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Catapulted from her world, Veronica Doe found herself trapped in a strange dimension beyond space and time. There, she sheds her past and learns to embrace her new sexual adventures across realms of fantasy. Betrayed, and cast adrift in the currents of dimensional time, she searches constantly, seeking to return to her master. In her heart she remains…THE CONCUBINE.

1.

Veronica Doe was about to experience something new.

Kevin Connor pushed her, laughing, up against the wall of the private jet. Tipsy herself on the $800 a bottle champagne she, as one of two flight attendants on the charter, wasn’t exactly supposed to be drinking. she knew the actor/singer/reality tv star was also high as hell on all the cocaine his band was doing.

She went up against the bulkhead, face pressed against the cool mahogany of the interior cabin. Her heavy breasts flattened inside her bra, forming a cushion as Connor crowded in behind her. She could feel him through her uniform skirt, his erection pressing hard into the soft, Kardashian-curves of her ass.

“You’re beautiful, baby,” the singer murmured. His voice came out softly slurred from the Cristal.

His jaw, dark with trendy two-day stubble, softly prickled her neck as he whispered in her ear. His hands closed over hers, pinning them to the wall as he pushed up against her. Tall, rock star lean, and beautiful, her girlfriends back home in Miami were never going to believe she’d fucked the Kevin Connor.

If the hard-on he was sporting was any indication, this was exactly what was going to happen.

She’d spent six months travelling as a groupie with the Red Hot Chili Peppers, which was where she first got the idea of becoming a private airline stewardess. While settle for one band when she could fly with dozens? She couldn’t help it, and if she were honest, fame and power were turn-ons, it was just the truth.

Breathing heavily, she pushed her ass back against Connor’s body, rubbing at him through his fashionably distressed, designer jeans. God, she thought, all I’m doing is dry humping, and I’m already wet as hell. His breath blew hot on her neck as he began kissing her, lips finding her earlobe and gently sucking on it.

She moaned in response and began gently gyrating her ass cheeks up and down along the length of his erection. It was his turn to moan now, and his hands left hers to start running down the length of her body. She liked the way they felt: heavy and hot through the soft silk fabric of her top.

“Come on,” she told him, breathless, “now. Let’s do it now.”

While he groped her breasts, playing with her nipples through her uniform blouse, she reached down and yanked the uniform pencil skirt up over her rounded hips. She was a woman of full, soft curves, and she was utterly unashamed of them. Still kissing behind her ear, she felt his weight lean in more forcibly against her as he removed his hands from her body and jerked open his pants.

He gripped the bend of her hips and now his cock, unfettered and burning warm, flopped against the soft skin of her butt cheeks. It felt ramrod hard, so engorged with blood it seemed hot enough to burn. Again, she thrust her ass back against him, hungry for it.

She jerked her panties to the side with impatient fingers. Not that there was much to the panties to pull out of the way. The credit card receipt at Fredericks of Hollywood had been bigger than the lacy red G-string.

“Do it, baby, put it in,” she growled, her throat tight with lust, with wanting to get piston-drilled right up against the wall like an Italian whore.

The rough treatment, the sensation of being overpowered, was an aphrodisiac-switch inside her. The desire didn’t etend to any other area of her life, but it ruled her sexual desires. She thrilled in the power of seeing men so enflamed with passion that any protests of hers were swept aside.

His hands slid down the front of her thighs and roamed across her clitoris. The move set off fireworks through her pussy and she slapped the wall hard with one hand, legs trembling. Reaching back, she encircled his cock as he rubbed it up and down between the pillows of her asscheeks.

It was a thick number, veiny and substantial in her grip, so hard she suspected he must have been snorting Viagra along with all that Columbian flake. He pushed against her, rubbing the shaft across the puckered opening of her anus. In front of him, Veronica’s eyes went wide at the sensation, utterly startled.

“I want you,” he said, voice rough.

“You can have me, damnit!” she shot back, squeezing his dick. “Fucking take me!”

Are you waiting for permission? What the hell?

He continued rubbing her clit, sliding his fingers between the lips of her labia. Now drenched with excitement, her body made soft moist sounds, and she smelled herself, the aroma of arousal. She wondered if the scent of sex could compete with all the hash smoke filling the plane’s main cabin.

“Please,” she asked. Do it now! She thought.

“I want to,” he said, “but babe, there’s a problem.”

His dick was a warm iron bar resting against the soft seam of her ass. She squeezed it again. “I don’t feel a problem,” she said.

“There’s a rider in my contract with the cable channel.”

“What? A ‘no getting laid’ clause?” she scoffed. What the hell, was he trying not to fuck her?

“Sort of,” he admitted. “No sex that could lead to a disputed paternity test. I don’t have any rubbers.”

Her legs were damp with her desire, her littly slip of panties soggy from it. He wasn’t getting out of the steward pantry without putting that fat dick in her. Period. Full stop. End of story.

She new what he was getting at. What he wanted. He was Kevin Connor and she wasn’t going to miss out on this experience for anything.

“Shut up and fuck me in the ass,” she told him.

He chuckled in her ear. “That’s the spirit. Get ready to cum, baby.”

He adjusted himself, hands leaving her pussy for a moment. Then she felt the soft knot of his penis tip pressing against the rosebud of her anus. The pressure intensified. She mentally willed herself to relax, to take the cock in.

“Oh,” she murmured.

Her own hand went to her clit and began working in slow circles. One of her girlfriends had laughingly referred to rubbing the clitoris as “rocking the little man in the boat.” She started rocking the hell out of that little man, hard enough to toss his ass out of the boat and right into the water.

In her ass, her sphincter relaxed just enough and the tip of Kevin’s dick slid slowly in. He stopped, letting her adapt to his girth. He was panting and she could tell he was fighting the urge to just slam the thing home. Slowly, carefully, she eased herself back, impaling herself along the length of his erect penis

She breathed in, gasping a little as he pushed deeper. The feeling of being filled swept through her in a storm of sensation. The soft inner lining of her rectum grasped his cock, squeezing it, milking it in a gentle massage.

His breath was hot in her ear. “Goddamn, baby, you feel so good.”

She closed her eyes, leaned her head back against him. He smelled like Aramis and champagne. Opening her eyes, she saw their reflection in the polished silver metal of the pantry refrigerator. Hair in a permanent, just-rolled-out-of-bed mess, Kevin Connor was even more good looking than on one of his press photos.

And his dick is in your ass, she thought, feeling a warm impression of gratification radiate throughout her body.

She was already a card carrying member of the Mile High Club, she’d been a flight attendant for a decade now, but her story just kept getting better and better. She hadn’t bought his line about “contract obligations” for a second. But if Kevin Connor, lead singer of Slam House, star of the reality show Real Ex-Stars of Hollywood, wanted to bang her up the ass, she was willing and able.

Samantha was always her favorite character on Sex In The City.

With one hand, she continued working her pussy, stopping to wet a finger with her tongue, before sliding it slowly inside to rub at the g-spot on her cervix. With the other arm she lifted her hand and reached back to encircle Connor’s head, her fingers running through the soft, over product-filled, tangles of his hair.

Dick firmly in her ass, balls nestled up against her vagina, he slid his hands around in front of her and cupped her breasts. He squeezed gently and her already hard nipples stretched out into bullet tip points. She made a fist out of the hand holding his hair.

“Do it,” she whispered. “Do it, fuck me hard. Fuck my ass hard.”

“Jesus,” he panted, “I think I love you.”

If love means making me walk bow legged, then I guess you do, she thought.

His hands grasped her hips, squeezing firmly as he took control of her waist. Moaning softly at the commanding touch, she leaned forward and rested her head on the arm against the cabin wall. Down between her legs she continued fingering fucking herself. Her fingers knew there way around down there, and she could feel her heat building.

Kevin pulled his cock half out of her ass, then pushed it in again.

They moaned in a synchronized breath, and Veronica slid a second finger into her pussy. He pulled out faster this time, a little farther, then pushed it home with more force. She grunted, sliding her fingers in and out of her vagina at a faster pace. He pulled his hard-on out to the edge of his cockhead and then slammed it home, fast. She cried out, the pleasure tinged with just a touch of pain, just enough to excite her.

“Do it,” she repeated. “Fuck my ass.”

Connor began see-sawing his cock in and out of her, pulling out, then slamming home in quick, rough motions. Veronica felt like she’d been set on fire, and she pushed her ass back harder to meet his dick on every thrust. The palm of her hand rubbed rough across the tip of her clit as she slipped her two fingers in and out of her pussy.

She wasn’t self conscious. She wasn’t thinking of student loans, or if she could get a better apartment, or if her mother was going to lecture her when she called on Sunday. All she was thinking about was the moment, living in the sensation. She didn’t truly know what finding Zen was, but she thought this was pretty damn close.

Connor continued ass fucking her, picking up the speed on each stroke until he was smooth up in her, balls slapping the back of her legs. Pleasure radiating throughout her body, and her knees buckled a little. In three more strokes, it was only his grip on her hips that kept her from falling.

“Baby, baby, baby,” he groaned. She smiled at the recognition of the pure need in his voice.

“Ugh, ugh, ugh,” she grated out in reponse. It wasn’t the most articulate sentence she’d ever spoke, it communicated exactly how she felt.

His dick moved up inside her, deep, each stroke blasting currents of delight up along her spine. Her jaw hung slack as she panted under the impacts, eyes rolling up in the back of her head each time he slammed his cock home.

It was going to happen; she was going to cum, and she could tell it was going to be hard. Her hand flew in and out of her dripping pussy, juice splashing her Jimmy Choo pumps in fat, wet drops down where her panties hung bunched around her ankles.

The building, burning pressure, began bottlenecking up inside her. The heavy weight of his balls beat out a staccato rhythm as he harpooned her ass. Finally, almost desperate for release, she felt herself plunge over the edge as her orgasm took her.

She screamed out loud.

She didn’t give a fuck who heard her, and, unabashed, she shouted at the intensity of the orgasm rocking her body. Hot liquid gushed out of her pussy and sprayed on the wall, like water from a faucet. A distant, disconnected part of her mind recalled it was named Amrita in the Tantric traditions. Thank you I Fucking Love Science for popping that on her Facebook feed.

Her legs buckled and she pushed against the wall to keep from falling. Connor started cursing, voice raw, almost angry in the fervor of his own orgasm, and she felt his cum squirt out in blistering jets to splash up inside her ass. He pumped into her three more times before sagging forward, as weak as she was.

“Oh my god,” he whispered into the long, loose curls of her deep, black hair.

She couldn’t find the words to answer, and just leaned back against him. She made a soft sound of protest as he softened and slipped out of her. She felt a sense of emptiness as he slid clear and then the odd, dripping sensation as his semen began leaking out.

“That was…amazing,” she breathed. “I’ve never squirted before. It made my whole body tingle.”

“Yeah,” he said in that warm tenor that had made him a millionaire and made this whole wild trip possible. “I’ve never seen anything like that, except on the internet.”

She opened her mouth to answer and suddenly the plane bucked. Hard. She went up against the wall and bounced backward. Connor, pants still around his knees, went over backwards, falling roughly on his ass. He grunted on impact and sprawled, wet dick bouncing comically.

The plane lurched hard again and Veronica sprawled across him. Her stomach dropped away as the plane abruptly dropped into a dive.

“This is bad,” she said.

Peeking around the corner of the pantry, past the lavatory, she saw the rest of the band, and Aubrey, the other flight attendant, sprawled on the floor. People shouted, yelling in panic. From the windows brilliant lights, amethyst blue and lava red, flashed through the safety glass. She had no idea what the hell that could possibly be, but she knew enough to realize the plane was going to crash.

Hit band goes missing in plane over the middle of the Bermuda Triangle, she though wildly. It’d be the story of the decade. Or at least the rest of the year. Green saturated the plane in a flash bright as a sun going nova.

I’m going to be semi-famous.

One of the windows exploded, sucked from its frame in flash of a thousand splintered shards. Instantly, the pressure inversion began its apocalyptic sequence of inevitable events and the breathable atmosphere was sucked from the cabin in tornado ribbons.

The last thought Veronica Doe had, before blackness took her, was of how sorry she was she’d never tried anal sex before. That had been one hell of an experience.

Her experiences were just beginning.

2.

Veronica woke to amazing impossibilities.

Confused she was still alive, dazed and groggy, she blinked open her eyes. Her body ached as if she’d been pummeled and she lay askew across the seats in an awkward tangle of limbs. Carefully, she pushed herself up, looking around. Her breasts swung loose and heavy, she looked down, realizing her shirt and bra lay ripped open, leaving the double-D cups exposed.

She was still in the rear of the plane, and looking out towards the cockpit to find the passengers, she gasped, realizing how incredible her situation was. She hung, caught up in the seats, strung out like rope in tree branches. Somehow, the plane was pointing straight up in the air.

The front of the fuselage was ripped open in great jagged strips, metal fangs reaching toward a night sky that looked wrong. It was too close, too clear somehow, and the moon... She lifted a hand to her mouth in shock. The moon was incredibly bright and huge, looming above her like gleaming bone, closer than she ever remembered seeing it.

And it was broken in half.

Unable to process the information, she looked away, and immediately saw another celestial body filling the sky. A purple planet ringed like Saturn, also impossibly close., as if it hung in the stratosphere instead of across the galaxy.

She closed her eyes, opened them again. The plane had gone down, she knew this. But it had gone down over open ocean. She should have woken up dead on the bottom of the Atlantic.

Climbing through the tangle of seats, she spotted the rear cabin door, the one used for loading the cargo hold and pantry with sundries. The door was missing, ripped clean off its hinges, leaving a gaping whole. Unsteady, slipping into a kind of emotional shock, she clambered across the seat rows toward the exit. As she climbed, breasts swinging free, her ass throbbed with the sort of pleasurable bruising she generally associated with good, hard fucks, though usually in her vagina.

“Hello? Hello?” she called out. “Is anyone there? Kevin? Anyone?”

There was no answer.

This is quite a day, she thought. I lose my ass cherry to a washed up rock star at 20,000 feet, survive a plane wreck and end up…

Her thoughts trailed away to nothing as she came to the doorway. She crouched, hand on the frame, still trying to comprehend what she was seeing.

She’d already understood, at least on some level, that the sky above her was alien, an impossible view to be had from Earth, but hadn’t yet been able to process it completely after the shock of the wreck, and finding herself alone. What she saw now simply hammered the strangeness into to her, making denial a useless exercise.

From the lip of the door she looked out on a nightmarish landscape of surreal images. It was a cold, lifeless desert. Hard packed, reddish sand stretched to the curve of the horizon. The ground was broken here and there with great cracks, forming deep, shadow thick, canyons. Plumes of deep, black smoke roiled up into the sky from puckered wounds and she was struck with the certainty there was no desert like this on Earth, anyware. Not the Gobi, or the Kalahari, certainly not the Sahara.

And everywhere, all around, for as far as she could see, the landscape lay strewn with the wrecks of planes and ships. The vessels were all kinds, from turn of the nineteenth century yachts, to 1950’s planes. Silver-metal Air Force bombers lay next to medium sized cargo ships. A Naval coastal patrol vessel lay stuck in the dirt next to a commercial fishing boat that had been broken in half by a Vietnam-era helicopter.

In a flash of intuition, understanding came to her. Here was the detritus of a hundred years or more missing ships and planes claimed by the enigma of the Bermuda Triangle. She had been transported someplace else.

“Where is everyone?” she murmured.

As if in answer to her question, she heard Aubrey, the other flight attendant, cry out in a hoarse, strange shout. It was pain, but at least not fully, and it wasn’t fear, either. If anything, Veronica realized, it sounded a little like her own shriek when her orgasm hit her during the brutal anal pounding Kevin Connor had been giving her.

But that’s ridiculous. We’ve just been in a goddamn plane wreck.

She looked down and across, toward the source of the sound, and saw yet another impossibility. Another incongruous, fantastic and unbelievable scene, playing itself out in front of her eyes and something deep inside her mind turned over, changing her perspective forever. It was an emotional Rubicon that she had to cross, or lose her mind.

She crossed it.

She was some place impossible, sucked in by one of the most famous paranormal mysteries of her time, but it was possible, because she was, indeed, here. She could waste not one, single, further thought on “how” this all was. It was, that was enough.

Instead she would focus on surviving as best she could, on trying to embrace the miraculous events she found herself swept up in.

Which helped her accept the Orcs.

She’d spent her first year of community college shacked up with a skater dude. Sort of a slacker, but with great weed, and a real talent for going down on her. Other than the fact his cock curved to the left, she remembered something else about him. He’d been infatuated with the Lord Of The Rings movies, watching them over and over again, taking huge hits from the bong as she tried studying for her English 101, Entry to Psych, and College Algebra classes.

So she knew what the hell Orcs were.

They were an evil, savage, demi-human race of murderous beasts with gray-green skins and fangs like wolves. They were also sort of hunky, in a weird way, she’d recalled thinking at the time. It was an idea she kept to herself.

Orcs were a warrior breed with heavily muscled bodies, pointed ears and a total Alpha Male vibe. In fact, she’d never wanted to admit this to Randy, (the loser skater boy with the bent cock who was so good at eating pussy) but sometimes, if she’d smoked enough weed, she’d fantasize that it was those monsters fucking her while Randy was busy licking his way to her second or third orgasm.

That had been a silly, nonsensical sexual fantasy. Escapism, nothing more. One in which powerful, dominant males, sticky with the blood of their enemies, took her as their prize, like a princess in some grown up Fairy Tale, and then fucked her silly with their big, green cocks.

Much like they were doing to Aubrey this very minute.

Aubrey had been hired by the employment service that provided flight attendants for private charters, specifically to compliment Veronica’s own dark eyes and dusky skin. She was a Texan, platinum blonde, with a fake rack as big as Veronica’s own tits. While Veronica had a classical beauty she could tart up when she chose, like a naughty librarian or disapproving school teacher with a slutty side, Aubrey was stripper beautiful, the total cliché of a Dallas Cowboy Cheerleader, mixed with Las Vegas call girl.

Audrey had always like her boyfriends on the rough side, motorcycles, tattoos, the occasional prison record. But those outlaw bikers had a little ways to go before they could rival the Orc crew that were busy gangbanging her right now.

They were all down in the dirt of this strange new place. One of the fanged beasts lay flat on his back, thrusting upwards as if trying to disembowel the blonde. Aubrey rode him in a traditional cow girl fashion, letting her pussy slide up and down a thick and gnarled, but impressively long, shaft the color of avocados.

A second Orc crouched between the legs of the other, on his knees, his body adorned in swirling stripes of white and red war paint. His clawed hands circled the blonde woman’s waist and it fucked her ass in quick, hard thrusts timed to synch with those of his brother thrusting up from beneath the woman.

Veronica could only imagine what it must be like to feel two thick cocks pounding both holes at once, sandwiching the taint between their firm shafts, two big sets of balls slapping into you like a drummer on meth banging the bongos.

This wasn’t all there was to the carnal scene.

A third one, golden hoop through a squashed, pig-like nose, red eyes under a heavy caveman brow, stood in front of Aubrey, his big clawed feet on either side of the supine Orc’s head. His thickly muscular arms reached out in front of him and held the blonde human woman by the back of her head, guiding her mouth up and down the length of his shaft.

He was going deep, pushing far enough to make her gag and cough with each inward stroke, but that didn’t seem to be stopping her from rolling her hips hard against the two thrusting cocks working her over in tandem. Again, Veronica felt a sudden crazy surge of curiosity to know what that would feel like.

She knew her thoughts were irrational. Knew she should be more amazed, or terrified, and less aroused by the events unfolding her. But there had been too much strangeness happening too quickly. She would either accept that what was, was, or go stark raving mad.

Quietly, she dropped to the ground from the plane.

The wet slapping, and bestial groans of the triple penetration orgy carried easily to her through the cool, dry air. She felt hypnotized as she began walking toward the sex scene. The Orcs were muscled like body builders; rounded shoulders, massive biceps, heavy pecs and bulging thighs. Their jaws were square, built like those of a lion or wolf, to support the tusk-like fangs that curled upward from them.

They weren’t human, she realized, still in that strange daze. They would fuck her with an abandon like nothing she’d ever known. They’d take her and use her and she’d feel those fat green cocks sliding in and out of her, every part of her filled. She wondered what their cocks tasted like, what their cum tasted like.

She thought it would be thick, and really warm. She imagined it splashing across her tits in pearly ropes, hanging off her chin, dripping like frosting. Hot, salty frosting.

What’s wrong with me? She wondered. What the hell is happening? She felt the mellow, relaxed euphoria she associated with Randy’s “medical” marijuana, though she’d had no more than a glass of three of champange today. She felt…

…bewitched…

Drugged somehow. The urge to mate, and that was how she thought of it, as mating, enveloped her.

Still confused, she heard a growl and turned.

Two Orcs stood a little ways off from the gangbang. They watched their brothers fucking the human female, cocks out and erect, masturbating, as they waited for their turns with the big-tittied blonde. They looked over at Veronica in obvious surprise.

The bigger one, covered in swirling tribal tattoos running across his face and neck, growled in a feral voice, showing yellow, tusked fangs capable of ripping a person’s throat out in a single swipe. Cocks out, meaty hands still working them, the two began walking toward Veronica. The smaller one snarled and pointed at her.

She knew what they wanted and got down on her knees.

Run! She told herself, screaming inside her own head. Sure, she was a party girl, sure she wanted her own sexulaity on her own terms, but this, this whole thing, was just too much. But she didn’t run and suddenly she understood why the mouse got lost in the eyes of the snake and froze in fascination before its strike.

The big one came up and snatched her by the back of the head, fingers sliding into her hair like a derby rider grabbing the reins of a horse. Smirking, he bent her head back, forcing her to look up at him. He shook his cock. If possible, it seemed to grow thicker, the head taking on the bright purple color of a plum.

With his other hand, he squeezed it at the base and flopped it across her lips, slapping her lightly. She smelled the unwashed musk of his crotch as the meaty weight struck her face. Obediently, terrified to refused, and strangely hunger for it, she gave him what he wanted and opened her mouth.

His grunt was bestial, a ferocious sound, completely animalistic. He pushed his hard cock into her mouth, and instantly, she latched onto it with her lips. It filled her oral cavity, making her jaw ache as he immediately began see-sawing it in and out. In only a couple of thrusts, the massive mule dick drilled in far enough to start gagging her. She coughed, saliva filling up her mouth until drool leaked out around her lips, smearing his shaft and pooling in the wild thatch of his public hair.

Behind her the other one reached down roughly between her legs with a great paw-like hand. Thick fingers found her at the crease and he lifted, forcing her ass into the air. Her body bounced back and forth with the motions of her sucking off the first Orc warrior, and her pussy started leaking body fluids as copiously as her mouth when a blunt fingertip parted her labial folds and pushed in.

The one behind her was rough, obviously impatient to be in her. He shoved his finger in deep without waiting for her body to respond, the leathery digit sliding in and out, crudely smearing her own natural lubrications around the lips of her opening.

Abruptly, the finger pulled clear.

She knew what was coming and mentally braced herself for the invasion. The Orc behind her grasped her waist in both big hands. His finger felt wet and sticky against her soft flesh, and she felt her own vaginal juice smearing on her skin as he gripped her and pulled her ass back toward him.

Instantly, she felt the oversized head of his cock on her vaginal lips. There was a moment of resistance, he was too big, she wasn’t ready. She felt the painful pressure building as the brute pushed harder. She tried to protest but her voice was muffled as the one fucking her face pushed his own green and purple erection deeper into her mouth.

There was a wild moment of panicked discomfort. A huge dick hammered into her throat, fairly vibrating with the pleasure the thing felt as he used her mouth. She choked louder, coughed up more spit. Behind her the thing mounting her like a stallion dug its sticky fingers into the ready handles of her bent thighs and pushed himself all the way in. She cried out as the massive shaft rammed home, sliding balls deep in a single, violent thrust.

Her mouth opened to cry a protest just as the one in front of her pushed forward with his own cock and it slid down her throat. The cocks inflamed her, it was an incredible experience, this feeling of being filled up so completely. Her sudden ability to deep throat relieved the feeling of suffocation and she let the fat shaft glide in, nose pressed cruelly against the warrior’s pubic hair.

She put a hand up on his heavily muscled thigh in an attempt to support herself as the Orc grabbed up the back of her head in both his hands, pulling her toward him as he pounded her mouth. She squeezed the muscles of his leg, a part of her mind marveling at the coiled power there.

Manners much? her almost hysterical inner voice thought.

Her full, soft lips felt like tenderized meat, stretched tight around the animal dick and sliding hard into the Orc’s crotch. She given more than few blowjobs in her day. She enjoyed the playful feeling of power she felt watching men squirm under her tongue, hearing their groans. She liked feeling cum spurt into her mouth, and, more than once, across her face. It made her feel dirty and capable in a fun way.

This face fucking was something altogether different.

Her eyes watered as the Orc used her mouth like a cunt. The experience was rough, but she felt like she was taking on a challenge. Her feelings didn’t make sense, but they didn’t have to in order to be real. She could endure what he was dishing out.

This feeling of power wasn’t playful at all, it was extremely fucking intense. She gagged, crying so her makeup, perfectly applied to impress Smash House and Kevin Connor, streaked her face, but she wasn’t upset. And she wasn’t afraid.

At least not totally.

Instead she felt adrenalized. Bring it, you green sonofabitch, she thought. Once, in fifth grade she’d gotten in a fight with a bullying mean girl on the school bus. She’d kicked her ass then, and this feeling now, as she heard the Orc lean back his head and howl like a wolf with pleasure, was something like that.

She was getting throatfucked, but she was kicking his ass. It made her want to cum.

Behind her, the other one slammed himself in and out of her. Her vagina, always a trooper in the face of adversity, made plenty of lubricant now, and the male slid in and out easily, despite the fact she was so completely filled up by his cock. She didn’t think she could have taken even a millimeter more of thickness. Inside her, she felt the heavy river of the warrior’s dorsal vein, pulsing in time with his pounding heart. The force of each contraction throbbed against the soft inner walls of her pussy,

She was doing this, she realized. Fucking her was making this cold, aloof and violent super-alpha male crazy, making his heart race. A shudder rippled through her body as he continued fucking her. The heavy bag of his balls slapped her ass on each thrust. Her ears were so filled with the sounds of their grunts that she couldn’t hear her own moans.

She felt the liquid burning of an orgasm building up inside her. She was so wet now there was a damp, organic sound to the slap of those massive testicles. She moved back and forth between the two males so forcefully her tits swung and jiggled. The pull as they bounced was a surprisingly pleasant sensation, and her nipples stiffed of their own accord.

She felt her dampness seeping down her leg as, almost impossibly, the Orc warrior increased his pace. Her orgasm built, and she unconsciously bore down on his shaft with the slick muscles of her inner vagina. That was enough. He snorted like a bull and she felt his cock quiver then stutter as he ejaculated.

Hot cum rushed out and splashed inside her, warmer even than her own feminine depths. The feeling of the gushing load soaking her was the finally push she needed and she quaked, coming hard. She pulled her face free of the Orc’s crotch and screamed as the one mounting her from behind rammed his dick home, sending vibrational shocks up through her body.

“Uhngh, uhngh,” he snarled and collapsed against her, pushing her down with his weight.

She felt inebriated with the force of her orgasm. Goosebumps rippled across her flesh and she felt her toes curling at the overwhelming physicality of the experience. The Orc slipped free, and she felt suddenly empty, her pussy throbbing, inflamed from the pounding she’d taken.

The Orc at her head growled in frustration.

She realized in a sudden panic that if he turned her around to finish, her already abused vagina would be subjected to another heavy cock-beating, she didn’t think she could compensate for another assault so quickly. She had to do something.

Quickly, she bent her face and engulfed his penis in her mouth again, sucking firmly and running her tongue along the curved ridges of his prickhead. Reaching up, she wrapped her hand around the thick shaft. Her fingers were tiny next to the phallus, and she barely encircled it.

She began jacking him off, head bobbing on his shaft. It was over quickly. The Orc lifted up on his toes, grunting and hooting in sudden spasms of noise. Incredibly, his cock swelled even more and cables of cum jettisoned out of the pee-hole.

Warm, salty Orc cum filled her mouth, making her gag. She swallowed quickly but some still spilled out over her full lips and hung in threads from her chin. A heavy loop of the pearly jam broke free and dropped onto her bare tits.

She lay there, panting.

All around her, the derelict wrecks of a thousand boats and ships lay scattered like roadside trash. Sprinkled liberal among them were an almost equal number of airplanes. She idly wondered, if this was her fate, then what had happened to all the others? Not just Smash House, but everyone who had been aboard all those myriad vessels.

The Orc sex had been wonderful, even liberating in its own way. But where are the men? She thought. Were they used in the same manner? Forced to work? Dear God, eaten? There are too many mysteries here.

Her lips and face glazed with Orc sperm, she felt copious amounts of even more cum leaking from her pussy. These beast men came so much! She thought, suppressing a giggle. Then: what the hell is wrong with me? She breathed in, inhaling their animal musk.

She felt great, laying there in the strange red dirt of an alien dimension. The lips of her vagina throbbed slightly, but it wasn’t unpleasant, rather like the feeling in her muscles after getting in a good, hard, workout at the gym.

She wanted more green cock, she decided.

Eventually, she would have to find her way home, she knew, but for now she was just going to lay here for a moment and enjoy the sensation of having been fucked seven ways from Sunday. It was selfish, she supposed, but what the hell, if you found yourself in a rip-tide it was always wiser to swim with the current rather than fight against.

If swimming with the current here meant more group sex with these magnificent, animal intense, beast men, then so be it. A girl should always land on her feet, she told herself. Then: I have been drugged, but I don’t understand how, I’m not thinking clearly. But her feelings were very clear.

One of the Orcs said something to her in a flat, deep voice. For the first time she noticed the coiled whip and sheathed sword hanging from the Orc’s combat harness. One of the others, the one who’d fucked her mouth so vigorously, drew a length of rope off his equipment belt and approached her.

She understood something then, in a sudden insight. These creatures were raiders, most likely slavers. They hunted the forest of wrecks looking for survivors of the…she struggled for a moment trying to find a term. Survivors of the crossing, she finally guessed. The crossing through the Bermuda Triangle.

Aubrey began shouting angrily. Veronica looked over and saw the blonde girl’s hands being lashed with a length of rope as well. She was struggling a little, but the Orc slavers had little problems overwhelming her with their superior size and strength.

“Don’t be a douche-canoe, Aubrey,” Veronica said as her own wrists were tied. She starting to wonder why she’d ever liked the difficult bitch.

She breathed in and, over the scent of her own sex, she smelled the Orc. He smelled like wild beast, primal and powerful. She felt her vagina stirring. Inside her mind, her memory dredged up an image long forgotten from her past. 9th grade biology, taught by the ever so dry and utterly humorless Mr. Jacobiac. The lesson on pheremones. Jesus, she thought, I can’t get enough, even after the fucking of a lifetime. Is this Orc pheremones? Is this what they do?

Didn’t matter. She considered trying to suck the orc’s dick to get him horny again for one more go around before they headed out to wherever they were going to. She never got the chance.

The air rattled and a crack loud as thunder split the calm. Wincing away from the sudden fury of sound, Veronica abruptly smelled the sulfuric reek of brimstone. A sudden brilliant light manifested out of thin air.

She blinked, holding her hands up to deflect some of the intense brilliance. She saw what she could only describe as a tear ripping open out of seemingly nowhere in the middle of thin air. More of the blinding golden light spilled through.

The Orcs began screaming at each other in their own language, all of them yanking weapons free. A huge, black figure, a massive silhouette against the light, burst forth like Athena from the head of Zeus: fully formed and ready to do battle.

“Skavis!” One Orc screamed, though Veronica had no idea what that meant. Two others echoed one another’s shouts, bellowing, “Magi!”

Magi? she had time to think, isn’t that a human word? Then the giant fell upon them.

The newcomer was to the Orcs what the alpha Orc was to a human male. If the beast men were heavily muscled, then this thing the Orcs called ‘Magi’ was a lion among jackals. Under metal bracers, which glowed with a faint purple tinge, the blue skinned monster attacked using a massive, studded-metal club as a weapon.

She gasped. The creature fought naked and the cock swinging low between its great legs was a terrifying vision.

In a single swing, he took the head off the Orc standing nearest her, pulverizing the skull to jelly and spraying her with blood. The thing was magnificent; heavy tusked jaw protruding in a square shelf.

Thanks to Randy, who’s skill at eating her out had kept him around longer than his slacker ways would have normally, and his constant loop of bong hits, pizza, and World of Warcraft, she recognized the thing, or thought she did.

It was an ogre.

Two of the slavers leapt to the attack, and the Ogre swung his iron club, mangling them with sudden, vicious blows and sending their broken bodies rolling sideways like an elephant swatting away a fly with its tail. The pair screamed pitifully as they flew, then landed hard, like loose sacks of meat, and lay still.

Their blood formed muddy ponds in the reddish sand.

Veronica felt her heart racing in her chest. Behind her the final two members of the slaver party turned and fled, leaving their spoils behind without a second glance. Aubrey began crying. Veronica looked up at the creature as it loomed over her, light still spilling out at its back from the rip in reality.

She dropped to her knees in submission and bowed her head so as to avoid the giant thing’s terrifying gaze.

“Master,” she said.

The thing stepped closer, towering above her. She looked up, feeling almost as if she had entering a fugue state. The thing bent and lifted a wide hand still dripping from the blood of his enemies. A single finger reached out to touch her forehead.

“Sleep, beautiful one,” he commanded.

Before blackness smothered her in a comforting, warm blanket, she had time to realize she’d understood the monster clearly.

He had spoken in perfect English. And he thought she was beautiful.

Veronica woke to strange surroundings.

She lay on a gigantic black divan in the middle of a massive chamber. Heavy felt curtains, the color of burgundy wine, hung around the periphery of the room. Onyx tiles swept out across the floor and strange candles and dark tapers burned, creating a subdued illumination.

Remembering the ogre attack, she quickly sat up. Her neck felt sore and her fingers went to the spot just under and behind her ear. She felt the ridges of a small brand mark. Her fingers traced the outline, unable to tell what the mark was.

“That is the mark of the Magi, so that all may know you are his concubine.”

The voice was feminine, a husky alto with an edge of impatience or irritation in it. Veronica looked around, confused. Out from behind one of the tapestries, which Veronica now guessed hid other rooms, stepped a lithe form.

The female stood tall for a woman in Veronica’s experience, perhaps six feet or even an inch or two taller. Her skin was a scarlet red unseen among any race of humans, her hair, both the long tresses on her head and the carefully coiffed and clearly exposed thatch between her long, sleek legs, were a startling platinum blonde. Her ears curved upward into elegant points Veronica had only used to associate with characters from fantasy novels, or certain science fiction television shows.

The female stood, naked, one hand on a hard, angular hip, the other idly swishing a black leather riding crop back and forth as they waited on the coming of their lord. Her breasts were large, set high above a flat, rippled abdomen. In another place, in another context, Veronica would have felt envious of her smooth, muscular sensuality, of the knowledge how much men would want to fuck her as soon as they laid eyes on her.

“What are you?” she asked. Unconsciously she scooted backward, away from the woman.

“I am Octavia, First Concubine. If you mean what race am I, I am Sylvan, of the night tribe. The ignorant call my people the Dark Sylvan. But who I am matters little, human female. What matters in this place is who your new lord is.

“He is Skavis, an Oni, called Ogre Magi by his people and he is worshipped as a warlord across the dimensions,” she whispered. “His power is vast, beyond your understanding, and he has chosen you to be his concubine. It is a great honor,” she said, voice a hiss.

The sylph stepped in close to her, so close Veronica felt the press of the female’s conical breasts against her arm. The soft, taut flesh was warm and the red skinned woman was aroused, her nipples diamond hard and the scent of her sex a heavy perfume in the chamber.

Veronica tried to pull away, “his slave, you mean,” she said, voice defiant.

Cat-quick, Octavia snatched her by the hair and pulled her in close, their naked bodies pressed tightly against each other. The almost scarlet sheen of Octavia’s skin stood out in stark contrast to the soft golden hue of Veronica’s.

“He will come,” Octavia said, breath hot in her ear. “You will see his cock, how magnificent it is, how those of mere men pale in comparison. When you feel it in you, when you feel his seed spilling into your cunt, down your throat, then you will begin to understand.” The concubine grasped her, pinching her face, forcing the woman to turn and meet her eyes. Their lips were within inches of each other, breath intermingling. “I promise you,” she breathed, eyes boring into Veronica’s. “When he comes to fuck you, you will tremble and you will understand how it is he is lord of time and space, you will begin to comprehend what it is like to fuck a god.”

The mistress of the harem pushed Veronica rudely to the ground and stood over her. Veronica was angry, hurt and confused, her head spinning with all the implications of the alien woman’s words. The dark sylvan towered over her, dominating her with her stance, her voice, her mere presence. And Veronica couldn’t deny the courtesan was strikingly beautiful, vibrant, terrifying. She could imagine men, in a more barbaric time perhaps, killing to possess her. Starting wars to keep her in their beds.

A wild thought, incongruous with her fears and revulsion and hate burst into her mind, fully formed and virile. The Ogre Magi chose me, bitch, she thought. The lord of time and space wanted me. If I wanted, I could take his affections, use his desire for this body, this mouth, this pussy, to take your power. I could be first concubine of a demi-god if I chose!

She recoiled from the thought. She was shocked at herself. Stunned even that her mind had come to that train of thought, to that conclusion. She looked up at the witch looming over her, legs spread, sex exposed, unashamed, unselfconscious, powerful, alluring, courageous. Could she do this?

If I ever want to get home, I’ll have to.

Octavia reached down and lifted Veronica up by her hair, face twisted in a sneer. “I am to prepare you for the lord.” She turned the smaller woman’s head so Veronica could look upon the whips and implements of discipline. The cat-0-nine-tails, what the dominatrix would later refer to as the ‘nine cat,’

“Those toys are mine,” she purred. “The lord doesn’t deign to beat a lazy or stupid slave. I take care of discipline in the harem and if you fail me, if you disobey, if you embarrass me in front of his magnificence, the Ogre Magi, I will flay the skin from your body.” She reached down and cruelly twisted one of Veronica’s nipples, laughing. “And that would be a shame, such a waste of such a nice little piece of ass.” The courtesan slapped her. The blow was sharp, stinging and Veronica felt her face flush hot from the impact. “Do you understand me, bitch?” she demanded.

“Yes,” Veronica said voice low. For now.

Octavia reached down and yanked her up by her hair, laying her head against the smooth muscled curve of her thigh. Veronica was close enough to smell the clean, pungent odor of the dominatrix’s sex. It was raw, powerful, and on some level, confusing.

“I asked if you understood me!” she shouted, eyes blazing. Veronica felt the red skinned female’s spittle spray her upturned face with the ferocity of her words. “Answer, bitch.”

“Yes, yes, I understand you,” Veronica sobbed. She felt like she was pretending some of her terror now, that, in some way, she’d managed to get in front of her fear somehow. She had a plan and it began with out-fucking this whore when the Oni came.

“It’s ‘yes, mistress,’” Octavia smirked. Veronica remained silently and the witch snatched her head back and forth by her hair. “Say it!”

“Yes…mistress.” Veronica said, voice meek, eyes cast down.

“You will obey, little cunt, you will obey.”

For now, she thought, for now. “Yes, mistress,” she lied. “I will obey.”

“Good,” the sylph purred. “Now, let us bath and perfume you for the lord’s pleasure.”

She was about to be fucked.

Fucked hard, perhaps even brutally.

The knowledge raced through Veronica, more emotion than articulated thought. The Oni, whom she’d heard the bath slaves refer to as, the ‘ogre magi,’ was coming at its leisure to take her. Her heart beat in her chest at the thought, hard and fast, so that she trembled, breathing in short, quick, pants like a sprinter.

Her stomach fluttered and she was suddenly self-conscious of how she felt between her legs. Her body, as if preparing for flight or fight in some manner, was making her damp in anticipation, priming her physically for what was about to come.

“I can smell you,” Octavia said, voice taunting. “I can smell your tight little cunt,” she laughed. “You’re getting ready to feel the magic, to see what it’s like when something so powerful uses you.”

Veronica flushed at the dominatrix’s words. The truth in them made her angry, and ashamed. She was getting ready to be used. She was afraid, but she was also…curious. She had been rescued in a flurry of violence, filled with blood and screams in a frenzy of motion over so quickly she still hadn’t fully processed the experience.

Rescued only to find herself kept like chattel in the harem of a citadel on the very edge of time and space. Rescued to serve as concubine to a fantastical creature of vast, almost incomprehensible power. A creature with the knowledge of arcane secrets and occult sciences, but apparently one with more cock and all the hungers of a man.

She bowed her head, letting her dark hair fall over her face. Out of the corner of her eyes she looked at the dark sylph, first concubine to the Ogre Magi, and now her harem mistress, the dominatrix, Octavia.

She claimed to be a dark sylvan, which only confused, Veronica. She did know the bitch was utterly alien to her own experience with all the diverse population offered by metropolitan Miami. But then nothing about living on Earth, even Florida, had prepared her for what she’d witnessed in these recent hours.

She closed her eyes against the image. She remembered the feel of the female’s hand in her hair, of the taste of her spit as she screamed orders inches from her face, of the scent of her sex as the dominatrix became aroused by punishing her, by disciplining her, then bathing her. Veronica shuddered, trembling anew under the vivid memory.

“Hush,” Octavia hissed. “He comes.”

Veronica looked up, startled. It was true. She heard heavy, measured steps as the Oni approached. Her mind flashed on the image of him attacking the Orc group that held her captive, his great iron club swinging. He’d left the beast men broken and mutilated, blood smeared on his weapon, streaked across his flesh. He’d killed them easily.

The images flashed through her mind, and all of them were frightening, but there was one image, try as she might to force it away, that her frenzied mind kept snapping back to time and again. An image she could see in vivid, startling quality, clear as an HD image; the Ogre Magi’s cock.

The Oni had fought naked, bursting in from a trans-dimensional ambush, roaring, weapon smashing skulls. But his penis and balls hung bare, swinging freely as he leapt and struck, twisted and attacked. Heavy, hanging low and slapping against his bullish thighs, just above his knees. Impossibly thick, it had ran with thick veins swollen like rivers. It was the first uncircumcised penis she’d seen limp and it had seemed, feral, wild.

She tried to imagine that huge member erect, skin pulled back to reveal the head, that phallus pointed at her, ready to be serviced by her small hands, her mouth, her vagina, or who could say what else. He was Lord Skavis, the Ogre Magi, and he would not be refused anything he desired, this she understood.

Cold jets of adrenaline squirted into her stomach and she looked around, trying to distract herself.

The chamber she knelt in was dimly lit, and furiously warm from the burning coals of several braziers. Heavy tapestries hung off the walls, leaving only the onyx tiles of the floor revealed. A massive divan, big enough to support the weight of an orgy of normal sized humans, sat in the middle of the room.

The dominatrix Octavia positioned her on her knees before it, waiting at the pleasure of a galactic lord. Home had never seemed farther away than it did at this moment.

The chamber door opened wide on silent hinges and, from the outer chamber, Skavis entered. Both females inhaled at his appearance, more adrenaline flooding their naked bodies at the mere sight of the monster.

And he was a monster. In every sense of the word.

Seven feet tall, well over five hundred pounds, the grotesquely muscled frame looked capable of going hand-to-hand with a tiger, or a bull ox. It made the bodies of the professional wrestlers Veronica sometimes saw on cable while channel surfing seem insignificant in comparison. Heavy arms that were more closely aligned to that of a silverback gorilla than a human warrior, swung loose as he stalked in. His abdominal wall stood etched with ridges of square muscle below massive shelves of pectorals.

Each line and bulge stood in stark, vivid relief because of the accentuating effect of the Oni’s cobalt and indigo skin. It stood on big, splayed feet, nails like talons, jet black and obsidian hard. Its hair was wild, a tangled mane of blue-black strands that spilled down its back past the gargantuan knots of the trapezius muscles that hooded a frighteningly thick neck.

A wide jaw, black with the shadow of beard stubble, ran up in smooth planes to rugged peaks of cheek bones that framed a great, Roman nose and terrifying, all crimson orbs for eyes. These, aspects, though outsized, she realized, were almost human. It was above and below those features that the true mythological, alieness of the Oni displayed itself fully.

The thick-lipped, generous slash of mouth bristled with upward curving incisors large enough, sharp enough, to only be called tusks. The other teeth crowded in the leonine mouth were glistening white fangs. Teeth that served as much to rip throats open, weapon-like, as to masticate food.

Black boned horns, not unlike like those of an Ibis, curved up from the thick ridge of his forehead into lethal points. At the sight of them, the muscles of her gut and low back tightened painfully, almost to the point of painfulness and she felt a light sheen of perspiration cover her naked form. She looked away.

And found her eyes resting on the engorged penis of a interdimensional warlord.

It was everything she feared, and everything that fascinated her. It was, like the Ogre Magi himself, massive, of course. But, very nearly hypnotized, she realized that, while it was bigger than she’d ever peeked at watching internet porn, it would still fit inside her. Unconsciously, her hands went to the junction of her legs in a futile, protective motion.

Engorged with blood, the skin of the erection was such a dark shade of blue it appeared nearly black. The head was an even deeper purple than that of any normal cock she’d experienced in what was now her previous life. That included the one on the hunky black stripper her sister got as entertainment for her bachelorette party.

Lord Skavis stood, breathing with the heavy, wet sound of a hard run stallion. Veronica realized with a start that the Oni wasn’t just erect, he was aroused. A being capable of slaying half a dozen Orc slavers singlehanded, of traversing the occult pathways of time and space, of mastering half-a-hundred races into subjugated species was aroused…by her.

She felt an unexpected thrill of power in surprise at the formidableness of her own sensuality. Yes, this great beast-king could kill her with a single swipe of its clawed hand, but that wasn’t what it wanted. On her knees, collar snug around her throat, Veronica felt more empowered than she ever had in her life.

She sat up straighter, breathing in, causing the heavy globes of her breasts to rise. She parted her knees slightly, offering herself up, hands resting on her inner thighs. Her heart hammered in her chest, and intertwined with her new found feelings of self-actualization, was the more familiar sensation of terror and an overwhelming urge to flee that had filled her since she was first taken.

But she saw the big cock jerk, its head jump as the demonic red eyes followed the movement of her hands toward the crease of her sex. She blinked, seeing his wide nostrils flare as he inhaled her perfumed stink from across the room. He was like a wolf catching the scent of a bitch in heat. Again, she was struck by the realization, he wanted her, badly.

She gasped and felt herself flush, the warmth seeping down her neck and across her breasts. She felt her nipples tighten until they stood out in stiffened fingers.

Octavia stepped forward, light from the brazier playing across her scarlet and mauve tones, as sinister and sensual as a medieval monk’s depiction of a Dante inspired hell spawn succubus. Instantly, Veronica felt a surge of jealous anger. Her eyes narrowed in resentment as the dark sylvan female placed a possessive hand on her shoulder.

“Behold,” her voice rang. “Skavis. Warlord of Time and Space. Master of the cosmic warp and the Bir el-Arweh, the Well of Souls. It is your honor to serve his pleasure,” her nails dug into Veronica’s shoulder and her voice changed, becoming more strident. “Serve him,” she repeated. “On. Your. Belly.” The dominatrix shoved her down. “Cower before your better, whore,” she spat.

Obediently, Veronica pressed her head against the glass-smooth surface of the onyx tiles. Ochre-yellow light spilling from the low braziers and wall-mounted scones undulated across the floor. In the reflection of the flickering light, she saw the Ogre Magi pad forward, utterly silent. Mind racing wildly, she thought somewhat incongruously, this is how the sabretooth tigers of old must have moved; monstrously powerful, entirely silent.

Octavia knelt beside her, the touch of her smooth flesh hot against Veronica’s own skin. The sylvan female slid her hands roughly onto her body. One hand pressing between her shoulder blades to guide her while the other gripped her throat possessively, lifting her chin.

As a child, she’d taken riding lessons, spending entire summer days at a private stable. This close, Skavis’s smell reminded her of her horse. His skin looked as plush and velvet soft over the same kind of liquid-steel muscles, and his heavy, animal musk reminded her of the stallion after a hard run; clean, strong, intoxicating.

She understood the irony of her image. She eyed the hard cock hanging inches from her face. If anyone was to be ridden, it would be her. And, as infatuated as she had been by the steed, she’d never once thought of letting it mount her. A pearl of pre-cum glistened at the Oni’s pee hole.

“Look,” Octavia whispered, pressing her face next to the human girl’s so that their cheeks lay welded together. “Look,” she repeated, her voice so reverential it was almost worshipful. “Behold the balls of a god,” Octavia breathed, her voice thick with lust.

The dominatrix’s voice was eerily reverential, like a parishioner discussing a hallowed relic. There was a hypnotic quality to it Veronica associated with cult members. The woman was more than infatuated, more than reverent, more even than lustful. She worshipped the balls of the Ogre Magi.

Despite her disbelief, Veronica could not lie to herself, not this close to the celestial magnificence of the warlord, she felt it too. The Oni’s balls were the size of a brahma bull’s, smooth and full, perfect globes stretching the indigo skin.

“The fate of universes swim in them,” Octavia told her, voice hushed, and Veronica knew it was true.

The dark sylph pushed her the human woman forward as she spoke and Veronica did not resist, found she didn’t want to, but instead leaned in willingly, turning her face upward. Her lips rested against the testicles and she felt their warmth as she kissed them. She felt a stirring inside herself, knew she was growing wetter.

“Lick them,” Octavia instructed. “Lick his balls.”

She went to work, tongue caressing the heavy balls like a cat cleaning its fur. She bathed them in her spit, leaving them glistening and wet. Octavia still held her in a firm grip, guiding her head, but she didn’t need the domination to perform, not anymore.

The Oni was a creature of powerful magic and it emanated from him in a miasma, leaving her ensorcered. She did not think Skavis was a god, not really, but the distinction was immaterial, he was so much more powerful, so much greater, than anything she had ever known, she realized on her deepest, most feminine level, that her role, the only role she could aspire to, was serving him. Serving him utterly.

She stretched her lips wide and sucked in one perfect testicle. His taste was inhuman, utterly wild. Again her mind flashed to the stallion of her childhood, washed and combed, mane braided, as it waited to go on parade. Its thoroughbred testicles had hung just as low, just as magnificent, and she could only imagine this was how that healthy animal’s own testicles could have tasted.

The big ball filled her mouth, forcing her cheeks outwards in a bulge as she attempt to accept it all. Her tongue found the seam of the nut sack and worked at it. This close to the junction of his powerful thighs, nose buried in his groin, the bestial smell of the creature, its heavy, barbaric aroma, enveloped her.

It made her drip with desire.

Vaginal secretions oozed in honey streams down her thighs, her clitoris swelled, engorged and aroused to an almost painful state of need. Unconsciously, the fingers of one hand went there, found the button between the hood of her labia, and began stroking it. She moaned.

She heard a sound like the rumbling of a grizzly bear, a deep vibration in an octave so low it was beyond human range of speech. She twisted her head, never stopping her lathing of the Ogre Magi’s balls. She twisted, trying to catch a glimpse of his face, to see the expression of pleasure that must surely accompany the sound of his satisfaction.

All she could see was the great branch of his cock jutting straight out, thick and covered in veins. She wanted it, she wanted to touch it, to suck it and feel these great balls now in her mouth contract and shoot his load past her lips and into her. She could only imagine the pressure of his ejaculate, the taste, how warm and thick it would feel, as it jetted down her throat.

Her body shuttered suddenly as her fingers continued working her clit to an orgasm. She reached out a hand to steady herself and it came to rest on the mighty quadriceps of the Magi. The resting power coiled within that single massive limb seemed to leak out and soak into her hand. It was a startling experience, and she felt it tangibly, in jolts of strong, but pleasant, current.

She gasped in surprise, the heavy nut slipping out of her mouth, a line of glistening drool stretching from it and her lips. She closed her eyes, goosebumps rippling across her flesh fast as a wildfire spreading through dry bush. Her pussy gushed and drops of her secretions splashed in coin-sized drops on the onyx tiles.

She gasped. Just by tea bagging this creature she’d just experienced the most intense orgasm of her life. The thrird time in as many encounters she’d thought she’d reached the penultimate level. She could only imagine what it would be like once she had him inside her, pushing deep, thrusting. She shuddered again.

At last, she heard the great Ogre Magi speak. His voice was a rumbling trumpet call in basso profundo, deep and rich, ringing and completely, utterly, savage. It was a voice of total authority, complete command, a voice that whispered the syllables of spells powerful enough to flash cook a man to his bones, or bring forth the Lords of Hell for palaver.

The Oni spoke.

“Suck. My. Dick.”

“Yes, Lord,” Octavia answered instantly.

Veronica heard the strain of the sylvan’s own desire in the female’s voice. She knew that, if she too spoke, her voice would quiver exactly the same. She ached with longing to do as she was bid, to not just suck that great cock, but to feel it fuck her face.

“Show her,” Skavis purred like a great cat. “Show her how to please a Lord of the Bir el-Arwen.”

“Yes, Magi,” Octavia repeated.

Her hands found the sides of Veronica’s face and her fingers, long and sinew strong, tipped by perfectly manicured nails of deepest obsidian, fish-hooked the human’s lips as she pulled her head back, spreading them wide.

Veronica despised the Sylph. She resented the female’s very presence, her entire existence. The bitch was between her and the Magi, the Great One. She wanted the being all to herself, not to be shared. Her stomach burned with the intensity of her hate.

For a moment she tensed, flexing the muscles along her spine and stiffening her neck. She didn’t need this red skinned devil-whore showing her how to suck a dick, even one as perfect and gigantic as the Magi’s.

Octavia, misunderstanding Veronica’s resistance for fear, or disobedience, hissed again. She spread the woman’s lips wider and pushed her face toward the huge helmet of Skavis’s cock head.

“Suck it, you stupid bitch, take that cock.”

It was the Magi’s will that the Sylph instruct her, Veronica realized. It was his will that the female guide her, show her how to please him. She could not fight his will. She relaxed and allowed Octavia to present her mouth to the Oni’s penis.

She stretched her lips wide, judging the cock’s circumference at greater than six inches, maybe by a margin of half an inch or more. She couldn’t be entirely sure, it was simply too thick, too fat and beyond her experience for her to measure with total certainty.

“Stick out your tongue,” Octavia told her. “Relax your jaw, let it slid in.”

Her mouth carefully enveloped the purple-black glans, Octavia prizing her lips none-to-gently apart. She stuck out her tongue a little and Skavis eased his hips forward, placing the hefty weight of his shaft there.

“Mind your teeth, slut,” the Sylph snapped. “Ease it in.”

“Good,” Skavis murmured, “very good.”

He smoothly inserted the front half of his cock into her mouth and she felt her saliva glans water, the muscles of her throat clenching and relaxing in anticipation of what was coming as he slid it deeper.

Drool welled up in a pool and began spilling out of her mouth in necklaces of clear spit. Some of it ran down her neck and splashed onto the slope of her breasts. She heard the bellows of his lungs moving copious amounts of air in and out of his gigantic torso. On her knees, vulnerable, she realized how easily that great weight could fall on her, crushing her, if he lost control or became angry.

Adrenaline flooded her body, only serving to heighten the experience. Slowly, mouth stretched to its limits, she began to bob her head. She worked along the length, coating it with spit until it shone. She ran her head along the spongy, umbrella ridge, of the corona with each backward stroke. Her tongue found the opening at the head and she poked gently there, wiping up the pearls of pre-cum.

On the down stroke she strove to fit more and more of the shaft into her mouth, to relax enough to take it down her throat. She coughed and gagged in her eagerness to please. Octavia’s strong fingers wrapped around her lower jaw and at the back of her head, pulling and pushing her face in concert with her own rhythmic ministrations.

“Suck it,” Octavia whispered, “take it.”

Veronica was acutely aware of the woman’s moist sex as she crouched next to her, at the press of her scarlet skinned breasts against her side. She could feel the female’s hard nipples against her, pointed like daggers. She understood how she felt, just being near the Oni in such a situation was intoxicating.

There was nothing she would not do for her Lord, no act she would not preform. If it pleased him, brought him pleasure, then she wanted to do it, was desperate, frenzied to do it. Gone was all thought, all memory, of her world, of her life, before now.

She was truly the concubine of the Ogre Magi. Body and soul. Heart and mind.

And he hadn’t even fucked her yet.

“Your eyes, girl,” Skavis growled. “Look up at me.”

From her position, face stuffed with his erection so that her eyes watered and drool spilled out of her mouth like wine from an overfull cup, she looked up, meeting the Ogre Magi’s gaze. Their eyes locked.

She felt the same thrill she had at first touching him. She felt euphoric, ecstatic, energy drilling into her with the same relentless intensity with which he now fucked her face. She gagged, spilling even more saliva out of her mouth. Her chest was sloppy wet with it now where it ran down her chin in streams.

His eyes were madness inducing. A deep, sort of red streaked with black, no pupils, all iris. Eyes that had unraveled the mysteries of the universe stared into her, knowing her fully, claiming her. She felt trapped by his gaze, locked into the intensity of experience.

Wanting to please him, desperate to do so, she willed the muscles of her throat to relax and she pushed her face down the huge shaft. The feeling of resistance gave way finally, and she slid his length all the way in, deep throating him until her mouth was jammed tightly against his body. Her jaw felt as if it would unhinge.

His eyes narrowed in pleasure, framed by the savage curling tusks rising from his brutally thick mandible. He grinned, revealing white fangs. He was a monster, a real, literal monster and she was deep throating his cock like a sex worker in a Tijuana sex show.

She loved it.

“That’s it, girl,” he rumbled. “Good, good. Look in my eyes, do not, on your soul, look away.”

“Good,” Octavia said in her ear.

The Sylph’s hand kept at the back of her head, pushing her down farther until if felt as if her skull would split at the jaw. She felt the powerful thighs of the Magi shift as he gave into the pleasure and pushed himself forward.

God, she thought, I think I can feel him in my chest!

“The balls, Sylph,” he snarled suddenly.

Octavia did not hesitate to obey. She reacted instantly, plunging her face between the Oni’s legs just below Veronica’s. The human heard the female’s suckling as she latched on to the Magi’s great testicles. Her own tits swayed and bounced as she plunged her head up and down the unrealistically long dick, letting the warlord sheath himself in her to the hilt, taking him almost out, then plunging forward again. With each downward thrust, her bouncing tits struck against the side of Octavia’s face. The feeling was pleasant, intimate.

She despised the bitch.

The scene went on for long moments until, to her shock, and just as her jaw began to ache to the point of agony, she felt the Magi’s legs quiver slightly. As commanded, her eyes never left his and he snorted like a bull in the pen, flexing his thighs hard.

Rolling his head, tusks gleaming, he blinked. She felt the enchantment that was the power of his gaze lessen for a moment. “Enough,” he told her.

He pulled his cock clear of her throat and out of her mouth. It was harder than ever, swollen and angry looking, curved like a Calvary saber and seemingly almost as long. Ropes of spit clung to it and it glistened wetly, drenched, in the hot light of the braziers.

To her surprise Skavis bent forward and reached for her, massive hands wrapping around her arms. Her breath left her body as he easily scooped her to the wide, thick plates of his chest. She gasped in surprise. His heart pounded hard against his chest, loud enough to hear.

She had done this, had made him pant with desire. This being had the whole of time and space in the cosmos to find what he desired, and he chose her, and in return she made his heart pound. She leaned against the curved mass of his pectoralis, touching his deep blue skin with a sense of wonder. She trembled in his arms as he turned and strode toward the sprawling divan that was the only furniture in the room.

All around her galaxies spun in brilliant, scintillating points and streaks of light. Suns burned and planets of every description tumbled across the observatory windows above her head. The view was amazing, spectacular and she felt small, insignificant against the stretching eternity.

But she was in the arms of a creature who ruled the secrets of that eternity, who spoke the occult words, and new the forbidden names. How could she be insignificant when a creature such as this wanted her so badly?

She cried out in surprise as Skavis dropped into place. As he settled back he lifted and turned her, facing her toward him and lifting her so that her parted legs rested on the mountains of his shoulders. She grasped the prongs of his antlers in her shock, steadying herself. Her vagina, vulnerable and exposed, was within intimate inches of that terrible mouth, with its savage tusks and lustrous fangs.

If he wanted to, he could have ripped her belly and womb open in a single jerk and eaten her guts as they came spilling out. His mouth opened, a black tongue, long and wide as a farm animal’s, as the stallion from the stables of her youth, emerged.

It slaved her vagina, parting the lips and licking wetly into her depths before scrubbing her clitoris in great swipes of the meaty thing. She grabbed hold of the antler-horns harder and cried out loud enough for her voice to echo in the vast chamber beneath the stars. His breath came out in snorts from the wide splash of a nose, the air humid and hot against her inner thighs.

“Uhggn,” she sobbed. Then again and again, “uhggn, uhggn, uhggn.”

It was just inarticulate noise, but the Oni’s tongue moved inside her tight cunt like hot, oscillating waves, transporting her to someplace else, into someone else. Her hips came down into the press of his tongue and it was thick enough, long enough, that he was actually fucking her with the organ, sliding it in and out with quick thrusts, only to stop and lap at her like a cat at a bowl of milk.

Holding tight to his horns, she rolled her head in ecstasy. Unbelieving of the intensity of the sensations she was subjected to, her eyes rolled wildly, scanning the room as if from a great distance. Looking down, she witnessed Octavia on her knees by the divan. The dark sylvan female crouched between the Magi’s legs. Her head bobbed furiously as she sucked him off. Just below her mouth her hands clenched the great shaft, one atop the other, as she jacked him with each smooth bob of her head.

Veronica felt a burning pressure building low in her belly, a violent need, like storm driven surf crashing over granite breakers. She ground down harder as Skavis worked his tongue into her hole, his fangs shone like his lips now with the sheen of her pussy juice. Her orgasm reached a breaking point.

She felt a great finger, perhaps as large as another man’s penis, slid between the clenched globes of her ass. The blunt spade of the digit wormed its way in and found the opening there. Gently, Skavis began to rub her anus in time to the rhythm of his lapping, thrusting tongue.

Her eyes, heavy lidded with approaching release, opened wide in shock and the sensation proved too much, She swept over the edge and, turning her face to the heavens swirling above, she screamed. Her pussy clenched like a fist and pleasure jolted through her body in wide, hot currents. She screamed again and her vagina released in an explosion of fluid.

The power of her squirting orgasm sprayed out like water from a hydrant. She shuddered in spasms so strong they were beyond her ability to control as her orgasmic secretions flowed from her in rivers. Skavis grunted in satisfaction as those hot, orgasmic juices gushed across his face. It ran down his cheeks and collected in the hollow of his throat.

Still impaled on his great tongue, she shuddered, and shuddered. She heard a rumble, like thunder gathering over a mountain range, and felt a strong vibration shaking the massive breast beneath her. The tongue slid clear of his slit and she realized the Ogre Magi was laughing.

She looked down. The terrible face was twisted into an ugly grin, tusks looking incredibly fierce. She felt a thrill of understanding; he approved. He liked making her cum. The Oni enjoyed it.

A great hand came up and grabbed her breast, thumb going to the erect nipple there and tracing a lazy circle. She inhaled sharply, then relaxed into the strength of his grip. She no longer felt frightened. Instead her pussy throbbed, pulsing with hunger to be filled.

“The devil-whore, Octavia,” Skavis said. “Has got me worked up, human female. My cock is slick enough with her spit, and your slit wet enough after that gushing, that you should be able to take it. Now climb down on your Lord’s cock and get me off.” His voice rumbled, joviality fled now. It was the voice of a being who commanded legions.

“Yes, Magi,” she breathed. “I obey. I only wish to feel you in me,” she said. In that moment it was utterly true; it was all she desired.

She scooted down his torso, feet finding purchase on the divan to either side of his wide hips. The thing between his legs curved up like a forearm and fist. He hadn’t been wrong, Octavia had slathered his cock. Lines of her spittle hung in white strands up and down the pole. She’d never seen a cock so wet before.

It was still incredibly intimidating, a formidable hammer of flesh. She remembered how it had felt poking in and out of her throat and she swallowed in trepidation, butterflies fluttering in her stomach. But his body heat was like a furnace and it warmed her wet pussy through his blue skin and she felt her need driving her on.

She had to take it.

She looked at Octavia, still crouched submissively between the Magi’s legs. The dark Sylph smirked, the challenge clear on her face. Fail to take the cock of Skavis and she was of no use as a concubine. She needed to have a plan.

Reverse cowgirl, she thought, do not fail me now.

Setting herself down on the lower part of Skavis’s abdomen, she spun quickly, spreading her legs wide and securing a steady foothold once again on the plush cushions of the divan. Octavia, face even with the Magi’s balls, narrowed her eyes. Gone was the tepid, hesitant, human stolen from her own mundane and civilized world.

Here now was a confident, self-possessed, concubine, claiming her place in the harem of Skavis.

“The balls of our lord our getting dry, First Concubine,” Veronica said.

Octavia scowled, but bent her head. As the human began to impale herself, the Sylph continued her oral ministrations. The two females locked eyes in a silent power struggle to see who would blink first.

Veronica took the cock by the shaft below the helmet of his corpus spongiosum. She stopped momentarily, shuddering as she felt the Oni’s heartbeat pulsing through the great stream of his dorsal artery. The shaft was thick enough to frighten her, but she wanted this, wanted it as badly as anything in her life.

She spread her knees a little farther apart as she picked the giant cock off his stomach. Carefully, she rubbed the head against the dewy folds of her opening, using her own juices to slicken it. Slowly, she put it at her opening and eased herself down on the erection.

She expelled a breath in a quick, hard gasp. The great blue cock felt magnificent as she pushed herself onto it. She moaned and pushed the head inside of herself. Slowly, the walls of her vagina relaxed and accepted the massive, blunt instrument.

“Oh god, my Lord,” she whispered as the cock of the Ogre Magi slipped into her for the first time.

Her own secretions dribbled down around the fat head and mingled with Octavia’s spit, greasing the way, and she relaxed her knees, letting gravity pull her down the length. She was filled up, stretched and utterly fulfilled. She hadn’t even started thrusting and she already felt more thoroughly fucked than she ever had before.

The thick finger found the rosebud of her anus once more and she gulped. Instantly she felt the gears in her lower belly starting turning, churning her toward the next orgasm. Skavis did not invade the opening, merely pressed and stroked patiently as the concubine skidded down the length of his dick.

Half way down, Veronica felt the fist-like head brush her cervix and knew she’d taken all of the phallus she was capable of. It was amazing. She perched, hands braced on the ridges of the Oni’s abdominal wall. Slowly, carefully, she began moving up and down.

Quickly the member began skidding in and out like a train on rails, smoothly navigating her depths, pushing her beyond the pain of the stretch and deep into realms of pleasure she’d never understood could even exist.

“Ah, ah, ah, oh, god,” she said in rapid pants.

Her hands kneaded his stomach as her inner thighs began quivering. She sounded so wet down there, so willing and aroused. Slowly, the great hips began to lift to meet her. She heard him growl, again the sound so bear-like it was eerie. She stopped all motion as Skavis began picking up the pace, lifting his hips, sliding his cock deep, pulling it out.

She arched, holding her position, as he jackhammered into her pussy. The Magi was snarling now, finger gone from her ass, both massive hands wrapped around her waist, picking her up, pushing her down, jamming his cock into her.

Veronica looked down and saw Octavia had given up trying to keep the big bouncing testicles in her mouth. The Sylph eagerly nestled under the sack, tongue working furiously to rim the Ogre Magi. The female held one hand locked between her legs, fingers sliding in and out with piston-like regularity.

The clever anilingus pushed the Oni past the edge. His hips punched into her. Tearing screams from her throat as the pole between his legs pummeled her. Then the motions lost any sensibility of rhythm and he just bucked, almost spasmodically.

She felt the base of his shaft swell, then the force of the thick knot of his ejaculate roll up the urethra. She was stretched so tightly across his prick she could feel every minute vibration. Inside her the head of his cock jerked back and forth and it was Skavis’s turn to call out.

She’d though the Orcs had cum a lot. She really had. But the Oni began pumping three times semen into her with twice the force.

She felt it squirting up against her insides, felt the canal become immersed with it until the thick white fluid slid back down the outside of his shaft and between her lips as she continued sliding up and down on his erection.

The feel of the slick ejaculate was all she need, the scorching heat as it splashed into her the last touch of pleasure required. Her orgasm shook her hard and her fingers dug into the Oni deep enough to draw blood. She could hold it no more and began to sob, to cry with the intensity of the orgasm.

Her juices flowed out of her, running down the huge penis to mix with the Magi’s semen and Octavia’s saliva. She collapsed backward against the Lord, and to her surprise, felt the prodigious arms envelope her.

She couldn’t stop the tears streaming down her face and she turned into his embrace, kissing the face, kissing the terrible tusks, running her arms around the pillar of a neck.

“My lord, my lord,” she whispered. “I am yours,” her voice was almost a wail.

“You pleased Lord Skavis well,” Octavia said. She did not make it sound like a compliment.

“I took pleasure too,” Veronica replied. She smiled coldly. “I think you tasted a little of that, there at the end.”

Octavia gave her a wane smile. “It’s powerful you know.”

“What is?”

“His cum. It is powerful.”

Veronica remembered the feeling of hot sludge as he dumped his load into her pussy. “He comes hard,” she agreed.

“No,” the Sylph snapped. “Well yes, Skavis shoots like a dragon when he cums, but that’s not what I meant.”

“What did you mean then?”

“I mean his seed is a gift, filled with the cosmic power of life. It will keep you young, ward off disease, let you live for centuries.” Veronica looked at her, disbelief on her face. “It’s true,” Octavia insisted. “Just as the geas sigil he branded on your neck protects you.”

Veronica’s hands went to her neck where the tender burn scar formed strange welts on her skin. “The brand?” she asked. “The mark that lets me talk to you?”

“It does more than that,” Octavia whispered. Her eyes burned into Veronica’s with a frightening, almost insane, intensity. “Yes, it gives you the gift of tongues. But under its projection, under his protection, you will need neither air nor food to survive. You will be immune to all but the most extremes of heat and cold. Wounds will heal faster, pain seem less.”

Veronica felt something rising up in her at these words. She didn’t doubt Octavia. The woman’s words somehow felt correct. The dark sylph cunt was telling her the truth.

“That is an incredible gift!” she almost shouted, as understanding of its implications really began to sink in. “Does he give this to all his servants?” she asked.

Octavia looked at her, black eyes glittering, voice a razor blade. “No.” She said. Reluctantly, she added, “he only so marks his favored thralls. His choice concubines. The ones who may yet bear him offspring.”

Veronica felt a rush of intense pride and satisfaction flow through her. She was the bedmate of a godling. She could be the mother of powerful, demi-human children. She might sit at the feet of a being that could, conceivably, rule the cosmos. She grew hot, and a delicious sensation washed through her; she could continue fucking such a being.

“Let me show you something,” Octavia suggested.

Veronica allowed herself to be led to the far side of the vast chamber, to where heavy curtains blocked her view of the rest of the huge open space. She’d never noticed them before, she realized, not that she’d really been here all that long.

The sylph drew back the curtains and Veronica gasped at the vision. Light, a brilliant golden-tinged, cerulean blue, shot up out of a circular structure made of ancient stone blocks upon which strange runes were inscribed.

At first afraid to go near the wonder, Octavia finally placed a hand at the small of her back and gently prodded her forward. “Look,” she said into her ear. “Look.”

Veronica did.

She saw eternity. A swirling mass of stars racing in spirals, galaxies turning in great wheels. Images, impossible images of wonderous cities, strange races of people, and horrible monsters, filtered through in rapid flashes.

“Behold the chronos-gate,” Octavia said. “He who beds us, who lets us ride his cock like a stallion, controls this like a vessel. Any time, anywhere in space, any dimension, is accessible to him. He travels through all of eternity in search of knowledge and power. This is Bir el-Arweh, the Well of Souls!”

Veronica leaned in closer, mesmerized by the magnitude of what she was seeing. Dimly, she felt Octavia’s hands on her body, caressing her skin, running fingers through her dark tresses.

“You really are beautiful,” Octavia said softly into her ear. “I’ve never quite seen him so enchanted with a creature before, except perhaps for the she-mare Centaur the King in Yellow stole from him. But maybe not even her.”

She paused and when she spoke again her voice was steel hard with anger.

“I’ve never seen the Magi so quick to lick a pussy, to mark a brood-bitch with his eternal blessing, to make a mere whore his concubine.”

Now, even through the hypnotic power of the well’s presence, Veronica clearly heard the hate and rage in the dominatrix’s voice. She felt those strong hands on her and fear shot through her heart in jagged currents.

“This will not stand!” Octavia suddenly shrieked.

“No!” Veronica screamed, terrified.

It was too late.

She felt the light, sensual grip she’d at first mistaken for amorous, turn hard, unyielding, then brutally violent. The dark sylph shoved her hard and, already off balance, she felt her center of gravity shift.

Screaming, she plunged into the Well of Souls.

She fell…

…forever.

Above her the mouth of the well floated, a simple circle of brilliant illumination in endless space. Octavia’s laughing face remained clearly visible as Veronica tumbled away. She fell until the well mouth became a pinprick of light, then disappeared altogether.

But she fell through time and space not as a mere human being. She fell with the mark of Skavis upon her, and the Ogre Magi’s sperm in her womb. She fell not as Veronica Doe, flight attendant, a mere mortal with all the frailties and weakness of a normal woman.

Instead she traveled Eternity as something else, something more.

She traveled as a chosen concubine…

…to be continued…
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1.

“You don’t understand what you are asking, Alice,” Dr. Ben Planter said.

Alice sighed. Planter was handsome, but he’d always been a by the book sort of administrator. Even now, she couldn’t help noticing how fit he looked. She’d surreptitiously watched him working out at the facility gym and he was lean, muscular, and packed quite the bulge in his workout shorts.

She frowned. Focus, Alice told herself. Her sister needed her and she needed to do whatever it took to help. Whatever it takes.

“I know it’s irregular,” she told the head physicist. “But someone has to help her. Only someone with a special access program rating can even know about the Looking Glass. That’s about six people total. Dorothy’s lost and I have to find her. She’s my family”

Planter removed his glasses and rubbed his eyes. He threw them on the desk and leaned back in his chair, fixing her with a hard look. His eyes were a cerulean blue, intense when he was angry or intensely focused. They fairly blazed at the moment.

Despite the seriousness of the situation, Alice Drake felt herself blushing under the weight of that stare. She was used to men’s stares, but she’d become quite adapt over the years at ignoring them. Only now she was locked in an office with a handsome man from whom she needed a favor and he was looking at her in a way that made her nervous.

“Please,” she said. “I know the Looking Glass is a risk, but only members of the diplomatic research team can utilize the gateway. There isn’t going to be some commando team coming to the rescue. It’s us or it’s no one.”

“I know that,” Planter said, meeting her eyes. “I also know your sister broke protocol, left her field team, putting them in danger, and wandered off. I can’t risk more people.” His voice lowered. “Besides, you don’t know what you’re asking. You don’t know what the inhabitants beyond the Looking Glass are like.”

“You keep saying that,” she fired back. “But what are you driving at? What is it I’m supposed to do?” She demanded.

“The particular dangers, the strange society the inhabitants have set up. It would be a rough experience for a single…ah…female,” he finished lamely.

“I know there’s danger,” she told him. “I’m willing to take the risks to help my sister.” She folded her arms and sat back, jaw set.

Planter looked at her steadily. His voice, suddenly rough, and a bit deeper came out tight. “Prove it.”

“Wh-what?” she asked, suddenly unsure of herself.

“Prove it,” he repeated. “If your sister is in the hands of the inhabitants, then you could have to travel all the way across the Rabbit Hole, through the territories of dozens of outlandish inhabitants. And there’s only one currency they’re going to demand in payment to cross their land, only one bargain they’re going to make to give you the clues you need to find Dorothy.”

“I know what the inhabitants are like,” she said. There was hesitation in her voice now. She swallowed. “I know what I’m likely to face. I can handle it.” She sat up, then said again, voice firm, “I can handle it.”

“Then prove it,” Planter repeated.

“I still don’t under—“ she began.

“Shut up,” he cut her off and rose from his seat. He walked around behind her as she sputtered in protest. She heard the lock on his office door click over. “You know what I’m saying,” he told her, now standing directly behind her. “If you can’t even say it now, do it now, in the safety of this office, then how in the hell can you expect to be able to when you cross over into the Rabbit Hole?”

He was very close behind her now. She felt him loom above her. One of his hands, heavy, and warm, came down on her shoulder.

“If I don’t think you can do what it takes,” he continued, “then how can I justify sending you over just to fail?”

“What is it you think I should be doing?” she said. She didn’t look at him. There was a picture of a lighthouse framed behind his desk. The legend read, Be The Change You Want To See. “What do I have to prove to you? Tell me.” Her frustration made her feeling like crying, which she wasn’t going to do.

His other hand came down on her shoulder and he leaned forward, pinning her in the seat. His voice was a harsh whisper now and she realized, with a start, that she felt the heat of his crotch at the back of her neck.

“You think you can walk around here, looking like you do, and people won’t notice?” he demanded.

“I-I-“

“Shut up. You think you can have a body like yours and not have someone want you? You think you’re going to make it a 100 yards into the Rabbit Hole before you’re fucked seven ways to Sunday? Do you?”

She’d read the reports. In theory, she knew what it was like over there. Planter wasn’t wrong. “No,” she said quietly. “I don’t think that.”

“Then you’re going to have to start now,” he said. “I’m the first barrier, and, frankly, I’ll be the easiest one you face.”

He spun her chair around, and her heart began beating faster. It was a short, slow circle on the seat, but it felt like a Tilt-A-Whirl. Her whole universe was being shifted, turned around, dumped upside down.

She came to a rest facing him, her eyes level with the zipper of his pants. Inside the slacks, he was already half-erect, the material tenting outward in an obvious fashion.

“Ben,” she said, then trailed off.

Situation aside, she’d always been curious what being with him would be like. In the gym, in the lab, after work, when the lab staff got together for drinks. All during those times she was keenly aware of how hard they both worked and how little time they had for relationships because of it. And, always, that he was a man.

“Take it out,” he told her. He put his hands on his hips, clearly expecting her to perform.

Before she quite realized what she was doing, her hand came up. She paused and it hung in the air halfway between his crotch and her own face. This was a line, she knew. And everything else aside, Dr. Ben Planter, had been correct. She was going to have to do more than this if she entered the location the US Government had unofficially named “the Rabbit Hole.”

“Pull it out, Alice,” he ordered. “Pull it out and put it in your fucking mouth or I’m never giving you that passcode. It’s your choice.”

She swallowed, closed her eyes and took in a breath. Her heart raced and butterflies twisted in her stomach. But, to her surprise, she also felt a dampness between her legs. Her body responded to his commands, to the sight of his bulge. Part of her wanted this anyway.

Her eyes opened. She took the first step toward finding her sister.

Her hands came up and grasped the dress belt in the loops of his pants. Her hands shook, but she was committed, and she undid the buckle.

“That’s it,” he whispered. “Get that cock out.”

This close to him she smelled his cologne, and the scent of his body beneath it. Her fingers found the buttons of his pants, then the zipper. His cock, still inside the thin cotton of his underwear, pushed forward, straining against the material.

Even through cloth, she clearly saw the outline of the head of his cock. It was a swollen helmet and she realized he wanted her very badly. Her fingers slid past the elastic of his underwear, dark blue briefs, and pulled them out around his penis, then down.

Three-quarters erect, his cock sprang forward, half dangling, half pointing, between them. It was good sized, just as she’d thought it would be, and almost perfectly shaped. Beneath it a fist-size bunching of his balls pushed past the underwear. She looked at them and thought, I bet he cums a lot.

“Put it in your mouth,” he instructed, and she detected the tremor in his voice. “Make me believe how badly you want that dick.”

She leaned forward and her breath blew across it and it suddenly straightened another quarter inch, seeming to spring directly at her face. She reached up and tentatively took it. It felt thick and hot in her hand, and she became acutely aware of just how moist she was.

It has been a while, she realized.

She gently stroked the cock, felt it finish growing erect under her touch. It was lumpy with fat veins, but the skin was soft. She looked at it and a drop of pre-cum oozed out of his piss slit. Slowly, she leaned in, lifting the big organ slightly, and ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft.

The dick jumped in her hand and above her Planter groaned under his breath. Surrendering herself more fully to the moment, she traced the edges of his corona with her tongue and then opened wide. Her mouth engulfed the head and closed around it in a warm envelope. She sucked gently on just the head, swirling with her tongue as she tightened her grip on his cock and began jacking him slowly.

“Ah, Jesus,” he whispered slowly.

Letting her mouth fill with spit, she began pushing her head forward, taking more of him into her mouth. In a moment her head started bobbing in time with her hand strokes. She read Cosmo, she knew how to give a blow job.

She spread her spit along his shaft, drinking in the scent of him. Her tongue swirled and the hard-on jumped and twitched under her ministrations. Adrenaline amplified her senses as hormones dumped into her blood stream. She heard the wet sound of her mouth on his cock, the motion of her arm as she stroked him off, Planter’s fast, heavy breathing.

“Goddamn,” he cursed. “I just knew you could suck a dick.”

His arm came down and he batted her hand clear of his shaft. In the next moment he took hold of her head in his hands, fingers curling in her hair. His hips started moving, slowly at first, as he pushed and pulled her mouth along his cock in time with her own bobbing motions. But as more and more of him slipped further and further into her mouth, he moved faster.

His hands tightened almost painful on her head, pinning her in place, and he bucked into her face. She gagged and spit came out of her mouth. Jesus, she thought. She’d never had a guy try and force a deep throat before. This is very bad manners.

About to protest, she suddenly remembered his words, “I’m the first barrier, and, frankly, I’ll be the easiest barrier you’ll face.”

https://www.amazon.com/Alice-Takes-Wonderland-monster-domination-ebook/dp/B019BLA4FE?ie=UTF8&keywords=alice%20does%20wonderland%20vixen%20wade&qid=1463590776&ref_=sr_1_3&sr=8-3
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