absolute minimum,” said the banker.

“I understand,” I said. “Hold on a moment.”

Suddenly the two of us disappeared from the room and we both sat suspended in a void.

“Where am I?” the banker asked, dismayed.

“We're in one of my pocket universes,” I said. “Completely out of Inagma's ability to percieve. Now, look a little deeper.”

“All right,” said the banker, who was clearly frightened. He scried my mind and I let him see my true identity.

“You!” he said.

“Me,” I responded. “Crom Agnon, at your service.”

“I am Walid Orchala,” he said. “Thank you for coming, Godslayer.”

“Glad to be here,” I said, though that as not really true. Reggia was a drag. “I'm sorry I couldn't get here sooner. But you know these things have to be done at their own pace, in their own way.”

Walid nodded. “I understand,” he said. “I am just glad to see you here, now. I had given up.”

“The Council has warned Inagma that the Curse on Reggia must end,” I said. “The ancient wrong that was done to Inagma here has been paid for many times over. Inagma does not see it that way. It has been warned of the consequences of not ending the curse, but it does not believe or really understand what I can do. So today, it finds out.”

“How can I help?” Walid asked.

“I want you to see that my girls and the citizens of Reggia are taken care of in the event that I lose, and to get them out of here while I confront Inagma. Some of the side effects of our conflicts could do horrendous things to any people who remain in Reggia.”

I reached into my storage pocket universe and magicked out two jewels. I handed them both to Walid.

“The red jewel is a relocation spell,” I said. “It will transfer you and anyone within 100 meters of you to a field near the Scroll and Jewel Inn in Caronis. I want you to gather up my girls and everyone in Reggia and use this spell to get them out of danger. Once the battle is over, I want you to use this other jewel to come back and scope the place out. If Inagma is still around, get out and don't come back, and don't let anyone else come back either. He's going to be very angry and very hungry, and Old Ones feed on human suffering.”

“I understand,” said Walid.

“I'm putting great trust in you, but frankly, I expect to defeat Inagma, or I wouldn't be here.”

“It will be a great mercy if you do,” said Walid.


Chapter Seven

Inagma

After talking with Walid, I went to Ngami and spoke with her and gave her some jewels containing spells and so forth for the girls' safety. I was leaving nothing to chance.

Then I walked to the edge of town and stood in the middle of the road where it was clear and flat and reached into my pocket universe and magicked out my god killing suit. It was a bit of technology from a different Earth timeline, where technology had far outstripped magic, as it tends to do once it gets established.

This particular bit of tech, though not designed for magical purposes that I knew of … I'd found it abandoned, or more likely it had found me … did have some very useful features for magic.

It was a giant humanoid golem, full of electronics of a very peculiar type. Most electronic equipment was useless against magic … there were all sorts of very simple, easy spells that could fry electronic circuitry of any type. Hell, magic frequently fried electronic curcuitry without any effort whatever.

The circuitry in this suit was magic-proof, somehow. I don't know how they did it, but clearly the people, if they had been “people” as I understand the term, understood magic far better than I or anyone I knew of did.

I magicked myself into the cockpit, a good ten meters above the ground, then strapped into the suit and put on the command helmet and turned the suit on, letting its system go online. I didn't know much about the suit's real intended uses, but that didn't matter. It had a user interface that could read my intent, and did whatever I required. It was a very smart suit.

I spent a short while making sure all the wards and spells I had set over my own mind were in place and working properly. You didn't fight an Old One in your right mind, that was insanity.

As the suit warmed up, the hard, clean metallic lines of its body began to blur. When I first started using it, the suit informed me that it worked in the quantum realm, manipulating probability in the same way that magic manipulated reality, and with much the same effect. Whatever that meant. Maybe magic and what the suit called quantum mechanics were one and the same thing. I don't know, magic or technology, it was all the same to me. What mattered was that it worked.

So I and the suit that never seemed to have exactly the same shape from one instant to the next rose into the air and flew to the mountaintop that Inagma resided on.

It was easy to find Inagma, it had such a load of magical mana that it seemed to have streamers in the sky leading back to it.

Like most Old Ones, it manifested in the visible spectrum as an unholy mass of tentacles, gaping maws, staring eyeballs and crushing pincers. Whatever the observer found most fearsome was reflected in an Old One's visage.

I could see the Old One for what it really was, a gray ball of fuzzy nothingness floating in space. It was as blurry as my suit, and for much the same reason -- it was manipulating reality at a very basic level all around it.

I didn't attempt to communicate with it. If it had any interest in doing as the Council said, it would have done it.

Instead I hit Inagma with a blast of disassociative energies from the huge quantum cannon mounted in the chest of my suit.

A weaker supernatural creature would have collapsed into nothingness. but Inagma absorbed the energies I was pouring into it without any sign of even noticing it. Instead, a dark smoky tentacle oozed into the air and encircled my suit and dragged me into all the horrors that constituted its “face.”

I was fine with that. These were familiar moves in a battle with an Old One. Also, I wasn't cringing with horror at the unnatural horrors that attacked me. My wards were doing their job, and I perceived those horrors as pink, fluffy bunny rabbits and kittens and hotties.

Now Inagma launched another attack against me, pulling me out of the familiar dimension of Earth into other dimensions. This was a basic weapon of the Old Ones, their surest one against humans, because we are not adapted to experience or perceive other dimensions, and so our minds are filled with an awful sense of wrongness as we fail to grasp the realities we are suddenly enmeshed in, even as the horribleness continues.

Just a whiff of this sort of thing is enough to send a weak mind gibbering with eldritch horror.

But I was an old hand at being dragged into alternate dimensions and had spells going that allowed me to interpret the unfathomable weirdness of other dimensions as things that fit in my range of perceptions.

What I saw was weird: shifting balls of color in shapes that made no sense, stairways that marched up and down at the same time, spaces that folded into themselves and unfolded in ways that made no sense, yet there they were.

I countered with one of my most effective weapons: schmalz. Not actual chicken fat, no, but a projection of the feeling brought about by the most cliched peasant homilies, the most mindless doggerel songs, the blandest romanticism in any story for young girls, all concentrated and blasted right at the mind of Inagma.

The very firmament of heaven shook with Inagma's pain and dismay as the disgusting ball of sweet, sappy, weaponized homilies struck at its mind. ”Bless this mess” and ”Love is never having to say you're sorry,” were particularly powerful, blasting away at the unnatural horror from another dimension with relentlessly bland sweetness.

This weapon alone had been known to vanquish Old Ones in the past, but not the recent past. Fact was, Inagma was made of sterner, more unmentionable stuff. all the low-hanging fruit among the Old Ones having already been vanquished.

What was left among the Old Ones were the vilest, foulest, most unnatural manifestations of evil on Earth, and the Old Ones that coexisted peacably among humankind and their allies on Earth, mostly because they were too eldritch to even notice us, often barely connected with the universe as we understood it. Humans left such Old Ones alone, since they tended to be among the most powerful.

Inagma had once been such an Old One, but in generations past the people of Reggie had committed a wrong against it, and it cursed Reggia.

The people of Reggia, long accustomed to Inagma as a distant and unresponsive entity had transformed it into a tourist attraction. They had developed “Old One” land that had many Old One themed gifts and toys and snacks and there had also been a Old One ride, where people could roll around on a donkey cart, dragged past various tableaus of Old One horror, right in the shadow of Inagma's actual lair.

You could also get a painting of yourself being chased by Inagma.

The people of Reggia had sown the wind, and reaped the whirlwind. When Inagma finally noticed how thoroughly it was being mocked, the calm life of a prosperous trade town snuggled in the mountains was replaced by otherworldly madness and horror -- the real thing, not the amusement park version. Reggia had been completely abandoned for a time, as people fled to escape the unspeakable horror that Inagma made of life in Reggia.

After a time, people slipped back to Inagma, because it was a wonderful place for trade. You could prosper in Inagma just by being there and helping travelers. Inagma, as was typical among Old Ones, waxed and waned, and when his anger waned life in Reggia was dangerous but possible, and profitable.

Which is undoubtedly how people like Walid wound up there.

Inagma had been playing with these poor humans, like toys. With his powers it had no business doing so. It was like an adult human being tormenting ants or frogs or lizards, pointless cruelty aimed at beings too much lower on the scale of being to do anything but suffer dumbly.

Now Inagma had me to contend with, and I ignored the weirdness it was trying to unsettle me with, and unlimbered a heavier weapon, a strong, pure dose of scorn and outrage.

Humans had undoubtedly felt that way about Inagma in the past, but their tiny minds could no more affect Inagma than the voice of an ant could affect a human.

But I was in the suit, and the suit was an amplifier, and the blast of pure, powerful emotion that surged out of it was enough to flatten most supernatural entities into so much paste. Given how much mana I had accumulated in my travels to Reggia, I could have smashed whole species of supernatural entities into paste, had I been interested.

But it was not enough to flatten Inagma into paste. I felt its answering blast of pure, primal Old One malevolence. The suit shielded me, my wards shielded me, but still, I felt it, an overwhelming sense of doom, a crushing sense of mighty forces squeezing me, crushing me, raw rage in sold walls like sheets of ice that slid across the void between Inagma and I like frozen, flooding rivers, rolling over me, tumbling me, crushing me like the insignificant thing that I was.

But it did not crush me. It should have. Had I been a mere human mage fighting Inagma with spells, I'm pretty sure it would have crushed me. But I was in the suit, and the suit was not human, and with my brain linked to the suit, neither was I.

I could not have remained human and lived.

With Inagma's uneathly malevolence still raging at me and around me and through me, I unlimbered my next assault on Inagma, which was the cold, pure logic of mathematics, with traces of something the suit called “physics” along with strains of chess and music.

This kind of logic was anathema to Old Ones, which is why their building spoke of inhuman geometries -- they were based on inhuman geometries.

Now I forced the mathematics and logic of human geometries on Inagma, magnified many times by the suit, and it was like an ice pick in the Old One's brain.

For the first time it knew fear. The malevolence was a major weapon on the Old Ones' arsenals. They used it to kill one another when they fought. The fact that I had not only withstood the malevolence but was now attacking it was something entirely outside Inagma's experience, that scared the hell out of Inagma as it should have.

With its usual weapons rendered useless, the malevolence suddenly shut off like a lamp that has been snuffed out.

I knew what was coming next. I would have dreaded it, if the wards on my mind permitted that. They did not. The slightest fear is a weapon Inagma could use.

Inagma's next attack was a pure attack of primal Old One essence, blasted at me. Had I been in my right mind, it would have simply destroyed me. But I wasn't. I was operating on the turf of the Old Ones, and that meant I was a little bit of an Old One myself.

Still, I was not an Old One, a being forged in the heart of creation itself and flung into the void between the stars to spin like the stars themselves. I was human.

I fought the Old One essence and continued relentlessly with the iron logic discovered by humanity. There was a secret to mathematics that made it anathema to Old Ones. Mathematics, though discovered by humans, was derived from nature itself, and described the underlying realities of the universe that unfolded after the event that created the Old Ones. It was foreign to them, and a lucid expression of math and especially physics was especially painful to them.

I didn't know mathematics all that well, not at the top levels, I could handle all the merchant math but that was about it.

But the suit I was wearing knew the math cold, and spoke it through me, and Inagma screamed in agony as the formulae echoed through its being. I spoke as long as I could, but eventually I blacked out, lost all consciousness of who I was or what I was doing. The blackness that flowed around me as Inagma released its full primal agonies on me was too much. My poor human brain was overwhelmed, and shut down.


Chapter Eight

After Inagma

“Master, Master,” said a sweet, honeyed voice. The voice seemed to be calling down to me from a height. It was as if I was at the bottom of a well.

“Nnngh,” I said charmingly in reply.

“Master!” the voice came back, much louder and more excited now. “Master! Master! He's awake! He's awake!”

Awakening wasn't easy. It was like floating up out of the bottom of a dark well. It was a while before I could open my eyes and see the vague outlines of naked women leaning over me, their boobs hanging huge and bulbous around me, their eyes huge and excited.

“Oh, Master, we were so worried about you!” came Marichal's sweet voice, along with several others … Ngami, Wynona, Lavinia, Dee and Trinitia … all of them, I guessed.

“Well I wasn't worried about me,” I said, but my mouth mangled the words. I still wasn't fully in control of my body.

That was understandable. It was quite possible that I had been dead, a common occupational hazard for Godslayers. My suit generally finished the fights that I started with Old Ones. I had asked it on several occasions if it could fight them without me, and it said that for a variety of technical reasons, that was not possible.

The suit did tell me that in the course of battles I frequently got into a state that would have passed for “death” in Aquibonya, but that it had a built-in thing called an “autodoc” for its pilots that it put me in, which got me out of the “death like” condition and restored me to good health. It even had backups of my soul that it could use to restore my body if it got a little too dead.

Let's face it, it raised me from the dead. Regularly. Its tech was more advanced than mine, and it was, let's face it, smarter than me.

It was the real Godslayer, I was just its pet pilot. I was OK with that. It was a lot more important that things like Inagma got destroyed than that my ego get boosted.

Plus, no one knew about or would understand about the suit even if they did. So I still got Godslayer cred among humans, which was, let's face it, what counted for me. (Oh, some of the mages on the Mega Council might have guessed that I was the tool of something greater than me, but I suspected their attitude was, “Better you than me, buddy.” Destroying Old Ones gone bad is what matters.)

In fact, my suit had told me that it had been in contact with its creators about our activities, and they gave it their blessing, deeming it a good use of the suit's capabilities.

I got a distinct impression though, that for the suit, I was a hobby.

After a bit I felt up to sitting up. We were in the Reggia tavern, where I had been placed on a table. The girls helped me upright and got me dressed and set in front of a table with stew and bread and cider. I had no idea how they'd come up with food, and I didn't ask. I started out slowly and carefully, but it turned out that I was very hungry.

It didn't take much to fill me up, though. My stomach had shrunk to a ball.

“I take it Inagma is gone?” I asked.

“Yes, Master,” said Ngami. “We sense no sign of it.”

“He won't be back,” I promised. The suit was very thorough.

“I cannot kill the Old Ones, as they are not alive in the way they are alive,” the suit once told me. “But I can disassemble them at the subatomic level, and they don't recover from that.”

“What happened with you while I was gone, Ngami?” I asked.

“It was as you said, Master,” said Ngami. “Walid tried to betray us, and deliver us to Inagma. But your counterspell put him to sleep. He still lies, sleeping. The jewel shipped us and the people of Reggia to the Scroll & Jewel in Caronis, then returned us when you signaled us.”

“You seemed awfully dead when we found you, Master,” Wynona said reproachfully.

“I've felt better,” I said. “OK, girls, have the people of Reggia been fed?”

“They say they are not hungry,” Marichal said. “I think they are still afraid.”

“Well, let's go sort them out,” I said, rising from the table. I got a momentary wave of dizziness but it passed. Still, I walked carefully out of the tavern, and the girls followed, watching me carefully. They had sensed that dizziness.

The people of Reggia were scattered about the remains of the town square, mostly at the platform where slave auctions and hangings were held.

I headed over.

“People of Reggia,” I announced in a loud voice. “I am Crom Agnon, known as the Godslayer. I am here to inform you that I have slain the God known as Inagma and broken his Curse. It will not trouble you any more, nor will its curse. Reggia is once again just another merchant city.”

There was a polite smattering of applause from the crowd, more than I had expected. After being relentlessly battered by Inagma, they were not in any condition to believe in good news. But they would be soon.

“Now as your liberator I charge you to take over this town and make it the happy, prosperous place it once was. I am going to magic up a lot of food in the tavern, and tonight only, my immortal sluts will be available free for the use of anyone who would like to be 26 years old again!”

This set a few eyes gleaming in the crowd. The years hung heavy on most of them.

“Master!” Lavinia cried. She was outraged. She was a slavegirl, she understood having her body sold out from under her, but the thought of being passed around as a freebie was a little much for her.

“C'mon, girl, I doubt the people here have so much as an Aquibonyan copper tenth among them,” I said. “Now smile before I make you a permanent freebie slut.”

“Yes, Master!” Lavinia said, suddenly smiling broadly. She could handle being a freebie, she just couldn't handle voluntarily being a freebie. She had to have that threat to make it her Master's will, and hence OK.

“That goes for the lot of you!” I added thoughtfully.

“Yes, Master,” came a bevy of sweet voices. They were being obsequious because I'd been sick. Well and also because they were half slavegirl. Silly slavegirls.

Still, when I had been facing Inagma, they had been what had been in the back of my mind. They had been the ones I had been fighting for. I mean, I'm sure the citizens of Inagma were nice and all, but my slavegirls were sweetness personified, so long as they got their fucking.

And they'd get their fucking tonight.

“OK, let's go see Walid now,” I said. “Where is he?”

“The spell put him in that bubble over there,” said Lavinia, pointing to a grey dome half hidden by the remnants of a gazebo.

I walked over and scried the bubble. It was a standard protective spell. I had put Walid in it for his own good, and for the good of the people of Reggia. There were two possibilities for what had happened to Walid. I had not for an instant believed that he could have survived with mage powers in the vicinity of Reggia. His powers would have shone like beacons for Inagma, and Old Ones considered mages especially tasty humans. Sometimes they just absorbed the mage's soul and left the body an empty shell, which they could use at will like a puppet, if they wished.

But more commonly they liked to take over the mage's body while leaving the mage's mind intact while making the body do horrible things. That way they could feed indefinitely on the mage's horror and dismay at the things he or she did while under the Old One's control.

I slipped into the bubble and warded up and checked to see if Walid's body had a mind inside it. I quickly determined that yes, somebody was home. I warded up and entered Walid's mind. I found the wards that the Old One had used to secure Walid's mind. I did not release those wards just yet. It would not have done any good to revive a Walid who was capable of nothing but screaming in horror and crying.

Instead, I spent some time doing some healing magic. His body was in poor but functional condition, but his mind was a mess. I put him in a light trance that let his sleep peacefully while I riffled through his memories like a deck of cards. He had once had a wife and family. I erased most of his memories of what he had done to them when Inagma took over, and but left some memories so he would know they had existed. I aged the memories, however, made them distant and soft, as if they had occurred years ago, which they had. Good old Inagma kept them sharp and focused in Walid's mind.

When I had Walid in a sane state of mind, I released the wards and returned control of his body to him, and allowed him to awaken.

Walid said nothing for a while, just lying there gazing upward, his eyes blank.

“Thank you,” he said finally. “I did not think that would ever end.”

“And yet it did,” I said.

“Yes, it did,” said Walid. “I was hoping for death, desperately. I was sure that if I ever got control over my body again I would kill myself immediately. But that no longer makes sense.”

“It is not necessary,” I said. “The wounds inflicted on you by Inagma have healed. Inagma did those things, not you. You know that.”

“Yes, I do,” said Walid.

“It's good that you are not going to kill yourself,” I said. “Reggia needs you.”

“I know,” said Walid. “I will build a new life.”

“Good,” I said. I dropped the field around us and we headed for the tavern. Reggia would be rebuilt.

For a short time I stayed in Reggia and vended out my girls to the men and women there, for the purpose of making them young and strong again and to let me sleep with just one or two sluts a night, at most. I am a man of simple needs. They say that for a young man there's no such thing as too much sense, but enough is enough, and I'd had enough over the last few weeks.

I mended the minds that Inagma had broken and also quite a few minds that had been damaged by the things Inagma had made others do. I was unusually good at that, because my Godslayer suit had used the same techniques on me. There was no way I could survive the experiences one had while killing gods without psychological wounds. The suit had healed my psychological wounds just as it healed my physical wounds, and I studied how it did it, and became skilled in fixing damaged minds, something there were generally a lot of in the vicinity of an Old One gone bad.

I suspect the courage that let me face Old Ones again and again were an artifact created within me by my suit. I was not the person I had been before I found that suit, but frankly, I was OK with that. Maybe that was an artifact too … you could go insane worrying about such stuff, so I didn't.

I started a whorehouse in conjunction with the tavern. I called it “Immortal Fire” and staffed it with most of my girls. I made Ngami the madam of the Immortal Fire House and Wynona the bouncer, giving her a few spells and powers that would let her deal with any rowdies or whatnot. I left a jewel with Ngami and Wynona so they could contact me, but I wasn't too worried about being needed. Between Ngami's intelligence and leadership skills, and Wenona's toughness, they'd get problems handled.

No one had been running the tavern so Ngami wound up being the tavern mistress as well. She was still a slavegirl at heart, though, plus she would need her nightly fucking just like the other girls, so I hired a man to be the bartender and take care of Ngami and Wynona. He was their de facto Master, but I made sure he knew to give them their heads as far as decisions about the tavern and the bordello.

Two girls did not go to the whorehouse. I led Lavinia and Marichal out of town on leashes to keep my company on my journey, and to keep my body nice and young.

“Master, why did you pick me?” Lavinia asked. “Surely the other girls have better qualities than me.”

“They do,” I said, “but they lack that metallic coppery skin of yours. I like to see it shine in the sun.”

“Thank you, Master!” Lavinia. “I love to be in the sun.”

“Lucky you,” I said, grinning.

“What about me, Master?” Marichal asked. “The girls say my skin is pasty white.”

“Yeah, but somehow, after hiking for weeks, you still have a big, soft, round ass,” I observed. “A nice complement to Lavinia's cute little bubble butt. And of course, there's the other thing.”

“What other thing?” asked Marichal.

“You were the one who was most worried for me when I was near death after fighting Inagma,” I said. “It's good to have someone who cares for you, as often as I wind up fighting supernatural horrors from beyond.”

“I cared for you, too, Master,” said Lavinia.

“I know you did,” I said. “But not as much as Marichal did. Now the both of you stop fishing for compliments, or I'll take you both back to Reggia and trade you in on more agreeable girls.”

“Yes, Master,” they both said in sweet, honeyed voices.

It was great to be just human again.


The End

Also By Pat Powers

Campus Slut Run
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Michelle Gillespie was the undisputed queen of the Free Use runners at Havermont College. When she appeared on the quad stark naked except for her Havermont College collar, her running shoes and her backpack, everybody knew the game was about to happen. When she saw the quad full of handsome alpha males out strolling and tossing frisbees and footballs, she grew happy and excited. All the men started edging into position.


When Michelle flipped her custom-made Havermont College collar and put it on inside-out it became a free-use collar, proclaiming to one and all that any man that could catch her could have sex with her on the spot. it meant the game had begun.


And all the men wanted to catch Michelle, not just because she was a young, fit, passionate beauty, but because she was incredibly fast and elusive, as befitted the young star of Havermont's women's track team. Catching Michelle was pure pleasure and conveyed some major bragging rights. Some said she was the best broken-field runner at Havermont College, and that included all the running backs on the football team.


And Michelle, being a hot, red-blooded, kinky American woman, LOVED to be captured, bound and publicly used. But being a competitive athlete, she gave each run her very best, which means she sometimes did not get caught.


It's a contest, it's spring, it's wild and it's wonderful, it's a free use run at its best. Romance and desire are in the air. When one of Michelle's runs was captured on video and went viral on the Internet, her next run suddenly becomes something more, something that might bring the national media out,as well as the Feminists Against Sexual Temptation (FAST) protesters and much more.


Read the story to discover the wild ride that Michelle's Run becomes!


Campus Slut Run is a short story that's over 9,000 words long and is part of the Collar World series.


Collar Dread (Books 2 of the Collar World series)
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Collaring. It was the most exciting thing for any woman on Collared World, the entrance to a new world of sex, love, romance and finding her rightful place in the world. Most women loved it, craved it, sought it with every bit of their submissive hearts.


But not all women felt that way. There was a thing called “Collar Dread.” Most women felt it now and again in a mild way. After all, being collared changed you, everyone knew that. And change can be frightening. We've all got a little Peter Pan in us, frightened of the changes of adulthood.


But most women got over it easily, and then loved being collared so much that many of them went into a sort of temporary insanity called “Collar Frenzy” if they lost their collar.


Some women were terrified of being collared, so much so that every year a few women killed themselves to avoid being collared. Sometimes it was due to mental illness, sometimes due to the quirks of personality and experience. Part of Arlette Spencer's Collar Dread was undoubtedly because her parents died when she turned 12 and she had to go to an orphanage because there were no relatives to take her.


But there was more to it for Arlette. Much more. She feared collaring like death itself, even though she lusted desperately for it And when she left the orphanage and became eligible for collaring, she lived in constant fear that the worst – or was it the best? -- would happen. Perhaps both. Collaring was a mysterious unknown looming over all of Arlette's life.


Arlette had always known she would be collared to some sleazy corporation and vended out to men for their profit, living for sex alone. She was an orphan, she knew the worst could happen to her. Once collared, the question was, how would she survive? Would Geoff, the hunky alpha male slave trainer who had a way of falling in love with his charges be the key? Or was it Dr. Kojak and his team of crack … or was it cracked? … corporate psychologists? Or did the answer lie in Arlette herself? And why did people keep telling Arlette she was going to experience something more wonderful than she could even imagine once she fully embraced her collar?


To find out, read the book. It'll be fun! Psychological suspense combined with erotica and just a smidgeon of humor.


"Collar Dread" is a 48,000 word novel and is number two in the Collared World series.


The Prop Master Series (Books 1-4 of the Prop Master series)
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“The Prop Master Adventures” is a collection of all four previously published stories about Jack Davis, the Prop Master, and his friends. Those stories are: “The Prop Master,” “Cindy's Student,” “Cindy Stripped Bare,” and the novel-length story, “The Great Chase.” All four stories form a single meta-story that concludes with “The Great Chase,” totaling 100,000 words.


It features:


Lust-crazed Hollywood starlets begging Jack to show them how to make movie damsel in distress scenes into steamy bondage scenes!


Ponygirls on trampolines, chasing through suburban backyards!


Rubbery Tonguesaws of Doom heading toward helpless damsels!


Exploding sex machines!


Hairs' breadth escapes, stunts galore!


Crazed MMA fighting stunt girls!


Glider-borne mad bombers!


Small town power tripping gone mad!


A string of murders in a rural small town!


And much, much more.


It was all a bit much for a persnickety control freak and movie prop master who basically just wanted to tie up beautiful Hollywood movie stars in a safe and responsible manner for filming and make love to his sexy stunt woman girlfriend Cindy (a loving slave girl to Jack who loved to be personally bondage wrangled by him).


But it was what Jack got when he signed on as bondage wrangler for the DID Productions movie studio. With help from Cindy and the relentless chess-playing private detective Robertol Escalder, he'll gain control of the situation if he has to use every knot he knows! And Jack knows ALL the knots … just ask Cindy, and half the B-movie starlets in Hollywood. 


Tavern Sluts (Books 1-3 of the Tavern Slut series)
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"Tavern Sluts" is the adventures of three women who serve as waitresses in a very different sort of tavern.


We start with Moira, who's at the absolutely lowest point in her life. Moira begins her story bound, gagged and naked, being sold along with various other knickknacks and whatnots by her owners, the Grayson family. When she's bought by a local slut tavern owner, Moira figures it's just another humiliation in the long sequence of humiliations that had led her to literally being part of a yard sale.


But the Smiling Slut Tavern, Moira's new owner, has some surprises in store for her. She had no idea she'd fall in love with one of the customers. And she was unprepared for Sky, the First Girl, whose mysterious psychic powers take Moira's life in a whole new direction.


The next time we visit the Smiling Slut Tavern, a century has passed. Technology has given men and women ways of expanding sexual pleasure greatly.


But technology has potential for misuse, too, and Jessica of Jessica's Virgin Auction is a prime example. Her parents, deeply religious and socially conservative parents put a watcherball on her, a tiny flying camera that could deliver electric shocks. It was very common for parents to put watcherballs on their children, mainly to keep them safe. Most parents turned the watcherballs off when their kids were safe at home.


But Jessica's parents never turned her watcherball off. The watcherball was always right there to give her tiny electric shocks if it sensed her fingers straying southward toward her Forbidden Place.


As a result, Jessica's sexuality is a mysterious unknown territory that she is desperate to explore in the most extreme way possible. And there's no more extreme method that Jessica knows of than to become a tavern slut.


The day Jessica turns 18, she applies to the Smiling Slut Tavern. The manager suggests that she start her slutting career with a virgin auction that might make her rich. It seems too good to be true -- all that attention, all that money, all that SEX! And sweet, sweet revenge on her parents for that watcherball they put on her. 


Which is how Jessica winds up naked, bound and gagged in an alcove at the Smiling Slut Tavern waiting eagerly for the first of ten lucky men who will have her that night.


What Jessica doesn't know is that her auction will be the spark that sets off fireworks throughout the tavern, and which will put the Smiling Slut Tavern on the map as one of the most exciting slut taverns ever and make her name forever famous within the tavern!


Finally, we have Mia's story. Mia, like most women of her times, enjoys the dating scene as it has evolved under basic income. She dates the boys, she has sex with the boys and the boys give her presents. Mia is VERY popular with the boys, because she's very bendy and very submissive.


Mia's problem is that she likes the sex with the boys all too much. Girls are supposed to string the boys along, releasing the kitty from the bag bit by bit, never emptying it. But athletic, vital, sensuous Mia had a tendency to empty the bag on the very first date. 


Tavern sluts get to empty the bag all day long, every day, with a lot of different boys and girls. But Jessica can't become a tavern slut because tavern sluts are the enemies of regular women, always on offer along with all the other items on the menu, making it so much harder to string them along. How could she maintain her friendships with the other dating girls when she was in the enemy camp?


It's a tough situation which requires a supple mind to deal with, but Mia is nothing if not flexible.


These three stories have already been published separately. If you've already bought them, you won't find anything new here. If you haven't bought them, shut up and give me your money. You'll be glad you did!


These three stories together are over 86,000 words long, and are part of the Basic Income universe.



The Love Slave Robot War: Books 1-3 Complete
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“The Love Slave Robot Wars: Books 1-3 Complete” is a 61,000 word novel that includes “The Love Slave Robot War: Book 1,” “The Love Slave Robot War 2: Threesome Of All Fears” and “The Love Slave Robot War 3: Doera Ex Machina (Slavegirl from the Machine).”


It's the story of an exquisite love machine, a submissive woman and a heartbroken alpha male in a kinky love triangle. Jetta 2001 is the product of advanced AI tech, a love machine designed to sexually please her owners in any way they desired. Jetta was gorgeous, had no inhibitions, had skin that felt human, was always lightly perfumed, had an armature that allowed her to mimic human movement and software that allowed her to move with incredible grace, and she had some transhuman attributes like a prehensile tongue.


She also had an excellent artificial personality and a topnotch language parser. Maybe she was sentient … every so often, it happened that sufficiently advanced software slid over the line to sentience. No one was sure why or how it happened, but it happened. 


Sentient or not, Jetta was what she had been designed to be -- every man's dream of sexual desire made flesh. Plus, she was self-cleaning!


And Jetta was the property of Dan, the man whom Anna would like to be the property of with every bit of her kinky little heart. Surely Anna's wit, humanity and desire to serve Dan in ways that exactly matched HIS kinky little heart would give Anna an advantage, wouldn't it? Anna knew how much they had once meant to one another, before Dan had been emotionally wounded by a bad divorce. Anna and Dan had roleplayed their lonely hearts out, and she'd lost her heart to Dan during the course of it. She'd been prepared to find he was just a Basic, and would have been happy with him as such, but he was instead one of the few programmers still capable of creating code that was useful to the AIs that were doing all the real work of human society. Rich, handsome, dominant and successful, he was all a woman like Anna could ask for.


In the now-complete saga of the Love Slave Robot War, we dive deep into what it means to be alive, what it means to be human, and how a machine might experiences love and sex, and sexual bondage. This threesome explores the very limits of humanity and sexuality with the fun and excitement that characterizes the very best erotic science fiction.


This novel is part of the Basic Income universe.



The Adventures of Jinkie Jenkins, Insterstellar Sex Reporter

Books 1-3 of the Jinkie Jenkins Adventures, Now In One Exciting Volume!

[image: ]

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

“I'm going to be a sex reporter? And my beat is going to be WHAT?”


Those are the first words of newly hired reporter Jinkie Jenkins, right out of journalism school, when her editor, Grabthar Assurilogan of the Interstellar Inquirer, put her on the Sylphs of Space beat. Jinkie was outraged. She wanted to cover the crime beat, specifically, she wanted to investigate the most exciting crime story in the Human Quadrant, the kidnapping of Alderans, which after all, was an entire planet.


But Grab Ass, as everyone called him, insisted that Jinkie was on the sex beat, take it or leave it, and Jinkie was a reporter, dammit, so she took the sylph beat, even though she was from a planet where women were encouraged not to think about sex, much less have sex, prior to marriage. And since moving offplanet, she had stayed true to her planet's sex values, or tried to.


Yet here she was, a sex reporter, and on the Sylphs of Space beat, yet!


Jinkie's first assignment is Yahoo City on the rural planet of Durango 3, where she meets her local guide Pea Eye the woman wrangler, the most masculine man she has ever met, and hotmeat, the wise older sylph. She encounters hucow stampedes and barroom brawls. Chaste, innocent Jinkie must cover the story of of these wild women of outer space, but can she do so without being overwhelmed by the libidinous promptings of her long-stifled sex urges? 


In her next assignment Jinkie is sent to Sexquest Station, the filthiest sex hole in the galaxy! Harsh words indeed to describe a quiet little sexual amusement park set up on giant space station.


Jinkie's sylph hotmeat, who came along to help out with the sexy stuff (and also because she had sold herself to Jinkie for five credits back on Durango 3) was all over Sexquest Station. Jinkie was not so pleased, and was heard to say "Eew!" frequently. That's because Sexquest Station swarmed with sylphs who did one sexy thing after another. There were naked dildo jacks and smiling contests (to see which sylph could keep a smile on her face while being sexually distracted) and of course, the rump plug popping contest.


Jinkie grew much more enthusiastic about Sexquest Station when she discovered that the Borkistani, a gang rumored to be involved in the kidnapping of Alderan, were operating a sylph training pen at the station.


Will Jinkie get involved with the Borkistanis? And what about John Quill, the sexy, sexy Borkistani slaver master that rouses all sorts of feelings and urges in Jinkie? 


In “Attack of the 100 Foot Virgin,” the third and concluding book of the Jinkie Jenkins adventures, there are things we can tell you and things we can't tell you. We can tell you that on Alderan, Jinkie is now known as “The Riotess of Cyzlyk City” and is wanted by the authorities there on numerous charges. We can tell you that Marty Stu becomes a Forest Management Services bot and is eaten a couple of times. That the Mayor of Cyzlyk City comes to believe that a distant city called "France" has declared war on Cyzlyk City, for perfectly good and sufficient Jinkie-related reasons. And we can't tell you why Jinkie HATES being a hundred-foot-tall virgin in the middle of Cyzlyk City square. Wait a minute, we can: it's because she's naked. We just can't tell you why that happens, or why Jinkie is naked.


We also can't tell you why the Rebellion, the mercs, Grab Ass, John Quill, the Borkistanis and the Cyzlyk City copbots all want to get their hands on Jinkie and hotmeat, or why Marty Stu got defenestrated. We can't tell you hotmeat's real name, or Marty Stu and the Interstellar Inquirer's fates.


You'll just have to read the book to find out, you ridiculously silly human, you.


This novel is 108,400 words long and we can tell you that the Jinkie Jenkins Adventures may well be the funniest, sexiest thing Pat Powers has ever written. Especially that one scene. No, we can't tell you what it is. You'll know.



Stolen Collar, Stolen Heart
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Most of her friends thought Donna was one of the luckiest girls in school. Two boys wanted to collar her. One was Coyote Simmons, a tall, handsome MMA fighter who'd won the state championship in his weight class, who also loved English Lit as much as Donna did. The other was Kit Kavanaugh, the heir to a billion-dollar economic empire, and also a first-string linebacker for the East Molina High School football team, who thought Donna was beautiful and very intelligent because, well, she was.


But Donna was not at all sure she wanted to be collared by ANYONE, at least, not right out of school. She knew she would be, it was the way of things, but she planned to break six temporary collars if need be to become a free woman, uncollarable unless she asked a man to collar her.


But maybe she wouldn't break the collar until she'd had her fill of all the delicious sexy times that were the immediate aftermath of being collared. Donna was a normal, red-blooded girl who liked sex and bondage and being utterly helpless and sexually dominated as much as anyone. And since temporary collars automatically ended after three months if the girl didn't accept the collar, well there was a lot of sexy fun ahead of Donna whether she broke a collar or gave herself to the first man who collared her.


But there were dangers in getting too comfy in a man's collar. Everyone said being collared changed everything, brought girls into a new and different world that made being collared the most wonderful experience in the world, an experience so intense and profound that girls who lost a collar often went into Collar Frenzy, turning into complete sluts in their efforts to get collared again as soon as possible.


Could this happen to Donna? She didn't think so. But her best friend Terry had been collared by her boyfriend Mike as soon as she turned 18, and after that, she showed every sign of being changed by her collar. It frightened Donna, because she'd and Terry had discussed collaring a lot, and Donna had been sure that Terry was on the same page Donna was. And yet after Mike collared her, she was totally Mike's girl. How had that happened?


Who would collar Donna, if anyone did? Would collaring change Donna forever? Read the book and find out!


This 45,000 word novel is the first in the Collar World series.


Office Slave
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It's the future. Robots have taken all the jobs. Everyone still alive after the civil wars that happened as a result of that lives on Basic Income. They do not work, and their lives are an endless party, or an endless pursuit of their dreams, hobbies and ambitions. Nobody has to do anything just to survive.


Still, some corporations do need human beings to work for them, if only to provide human input on their products and services. Thunder Muffin Corporation is one such corporation. So how does a corporation attract human beings away from their endless parties and make them care about the WEINUS? Or the VEINUS? Or the heinous ANNUS?


By making work MORE FUN than FUN, that's how. And that's why Jenny became a corporate slave girl for Thunder Muffin Corporation, the lowest, humblest job the corporation had to offer, even lower than being an intern, and just as unpaid!


But if you think being a corporate slave girl is endless drudgery, that's where you're wrong. Drudgery is for robots! Slave girls are for sexy, kinky sex games, an important part of keeping any corporation humming along smoothly. There will be much fun had in break rooms, in hallways, in deserted meeting rooms, and in crowded workrooms, including but not limited to the slave girl bouncy ball bondage race! Plus a mysterious message, corporate insider info and skullduggery, and a heaping helping of BDSM whatnot!


If you're up for some upbeat, kinky fun, set your brain on robot cruise control and enjoy this ride.


This story is just over 15,500 words long and is part of the Basic Income universe.



Slut Race 3250!
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The years is 3250. The planet is Margus 5. The event: a Slut Race, in which female sluts make love with male riders, the men seeking to drive the sluts to multiple wonderful experiences, the sluts seeking to make the Masters have a wonderful experience without having wonderful experiences themselves. It's an endurance contest that continues until overwhelming waves of pleasure drive a racer to have a wonderful experience.


Truly, there are no losers in a slut race, especially on Margus 5 where the arena's audience follows right along with the slut racers in the forcefield beds that fill the arena they perform in.


The contestants: Buck Ram and his slut Emporia Longstrider Mystique, and Gunnar Blast and his slut Proudfoot Honoria Slipstream. Buck and Emporia train together for the slut races, as do Gunnar and Proudfoot, but for the race itself, they switch partners and go at it with everything they've got.


In 3250, they've got a lot: all sorts of gear to restrain and excite the women, not just mechanical devices, but force fields they can float on as they sport with their riders and neural enhancements that put pleasure centers in places where pleasure centers don't exist in unaugmented humans.


To prevent themselves from being overwhelmed by pleasure, the slut racers have only the mental disciplines known as Marusian subspace and Marusian domspace, which allows sluts and riders to vastly increase their ability to contain the surging waves of pleasure created by their systems and their partners.


All of these people, devices and techniques come together in the incredible futuristic spectacle known as a Slut Race. Who will win and how will they win? You'll have to read the story to find out.


This story is 17,400 words long. 


The Night Christmas Got Real
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Simiyuki Simmons was an Asian-American who was a long way away from her country of origin, culturally and personally. She thought of herself as an all-American California girl. But she also longed to be the right guy's hentai heroine, doing all sorts of kinky, sexy things while totally under his control. Unfortunately, there were an awful lot of wrong guys out there. She had never met one that even came close to being the right one.


Joe Culpepper was a gamer, leading a lonely and impoverished life as an auto parts picker. He was a large, powerfully built man, but was still very shy around women. What if he spoke the truth of his heart to them, that he wanted to dominate them in bed and make them do all sorts of deliciously sexy things? They might think he was pervert. And he wasn't a pervert. He was just kinky.


Christmas magic will have its way with these two, and help them learn that love and trust are the true sources of Christmas joy, in a way that will warm more than their hearts.


This story is 13,500 words long. 


The Slut Run
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Cyndi was a very conservative young feminist who enjoyed nothing more than the tedious academic arguments about gender that came naturally to her as a brilliant graduate student in the Gender Studies program at good ol' Goof U (aka the Grand Unified Free University of Colombo 7).


But Cyndi had a secret, a secret she kept even from herself. Every couple of weeks or so, she got very drunk at Gavigan's Tavern, stripped off her clothes, screamed “I am a slut!” and ran out the front door, knowing that she would be pursued by half the tavern's patrons. Because the first one to catch her and put a collar on her could claim her as his or her love slut.


It was called a slut run, a huge mass of drunken students pouring out on to the university grounds in hot pursuit of a naked woman. Who would catch Cyndi? She had run many times, always escaping. But Joe the handsome, charming, definitely dominant bartender at Gavigan's had plans for Cyndi. As did Moira, a hot, kinky dominant woman who made Cindy's submissive knees weak.


And also seeking Cyndi were half the patrons at Gavigan's. She led them all a merry chase, and arguably was leading herself on a merry chase as well. What would happen on the day she got caught?


It's a sexy fun run for everyone involved, even Cyndi, and especially for you!


This story is 14,196 words long. 


The Lovonian Honey Trap

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

Imagine a land where sex-positive consensual BDSM culture is publicly accepted and fully integrated into the mainstream society, in fact, has become the mainstream. A land where “slut” is a label worn with pride and pleasure. A land where visitors can travel around the capital in carts drawn by naked ponygirls. A land where parks are full of giant sex toys for couples and groups to engage in public sex on. A land where major hotels have slut rental desks. A land where many restaurants allow you to have sex with their waitresses for the price of your meal. A land where the room service maids serve lodgers in all sorts of ways on beds that are conveniently equipped with rings allowing lodgers to restrain their girls in any way they liked.


That's Lovonia, and that was where Tom Rackham, a data analyst for a US intelligence agency, wanted to vacation. Tom got a lot more than he bargained for when he rented the slut Cara from Maranovsky Slut Rentals. He was initially attracted to her because of the almost unearthly beauty of her catlike face with her huge oval eyes. But as he got to know her, he discovered a deeply submissive women with a powerful libido, a swift, clever mind and a dry sense of humor to match his own.


But most of all, there was deep connection between Tom and Cara. From the moment they met they were two animals that wanted to get at one another, male to female, man to woman. And that should have been all that mattered.


But Tom was vacationing under an assumed identity because of his intelligence work -- no one would believe he wasn't a spy if they knew who he worked for. Cara had secrets of her own. And Lovonia had secrets that went back thousands of years, secrets that might change the global balance of power.


Can a skilled data analyst like Tom avoid blundering into one of Lovonia's secrets during his vacation? Because he really was on vacation, and he didn't WANT to do any spying, he just wanted to have lots and lots of kinky sex with Cara and the other sluts in Lovonia. 


More importantly, what is the nature of this powerful connection between Tom and Cara? Is it simple animal lust or could it be something deeper? Could it be love? And if it is love, what should these two people thrown together seemingly by chance for a week do about it?


If you're looking for a lighthearted kinky erotic romance novel written from a dominant's eye view, look no farther, you've found it! “The Lovonian Honey Trap” is over 76,000 words long. Enjoy! 


Adventures of the Oooga-Wooga Kid

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

When Professor George Huntington came back from his expedition to Bagooly-Nooly deep in West Africa in 1925, he brought a treasure trove of ancient manuscripts from an ancient silver mine that made his reputation as a scholar of antiquities.


He also brought with him a new wife, Safi, a former slave girl whom he bought from slavery and sexual bondage in Bagooly-Nooly. 


It was easy to understand why Professor Huntington chose to rescue Safi from the brothels of Bagooly-Nooly and none of her literal sisters … Safi has white skin and red hair, perhaps a genetic throwback to a distant ancestor kidnapped during the Dark Ages. She was quite beautiful, friendly and engaging as well. But she had much to learn of America.


The academics at Humboldt College, particularly Antiquities department head Percy Webster and his wife Lily, considered them to be very advanced, very forward and very much a part of the wild life of the Roaring 20s in America. But like most Americans of that time they are deeply inhibited about many sexual practices. They will discover that they have a lot to learn from the humble slave girl from the fleshpots of Bagooly-Nooly, who knows all the ropes where kinky sex is concerned. 


This story is a little over 21,000 words long.  


The Master Plan: Samantha

International readers: Click here and be whisked away to a listing for your Amazon store

Samantha had her Master Plan all worked out. A successful executive and a submissive woman, she knew what she needed -- a strong, masterful billionaire who would rule her like a king in private and with whom she could publicly enjoy all the pleasures that billionairehood brought.


In the meantime, as she sought the billionaire Master whose adoring slave she would be, she played the game of Master and slave with many men, enjoying the thrill of submitting to a man and seeing what kind of person he turned out to be.


So when she submitted to Jeff, the dirt-poor bike messenger who hung out at the same munch she did, she didn't expect much. He was a hardcore bondage fan with tremendous powers of endurance in bed, she knew that much from the girls at the munches who had submitted to him. But he was about as far away from being a billionaire as you could possibly get without being homeless.


Samantha soon learns that the best-laid plans of women and men often go astray, and we're not just talking about finding herself naked, bound and gagged in an unlocked bathroom at a busy coffee shop.


Will Samantha's plans go astray in a terrible way, as often happens, or in a wonderful way, as sometimes happens? You'll just have to read the story to find out. Kinky erotic romantic comedy was never so sexy, or so much fun!  


Enslaved

Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com!

Enslaved is the story of a one night stand, told from the viewpoint of a traveling airport lounge Lothario who's just picked up a gorgeous woman in a bar -- a gorgeous woman who happen to have another gorgeous woman living with her as her slave. The straightforward pickup he'd envisioned becomes a night of unrestrained carnality as the bar pickup forces her slave to serve them both in every imaginable way and several that probably aren't. But all is not as it seems ...


The Hottitude of Servitude -- Slave Girls In The Movies and On TV

Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com!

The Hottitude of Servitude is a filthy, disgusting, reprehensible, copiously illustrated and most of all FUN series of essays and reviews about proper portrayal of slavegirls in mainstream (i.e., not pornographic) movies that contain slavegirls as characters. The central concept of the book is as simple as it ought to be: slavegirls are characters who are uniquely sexy, given that whole mildly kinky attraction they have, and should be used by filmmakers to crank up the film's sexiness to whatever level is desired. They are also uniquely useful in this regard, and when properly used, can crank up the hottitude without slowing down the film's pace or detracting from plot or characterization. The Hottitude of Servitude looks at every kind of slavegirl look from the baggy, shapeless tunics popular for female slavegirls of the Italian sword and sorcery movies known as peplum to the general nakedness of slavegirls in 1980s big-hair-and-bare-breasts sword and sandal movies such as Barbarian Queen and all points in between. While we're at it we'll take plenty of opportunity to snark at the movies that provide the slavegirl imagery, taking time to enjoy such phenomena as the Stupidest Civil Engineering Project in the History of Civilization (from Hercules and the Tyrants of Babylon), the Triangles of Death and the Irregular Polygons of Doom (from Thor and the Amazon Women), The Most Thoroughly Deposed King Ever (from Deathstalker) and many, many other snarkworthy products of such movies. In The Hottitude of Servitude, we have slavegirls ogled, hilariously bad films snarked and Grand Unified Cheese Theory, all rolled into a book that is exactly the same kind of guilty pleasure as its subject matter, but with a light patina of intellectual nattering to make it seem almost respectable. It's not just a guilty pleasure, it's a plausibly deniable guilty pleasure!


Table of Contents

The Road to Aquibonya

Disclaimer

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Also By Pat Powers

Campus Slut Run

Collar Dread (Books 2 of the Collar World series)

The Prop Master Series (Books 1-4 of the Prop Master series)

Tavern Sluts (Books 1-3 of the Tavern Slut series)

The Love Slave Robot War: Books 1-3 Complete

The Adventures of Jinkie Jenkins, Insterstellar Sex Reporter

Stolen Collar, Stolen Heart

Office Slave

Slut Race 3250!

The Night Christmas Got Real

The Slut Run

The Lovonian Honey Trap

Adventures of the Oooga-Wooga Kid

The Master Plan: Samantha

Enslaved

The Hottitude of Servitude -- Slave Girls In The Movies and On TV

OEBPS/image_811.jpg





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_771.jpg





OEBPS/image_907.jpg





OEBPS/image_835.jpg
Tavern Sluts
Yard Sale Sfut, Jessica's
Virgin Auction and Mia
the Contortionist, AL In

Bendy Volume!






OEBPS/image_793.jpg
COLLA DREAD






OEBPS/image_883.jpg





OEBPS/image_929.jpg





OEBPS/image_862.jpg





