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Catapulted from her world, Veronica Doe found herself trapped in a strange dimension beyond space and time. There, she shed her past and learned 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.

Veronica Doe fell.

 Time flowed in strange currents of confused perception. Had she fallen for seconds, or was it eons? She could not tell. Under the protection of the Ogre Magi, she felt neither cold nor hunger or fatigue. so all of her biological metrics for experience were removed, leaving her in a strange cocoon of uncertainty.

 She did not land, she merely became aware. One moment there was vast, endless void, next, the feeling of cold, damp ground under her back. There was no sensation of transition. One moment she was in free fall through all of Eternity and the next, she was simply Here.

 Sitting up, she looked around. Gray mist hung in a thick cloak around her, obscuring the terrain, clinging in damp clouds and leaving her with a strange, continuing feel of disorientation. She could see, but she could not see. Blinking slowly, she fought to regain her bearings.

 Under her feet she felt damp earth, covered in pine needles and a rich, loamy soil. Emerging from the mist, dark columns of old growth hardwoods stood in shadowy pillars. She felt something hard, sharp, and unyielding beneath her hand.

 Startled, she looked down, lifting her hand, she revealed what lay grasped so tightly inside her fist. To her surprise she saw a pendent. A goodly sized black diamond set in scintillating platinum. She recognized it the instant she laid eyes upon it. The last time she recalled seeing it was around the neck of Octavia, First Concubine of the Ogre Magi.

 Sudden images filled her mind; the rush as the sylvan dominatrix pushed her over the edge of the Well of Souls, the sensation of tumbling, a sensation that overwhelmed all other thoughts in that mad, terrifying moment. But now, startled into remembering, she understood where the pendent came from.

 She fought as she twisted, lashing out desperately to try and save herself. Her hand caught on the dangling medallion and ripped it free and, as she tumbled downward, it came with her. Screaming, she’d plunged through time/space uncertain of her ultimate fate.

 Now she was…here. But she was here with the pendent. She didn’t fully understand the significance, if indeed there was any, but it felt like, well, something. Curious, she inspected the clasp, found the platinum slightly bent but easily fixable. Using her thumbs, she prized it back into place and slipped it around her neck. It made her feel better, calmed her fears in some small way. You can do this, she assured herself.

From out of the mist she heard sounds of howling.

 Cold feelings of dread knifed through her. There was danger here, far from the protective arm of her Magi. The howling drifted out of the dense mist, echoing weirdly through the black, shadow forest. She spun in place, turning one direction, then the other.

 Inside her chest her heart beat hard enough to hurt. She had to run, to flee. Whatever happened, she didn’t want whatever was howling to find her out here alone and vulnerable in the mists. She started running, immediately slipped and went down. Rising, she moved forward, there was no way to tell which direction led to safety, there was only flight.

 She war prey.

 She ran, bare feet pounding hard into the cold, soggy ground. Branches materialized out of the mist, slapping her naked skin and raising welts until, after only moments, her chill numbed flesh was marred by long, thin streaks of blood.

 Her foot came down on soggy leaves and she slipped, went to a knee and came up. Her heart jumped and thudded from the exertion, leaving her panting heavily. Behind her the howls broke off into a chorus of barking and she realized there was not just a single creature hunting her, but an entire pack.

 Cold wet grass, reaching to her knees, yellow and brown, appeared, and she ran into it. Frigid moisture clung to her in wet jewels as she pushed on. Up ahead, dimly through the mist bank, she caught sight of a yellow light burning high above the ground. Drawing closer, she made out the indistinct finger of a stone tower, black against the gloom.

 Now she heard the pounding of hooves and realized the snarling beasts hunting her led dark riders. She was a fox, a sable, in some perverse chase. Angry, inarticulate shouts broke through the muffling effects of the mist and she sobbed. The ground broke beneath her feet and she tumbled into the wet grass, shivering as she rose again. She forced herself up but then froze.

 The figure loomed up out of the mist, eyes glowing baleful red. She gasped in surprise, in abject terror. The figure was a man-wolf. The head of a big, grey leonine monster on the humanized form of a man. It opened its mouth, letting out a low, guttural growl, revealing razor sharp fangs.

 Black fur covered a form she recognized as mostly human, and male, though impossibly muscled and agile, the fingers of each hand ending in long, wicked claws. Slowly she lifted her face and looked up into the burning red eyes with horror, seeing the human intelligence gleaming through.

 Her hand went to her mouth and she began to scream.

 The feline creature pounced. Her cry cut short as it scooped her up and she went dumb in surprise. Instead of sharp fang and claw ripping into her, she was instead gathered up in limbs of liquid steel. Crushed into the hard warmth of the thing’s chest, she felt it take off at a dead run, carrying her weight with ease.

 After being jerked back and forth during several initial leaps, she instinctively turned into the embrace and clung to him. Her arms and legs wrapped tight around the racing creature and his smell, strong and clean and animal, filled her.

 “Be silent, girl,” he growled low, “if you would live, be still. The Wild Hunt has you in their scent and if we do not reach the safety of the tower we’re both doomed.”

 She buried her face in the hollow of its throat and clung like a baby in the arms of its father. At first he ran upright, on two legs, but once assured she was holding on, it bent so that the arm not engaged with supporting her reached the ground, and in that moment they began to fly.

 Ground flashed by beneath them, wind created by their swift passage swept over them and the frantic beating of her heart began to merge as one with the strong, sure beats of his.

But if the sounds of pursuit were any indication, it would do no good. The hunt continued drawing close, the light of the tower seemingly just as far now as it had been in the beginning. Her savior seemed to sense the futility as well. Instead of plunging forward in an outright race, he now began taking evasive actions, darting this way, and then back, trying to confuse the scent.

 The ruins of an old stone and sod structure appeared out of the mist and in the next moment half a dozen arrows knifed out of the gloom behind them and pounded into the soft wood of the rotting logs.

 She felt the massive frame cradling her shudder as the lupine warrior yelped and one of the those cruel, black iron arrowheads cut into him. He threw himself to the left, crossing behind the ruin. She dared to look when hot blood began splashing her upturned face, and she saw the last thing she wanted to see; the stone circle of a cistern.

 Without hesitating, the feline clambered over the lip and plunged down the shaft. Despite herself, she screamed. They plunged into blackness. There was a confusion of movement she realized was more akin to a child scrambling over a jungle gym than to falling down a well—a feeling she was uncomfortably familiar with as of late—and then they were in a hollowed den dug into the wall.

 Warm, dry earth formed a shelf and the creature crammed them in tight to the narrow space. She found herself facing outward, back to the belly of the beast, its strong arms around her as if cocooned her body. Its fur was soft, she realized.

 “Be still, girl,” it snarled softly. “On your life do not move. They will think I chose to drown rather than succumb to the hunt. But utter not a sound for our scent will still be strong to the hounds of Crom.”

 She nodded, whispering, “I understand, I am grateful.”

 Suddenly, above them torch light filled the mouth of the well, sending flickering shadows dancing weirdly down the shaft. There came a deafening cacophony of savage snarls and booming barks cascading down into the amplifying echo. She heard rough voices which, thanks to the Mark of Skavis, the Ogre Magi, she understood.

 “Do you see the shifter-bastard?”

 “No, the well’s too deep.”

 “Find something to tell the Lord or it will be our asses fed to the hounds.”

 “How about the wench?”

 “No sign.”

 “Too bad, my cock is aching for a human cunny.”

 The more the rough talk carried on, the more grateful she became. She didn’t dare look, so she had no true idea, but she knew now, more than ever, that she wanted no part of being found by beings such as these. Even the Orc slavers had not filled her with such trepidation, rather they had fascinated her in a way she could have never fully explained.

 Frightened, she scooted back into the warm, animalistic shelter of her protector. And felt his cock.

 She froze. He was making no attempt to move, but she realized her naked heat, wrapped so close to him, in even such a dire situation as this, was having an effect. In fact, she could feel him shuddering, his breath hot on the side of her face, the feeling of his heart pounding through his lupine chest, a heavy drum against her back.

 The cock continued growing, slowly lengthening up between the soft press of her thighs. She moaned quietly as the hot flesh stubbornly pushed its way forward. The creature pulled her closer, hot lips next to her ear.

 “Not a sound, or we are dead. I can’t help it, on my honor, I swear I’m not doing this on purpose.”

 She nodded into the grip of his arms. Frightened, the fear sensations only served to heightened the experience. Her groin began quivering on its own, and she felt dampness growing up between her legs. So far, since being thrown into this strange dimension, she had learned one thing: mythological creatures fucked with all the power of legend. Somehow, she knew, this wolf man would be no different.

 Gently, she opened her thighs enough to allow the restrained erection to push forward. Instantly the long, lean penis pushed past the curve of her legs until the head nestled tight against the lips of her labia where her pussy juices were already building, lubricating her for penetration.

 There was a noise, a brutal whooshing sound as above them the hunters fired a volley of arrows from powerful bows down into the well. Wooden shafts, and those barbaric iron arrowheads, ricocheted wildly off the stone walls, or cut into the black water far below them. Startled, she scooted back away from the lip of the shelf they hid upon.

 The movement smoothly inserted the head of the feline’s cock into her vagina.

“Forgive me,” he said, his voice was raw with his need. Whatever manner of being he might be, he was male. All male.

“Don’t,” she whispering back, hushing him.

 She was terrified, and somehow this simple, familiar act calmed her. She understood this, was good at this. Her plunge through the Triangle had freed her to embrace the core of what made her, her. She was at her heart, a fuck beast, every bit as wild and wanton and weird as the magical creatures that ruled these realms she found herself in. This strange, magical creature wanted her, it was an exhilarating feeling of empowerment that, when mixed with her terror-adrenaline, provided a heady, intoxicating mixture.

 The cock between her legs was long, and firm in that sort of hard, but spongy giving way erections always had. The head nestled up inside her pussy filled her with an incredible feeling of fulfillment. The danger was an intoxicating spice and she pushed herself down on the shaft, biting her lip to keep from moaning out loud.

 The creature behind her uttered such a soft, deep growl, low in its throat, that she felt more as a vibration in its chest than so much heard. She arched her back, pushing her hips down. The fist of cock inside her slid in a further inch and the beasts’ breath came in hot gusts across her neck. It was not fucking her, she was fucking it.

 Aroused, she squirmed, impaled, and even more cock slid into her cunt. Encouraged by her movements, the beast responded, pushing more of his warm shaft up into her. She grabbed hold of a furred arm with both hands and squeezed as her lips parted, accepting the entire length into her body.

 Above them came more shouts, the hunting hounds baying wildly with frustration. A second volley of arrows cut through the shaft and lanced into the dark water below them. A torch, blazing bright, fell past them, in a falling ball of illumination. It struck the water and was extinguished in a wicked hiss.

 “No one, certainly not some human bitch, can hold their breath that long,” a rough voice growled. “They’re drowned and dead. Fuck ‘em”

The feline pushed himself into her, inflaming her sensitive vaginal walls, pulled out, slid back in. His rhythm grew faster and stronger, and once again she felt the familiar building, burning sensation, the release that she constantly craved, starting to surge through her. She pressed her teeth into the swell of her bottom lip to stifle her cries as the beast fucked her. Each slap of those hips shook her body, each slap of the heavy ball sack, reverberated up into her gut.

 “How can we be sure?” another voice demanded.

 “You can crawl down there for a swim,” the first voice answered. This was met with gruff laughter.

 “Shut the dogs up!” another voice snarled. “The night is still young. There’s more prey to be run down. Mount up hunters, we ride!”

 There was a confusion of movement and sound from above as one of the beast’s hands fell down and encircled her breast. She moaned, barely able to suppress the sound as a clever thumb brushed her straining nipple.

 “Yes, yes,” she urged him on.

 The creature respond, slamming his hips against her ass, plunging all of his length between her thighs and inside her. She was fully taken up by the sex now, safe and warm and comfortable in the creature’s embrace. She wanted to thank the being for saving her, to return kindness with kindness and, more than that, its cock was magical, it had set her loins on fire and she wanted more of it inside her, wanted to feel the cum dump out of its shaft and splash into her.

 Panting, she pushed her ass back into his hips, fucking him back on every thrust. Her nails dug into the arm holding her, and she felt the already engorged penis shaft swelling larger inside her. The feline’s pants grew ragged, it motions more intense and finally, as its cock hammered in and out of her, she let herself go.

 She gasped out a groan, husky and violent, feeling the burning explode, then drop abruptly away as her orgasm flooded out of her in a splash of hot, sticky fluid that spilled between her thighs and out across the creature’s cock.

 It was all he needed, and his poundings sent further shock waves through her body, traveling up her spine until her head snapped back and forth on her neck with the force of each thrust. The creature’s testicles, a tight fist of a purse, bunched up against the back of her legs as his final push plunged him all the way up inside of her, threatening to split her apart.

 The cock head pushed into her cervix, and hot clumps of cum spilled out against it to spill back down her pussy and leak out around the thrusting cock, smearing her thighs. She shuddered as the sticky ooze mixed with her own juices and slickened them both. For a moment the two strange allies held utterly still, locked in rigid postures of ecstasy, clinging to each other.

 Then that feeling she had come to dread; the feeling of a now softening cock sliding free, leaving her empty and somehow hollow. She uttered a soft sigh of protest and let her head loll back to rest on the powerful shoulder of her guardian.

 “Lay still, beautiful girl,” the beast whispered. “I will see if they are gone.”

 In the next instant the powerful creature fled the crevice, scrambling easily up to the mouth of the cistern. She felt alone and vulnerable without his presence, and she was gripped by deep stirrings of gratitude. In the dark, she waited, ears straining to catch any sound, find any clue as to what was happening above her.

 She heard the beast sniffing loudly, obviously trying to catch any scent, then a soft scrambling as it left the well. She huddled, waiting, terrifying ideas running through her head. What if he doesn’t come back? What if he’s caught? How will I get out?

 Her thoughts turned to her dream lord, to the Magi and his own powerful erection. Sex could still be good, sex with powerful, magical beings so far beyond her human experience it was insane to try and compare them with human lovers--but no sex again would ever match the touch of the Oni and his great, indigo-skinned cock.

 Even now, pussy hot and slick with the seed of a wondrous partner in such a dire situation, she hungered still for the Magi’s touch. Hungered to please him with her mouth, to do whatever he wished. I will return, Lord, I will return, she promised in a silent prayer.

 Unexpectedly, there was a flurry of motion and the catamount figure appeared before her. He crouched, a vague, intimidating shadow in the darkness, eyes glowing red as lamps in the dim light. He reached out, drawing her into his embrace.

 “I think they have gone. We can make it to the tower and safety, at least from the Hunt.”

 “What are the hunt?” she asked. “Who are they?”

 “They serve Crom, who in turn is an ally of the King in Yellow,” he replied. She remembered Octavia mentioning this figure as well, it was an enemy, or rival, of her own lord, the Magi.

“He is evil?”

 “He is a powerful dimensional warlord. You have the scent of Skavis on you, the Hunt is always on the search for servants of the Magi.”

 “What will they do if they find me?” she asked. “Kill me?”

 “Maybe. They would kill me, because I am Bast, an agent of chaos, of freedom, in this struggle that carries across realms. But I am a warrior and you are obviously not. No, what they would want from you is what you gave me.”

 “Sex?”

 “Yes. They would want that first and most of all. Then, because they are in one of the wild, or neutral territories, what we call the Places In Between, they would gift you to the lord of the tower as tribute. He collects female slaves of all species and keeps them there to serve his pleasure. You would discover all manner of thralls there.”

 “But you said the tower was safety.”

 “And it is, if you are with me, then you are under my protection, and the lord there will honor that. But if you come as the fuck-chattel of the Hunt then there is no such promise. The lord in the tower there can be cruel at his whim, though he’s not so evil as one who labors under the Yellow Sign, the Mark of the King in Yellow.” He lifted a hand and tapped the tip of one sharp claw against her black diamond pendent. “And this key, this vessel for controlling the Bir El-Arwan, and controlling travel through the Well of Souls? You will find a doorway there, in the service of the Tower Lord, that can take you on into realms other than these.”

 “This is a key?” she asked, holding up the pendent.

“Aye, master its use and you may travel the currents and pathways between the realms. As if you were a Lord yourself. How did you come by it?”

 “I was…” she thought for a moment how best to describe what had happened. “Betrayed,” she decided. And indeed, she lived to serve the Magi, and it was his wish and will that she be there for him, and for his great cock. Octavia also lived to serve the Oni and that same massive, godlike erection. The Sylph had betrayed her lord, and a betrayal of Skavis was a betrayal of her. She pushed on with her explanation. “In the struggle, I acquired this.”

 “That was a stroke of luck,” the feline said. “But do you understand the difficulty we face?”

 “I understand, I think.” She clung to him, no longer afraid of those baleful eyes or savage jaws. “I trust you. You were wounded because of me. I only wish to help you, and please, call me Veronica.”

 “Which reminds me,” the feline said. He paused, then smiled. “Here, Veronica.”

His hand went to the sluggishly seeping wound at his shoulder. He moved his cupped palm to Veronica’s face. She smelled the sharp, coppery tang of the being’s blood and peered up at his face, trying to read his features in the dark.

Her hand went to his powerful arm. ”You were hurt, I know this. By the arrow, I am sorry, and grateful for your courage.”

“No,” he argued, pushing his hand toward her face. “You misunderstand. You must drink of my blood. It will strengthen you, make you stronger, faster, more able to flee and run. You are not my mate, but my seed is in your womb. You were a good, tight, lay, I must offer you some of my protection. It is the way of my kith, and kin, and kind. Accept this power. It cannot be taken by force, only given.”

His free hand took her head in an uncompromising grip, locking it into place. With a quick, rude gesture, he pressed his clawed finger into her mouth. She opened her lips submissively before his great strength, and felt the salty taste of the blood on her tongue. She reached up with both hands, grasping the great, strong hand, her lips closed around the offered finger and she suckled at the bloody stain like a child.

The great beast shuttered at her touch, clutching her close. It’s voice ran rough with lust when next it spoke. “I will get you to safety, and when I do I will put you on all fours and mate with you properly, until your legs are too weak to walk and you scream with pleasure.”

“Please, please,” she agree, letting his finger slid from here mouth. She thrilled to memory of the long, solid cylinder of his cock between her legs. Dear god, if his blood was as powerful and full of gifts as he claimed, she wanted to drink his cum as well, to take the magic he offered into every orifice, and feel it splashing hot across her skin.

She remembered a snatch of song lyric, of pop music advice repeated incessantly across the oldies stations from her old life. If she couldn’t be with the one she loved, then maybe she could love the one she was with.

It felt oddly, right. Her loyalty wasn’t in question, but her life could be.

The creature growled and she felt a blast of heat, like through the open door of a furnace, suddenly pulsate from the junction of its legs. He was horny again, hunger for her.

“Soon,” Bast said. “Let us be away.”

Reaching up, she encircled his neck in a strong grip. “Take me where we can be together, please, hurry.”

It snarled, eager, and she felt the head of its cock, erect once against, pressing up like a sword at the warm sheath of her cunt. She wasn’t sure she could standing waiting to feel it deep inside her again until the dubious safety of the tower. She wanted it now.

The creature, agile as an ape, scrambled up the cracked rock wall of the cistern and scrambled up over the lip. It landed lightly on the ground and she looked around. There was the light burning in the tower. There the ruins of the old building. All around her hung the now familiar gray cloak of the mist.

“What should I call you?” she asked.

The creature suddenly went rigid in her grip and she felt the insistent press of its erection fall away. Alarmed, she looked around. Arrows lanced out of the dark, from seemingly out of nowhere, and the feline howled in rage and agony as they slammed into him, one long shaft cutting into his thigh, another burying itself in his shoulder.

Wounded, it sagged and she screamed for him. Before them, arrayed in a loose semi-circle, stood the Hunt. Great snarling hellhounds with dripping jaws and vile, yellow eyes, strained on chain leashes held in the hand of a silent giant with the head of an elk and a massive spread of antlers. In one hand it held a wicked, single-edged axe.

Around the master of hounds stood five males of the scarlet-skinned race she instantly recognized as the Dark Sylvan from her contact with the First Concubine, Octavia, all dressed in black, studded leather armor. They held powerful looking short bows, long arrows with those wickedly barbed black iron heads, notched at the ready.

“Flee!” she screamed at the feline. Throwing herself from his grip she stood and spread her arms wide to shield it. “Flee!” she shouted again. “They won’t kill me, find me at the tower!”

An arrow burned past her head and the feline yelped in agony. “Go!” she screamed again and in a rush of motion she knew he fled. He had tried to give so much to her, to save her when she was vulnerable and confused. Now it was her turn to ensure they lived.

IF there was anything her short time among the dimensions had taught her, it was that she could take it, she could be strong, and she could give as good as she got.

Steadily, she looked at the Sylvan hunters. Felt their hungry eyes roving across her naked body. She was tall and curvy, she breathed in, causing her heavy breasts to rise. She watched their eyes drawn to her tits like metal to a magnet. She knew what they wanted, and if it saved the feline warrior, she was willing to pay the price.

“Come,” she called, desperate to draw their attention from hunting the chaos beast, Bast. “Come to me. Let’s see what the cocks of Sylvan warriors taste like.”

The Dark Sylvan looked at her.

The five hunters did not smile. Unlike how the Orcs had been, back during her first encounter traveling through dimensions, the Sylph pack did not laugh or call out. Silently, silver eyes stared at her with strange, alien intensity. She swallowed, feeling apprehension and a strange unnamable feeling that moved in her stomach, causing her thighs to quiver.

One of them turned to the antler headed master of hounds. “Track the cat-thing,” he snarled. “We’ll finish this one quick enough.” The antlered creature whistled once, sharply and in the next instant the snarling hell hounds were gone, into the mist.

Run, lover, run, she thought. Then she licked her lips and regarded the hunters.

 The sylvan males were ethereal. Tall, and long limbed, they stood at ease, displaying tightly muscled, but not overly bulky, bodies as they began stripping. Long hair, so blond it was white, trailed down over sharply defined backs and flat stomachs covered by skin the color of Alizarin Crimson. She swallowed. She was afraid, but these men were truly otherworldly. There was no denying they were breathtakingly beautiful.

 Naked now, they fanned out in a loose circle around her. The tallest one, heavier through the shoulders than his brethren, was marked with a snake tattoo illustrated across the rigid lines of his abdominal wall. Snapping his fingers sharply, irritation and impatience blatant on his handsome features, he gestured to her.

 She reacted instantly. Stripping off what little silk slips of decorative clothing she had left on from her time in the harem, she revealed herself fully to the hunters. Heart pounding, she breathed fast, causing her breasts to dance. The sylvan warrior’s hands went to their cocks. To a man, they stroked their long, perfectly shaped penises as they stalked slowly forward.

The flesh wands curved up in rhino horns as they grew and stiffened. Unconsciously, she fell back a step. The sylvan cocks were not the heavy, blunt cudgels that were Orc erections. Not so broad, these were long swords, the purple heads reaching above the belly buttons on their dusty red skin. The biggest, belonging to the one she called Snake in honor of his tattoo, deployed a dick easily as long as his forearm.

She felt dampness well up between her legs. Her tongue came to her lips, eyes growing wide as they slowly moved in around her. She could feel the heat of their bodies as they closed in. Hands found her breasts and squeezed them. She moaned at the sensation, still fearful of what was going to happen next, but also curious. How would these dark Sylvan be? Rough as orcs? Just as demanding and selfish?

She bit her lip to stop another moan bubbling up in her throat. A hand found her sex and cupped her between her thighs. More hands found her ass, squeezing and rubbing. The sensation was so subjugating it felt bewildering and her knees trembled. She leaned back and felt the smooth, hard marble of a warrior’s torso lean in to support her.

The urge to surrender became too much to battle. Her life was in their hands, her ability to give them pleasure the only leverage she had to manipulate. She felt the hot, rigid shaft of a cock at the crease of her ass cheeks. The hand rubbing at the front of her cunt found her clitoris with a finger and this time she did cry out at the pleasure.

Her body was betraying her, making her wanton. These beautiful, angelic devils wanted her, were hungry for her. Those erections bursting tight against their skin were for her, her body craved them, wanted them. They were hers, they were going to fill her up. Already she felt them, insistent, pressing against the flesh of her legs, poking into her as the Sylvan crowded closer.

She was picked up, easily, and draped over a boulder one of them had thrown a heavy hunting cloak across. She lay, belly up, exposed and vulnerable, bent over backward, spine arched. Snake was at her head, hand under her chin. She looked into the alien, silver eyes as he looked down at her, aloof and haughty. She was a thing to be used by he and his men, disposable pleasure. A thrill of fear cut through her and then he had her by the cheeks, pulling her toward him, and there was no more time to second guess her decision.

She knew what he wanted and opened her mouth obediently. His cock went in easily and she began working at, sucking as he slid it further in with each stroke he took. Impatient hands grabbed hers and put them to hard cocks. She started jerking them off in smooth strokes as one of the Sylvan push himself between her splayed legs.

She looked down. It was the youngest one and the light in his eyes blazed almost frenzied as he grabbed his dick, pointing it toward her sex. He rubbed the head around her opening, gathering up her sticky moisture to help lube his penetration. More hands found her breasts again, squeezing and pulling at her nipples. A masculine grip enclosed her own around an erection and pressed her fingers tighter, helping her jack him harder.

The young one snarled like an Orc and shoved himself into her until the narrow plane of his hips came up against her damp labia. He was so long she seemed to feel it in her belly, up high where the Orcs had never reached. Only the Ogre Magi had ever been that deep. She winced as the cockhead bumped her cervix. The feeling like someone punching her gut, only from the inside.

She tried to scoot back from the ramming, but he grabbed her underhanded by the thighs and kept at her. She couldn’t concentrate under the assault and her blow job on the leader began faltering. She winced, missing some of her strokes on the cocks filling her hands.

Snake barked an angry order at the youth and he stopped. “You’d think a bitch of the Oni could take a long cock,” he said and laughed.

But when he started fucking her again, he didn’t push quite as deep. The ache subsided and she felt the tingling waves as he built his rhythm again. Impatient, the leader took her upside-down face in both his hands and began pushing into her mouth, using her inverted position to facilitate her deep throating him.

She coughed, gagged, ropes of spit flying out of her mouth, splashing her own face. His ball sack, heavy and covered in soft white-blond hair, pushed up against her nose. The cocks in her hands were like two firm rods covered by a soft, loose overcoat of flesh, letting her slid up and down the shaft as the erections continued growing hotter and hotter under her touch.

“Arak,” Snake ordered. “Get on the bottom, let’s see how well she was trained in the slave harems.”

The biggest one, thicker than the rest, and almost looking as if he somehow had a bit of Orc blood in his family tree somehow, smiled. He pushed the young one out from between Veronica’s legs. “My turn, little brother.”

The young one scowled but obediently pulled his dick free. Unsure of what was happening next, Veronica felt herself easily lifted in the big hunter’s strong hands. She clung to him, conscious of the weighty, open leers of the others as he turned slowly around and settled himself into her place. The big hunter’s voice was surprisingly deep and the utter maleness of the sound resonated deeply within her.

Held easily in his hands, she flung one arm around his neck, marveling at the smooth lines of muscle making up his frame, complementing the otherworldly beauty of his white-blond hair. While the hunters watched her, she sucked three fingers of her left hand, letting them see her pink tongue as she lubricated them with her own spit.

Carefully, she moved her hand down and slid them inside of herself. Her eyes narrowed in pleasure and there was a wet sound as she moved them in, back and forth. When she felt good and slick, she rolled over, eyes inches from the big hunter’s, and reached down to put his cock in her pussy. They groaned together, breath mingling, as it slid in, stretching her.

Slowly, she pushed herself down his length, taking it in fat inch by fat inch, until he was fully up inside her. Two of his brothers stepped up by his head, long cocks out and pointing at her face. She opened her mouth and both pair of swollen glans rubbed against her lips. She turned her head one way, sucked on a shaft, leaving it coated in her spit, then turned her head and bobbed her face up and down the length of the second.

Beneath her the burly hunter found his rhythm and began see-sawing his penis in and out of her. Flexing her hips, she found her center of balance and squatted over the Sylvan’s drilling equipment, riding him expertly as he pumped in and out of her.

Balanced now, she reached out with her hands and took both cocks in her grip. All around her the smell of male bodies filled her nostrils, the smell of crotches and athletic sweat. The salty tang of a dozen flavors filled her mouth and coated her tongue. She jacked each shaft, licking the head of each cock in turn.

As the big hunter continued fucking her with piston-like efficiency, she playful drew the cockheads together in front of her face. Leaning in, she wrapped her lips around both of them, using her tongue to coat them with dripping strands of salvia. She watched them press against each other as they eagerly crowded forward to get into her mouth and she felt a thrill of control.

Finding her stride, she leaned her head back and spit on the fatter cock, splashing the dark Sylvan’s abdomen with her warm saliva. He snarled and took her head in both hands, but eager, she leaned forward, and he slid his cock across her tongue and down her throat in a single motion. She began gagging as she took the rough facefucking.

All around her the males were moaning, the sound a cacophony of desire. They grunted and cursed as she worked their dicks, obviously just as at ease sharing a woman as they were in the hunt. She couldn’t tell where one male’s groan began and the other ended, it was impossible to discern whose hands roamed her tits or asscheeks at any one moment. She was in a hurricane of sensation, the center of a maelstrom of rough, sensual pleasure.

A figure moved behind her, sliding up close, and the big hunter beneath her slowed his thrusting. She looked over her shoulder and saw the one she’d named Snake, stepping up between the legs of the one already fucking her. She swallowed as she saw him pointing his erection at her.

Slowly, nervously, she slid her pussy all the way down the big hunter’s shaft, until his root was flush with her vaginal opening. Snake grabbed her asscheeks and pulled them apart, exposing the rosebud of her anus.

Around her the hunt let out collective, low, and evil chuckles.

The hunt leader coughed once, roughly, and spat. She jumped, startled, as his hot spit landed on the puckering muscle of her asshole. It pooled along the little ridges there and then a finger pushed through the spittle and into her ass, lubricating the opening. She moaned under the touch, felt herself oozing secretions even more than before, leaking the juices of her arousal out around the thick cock impaling her. She gasped as Snake pulled his finger free.

“Oh, oh,” she whined as the hot cockhead pressed against her.

Nothing was to be left out, no experience or orifice left unexplored. She was going to take it all, everywhere, at once. She swallowed and the flush of adrenaline racing through her body as Snake’s cock slid into her ass was euphoric.

She gasped, there was pain as she was stretched, but then there was also the feel of those two big erections working inside her, giving her pleasure from both directions at once. She gasped as Snake slid it in further, drawing in her breath, trying to moan.

But the cocks at her face grew insistent, running out of patience, growing urgent in their own selfish need. One thrust in her mouth and strong hands forcibly bobbed her head up and down along its rigid length, the veins so swollen with the intensity of the orgasm, she felt each ridge and curve with her tongue .

At her rear both cocks began moving in tandem, one sliding out, the other pushing in. Her rectum felt stressed and stretched to the limit. Snake’s was only the second cock she’d taken up her ass, and it was much bigger than the first one had been. That penis belonged to a celebrity from her own world. And, even though she’d enjoyed the ass fucking Kevin Connor had given her, it paled in comparison with what happened now.

 The cock of Snake, the hunt leader, pushed its way up inside her backside, withdrew just as the burly hunter’s plunged into her wet cunt. The rubbing friction made her scream in pleasure, but she gagged as more cock filled her throat. She worked hard on the shaft in front of her, still jacking the other two dicks as best she could.

 She had to give the feline time to escape, but she wasn’t sure how much longer she could hold out. She had to make them cum, to get them off, and dampen the frenzied storm of multiple penetration she was now swept up in. The entire episode felt like surfing. The power of the Ocean had always frightened her, but the feeling of cutting cross a massive wave, board under her control, responding to her touch, was intoxicating.

This situation felt very similar. Yes, she was frightened, yes there was danger and uncertainty, but she was mastering it, taking what she wanted from the experience as well as being taken. She was swept up in a primal tide of tribal male and female roles.

 The Sylvan were shouting now, voices loud and passion filled. Her jaw started aching as she bounced her mouth from one cock to another, her throat finally relaxing enough to allow the long erections down deep without pain. For their part, the hunters fucked her mouth like any other hole on her body, all of them moving with the same selfish, greedy hunger she had ignited in them.

 Snake’s thrusts sped up and the increased motion sent her over the edge. His semen squirted up along the length of her rectum as her orgasm forced her vaginal muscles to squeeze convulsively up and down the length of her tight channel. It was too much, and the bulky hunter beneath her pushed up, heavy balls drawing tight, before exploding out into her.

 She tried to scream again, but now one of the Sylvan took hold of her long, black hair in both his scarlet skinned hands, and began pumping his cum into her mouth. She felt clumps of it in her throat and she swallowed, but there was still enough spilling over to smear the length of his shaft so that the taste was thick and salty and warm along her tongue.

 The cumming hunters made no effort to restrain themselves, grunting loudly in their passion. They also didn’t waste time swapping out positions. Once the leader was finished he pulled out and backed away. The burly one stood, her still in his arms, and lifted her clear.

 One of them took the cloak covering the rock and spread it on the ground. Unceremoniously, the one holding her placed her on the cloak and she went to all fours. She felt like a marathon runner getting a second wind. The final two members of the hunt fell on her eagerly, moving in to take the other’s place, hard cocks slipping into her sperm-drenched pussy and mouth.

Someone else grabbed her by the wrist, wrapped her hand around yet another throbbing dick. She tried to turn her head to look, but the hunter now fucking her face didn’t let her; holding her head with both his hands, ramming his cock down her throat. Veronica's hand continued pumping on the cock she held, almost automatically now, by muscle memory, jerking off the hunter she could see.

A rude finger pushed its way into her asshole, then was joined by a second, two fingers stretching her open, moving deeper, thrusting to the knuckles. The hunter behind her continued sliding his hard cock in and out of her pussy doggy-style, and the feeling of having both holes filled inundated her with pleasure. She could feel the thrusting fingers and the cock both, moving hard, filling her up.

"Ohhh," she moaned. “Oh, god.”

The Sylvan fucking her face pulled out. He jerked his cock quickly, his hand a blur on his own flesh rod. Seconds later he grunted, and his cock sprayed cum across her face. The second hunter to take her pussy collapsed forward, forearms coming down on either side of her, bracing against the ground.

He grunted, and she felt his dick jumping inside of her core, flooding her pussy with heat.

"Turn her over," someone said, and then numerous hands took hold of her, spinning her onto her back, laying her across the stone again, one hunter supporting her shoulders and the other slipping in between her legs.

She realized with a start, that the Sylvan who’d already orgasmed were falling on her again, cocks erect and ready to go again. How long can this go on? She wondered. Surely Bast had made his escape by now?

She looked up at the man who held her legs as he moved into position, shoving his cock toward the opening of her pussy. His scarlet-skinned face, weathered by hours under alien suns, was framed by white-blond hair flowing down over his shoulders. Under his assault, her thoughts fled as another wave of blissful sensation washed over her when he slipped his cock into her freely dripping cunt.

She’d already taken two loads between her legs, the thick cream spilling out over her thighs. Her pussy was a sloppy mess, but the hunter didn’t seem concerned. He pounded into her, his dick making a graphic schluck-schluck sound as he plunged into her cum-flooded cunt.

The man holding her shoulders pushed against her. Looking back, Veronica saw his long, curving cock waving over her face. Sticking out her tongue, she tickled the shaft down near the bottom, where it met his heavy balls, and tasted the salt of his sweat.

It filled her with intense craving, and she dropped her head back, lips and tongue working over his leathery sack. A vivid, masculine flavor filled her mouth, and she sucked at his testicles greedily. Eventually her neck tired, and she let her head hang back, her throat stretching long.

The hunter guided his erection into her open mouth, sinking it back toward her throat. Something about this position made it a little easier for her and she didn’t have to fight against gagging quite so much, even as he plunged in so deep that his balls smacked up against her nose.

More hands grabbed her tits, caressing her soft belly and sides. She brought both her hands up, and a pair of cocks filled them, throbbing and hot in her palms. She stroked them as best she could, though the sensations storming through her made it hard to concentrate.

Somewhere along the long, rough ride, she felt her sense of self slipping from her body. She hovered above her body, watching herself perform and endure with intense fascination. She wasn’t a victim, she was a warrior.

The hunter holding her shoulders gasped, his breath hitching, and his knees started quivering. For a moment his body went rigid, and then he pulled back just a little, spilling his seed into her mouth. Consciousness flooding back into her body, she gulped it down as quick as she could, but it was such a copious load that it dribbled out between her lips and over her flushed cheeks.

 There was a lull in the frenzied action and she slowly let her hips settle into a comfortable position. She was breathing heavy from exertion and satisfaction. The sperm drying on her skin cooled fast and now that she was no longer caught in a press of bodies, she felt the chill again.

“Enough,” the one she called Snake said. “With the Mark of the Magi on her she holds the power to take us all, as much as we would want. But we need to leave her in shape to serve as tribute to the Tower Lord.” He began buckling his armor on and gestured for the others to do the same. “Clean her, call the Hound Master back. We must move.”

Veronica Doe was left, sticky with cum, in the afterglow of her orgasm, to wonder what was next instore for her. She prayed Bast had made his escape.

Thrown like property over the shoulder of the antler-headed hound master, the trip went on in a harrowing, uncomfortable journey. The thing ran in great, loping strides, each foot fall a jerking jostle transmitted up through its big shoulder and absorbed by her body.

Blinded by the hood over her head and helpless, she was left to savor the taste of Sylvan cock in her mouth, the feel of it in the bruised cavity of her vagina, and up inside her ass. She was sticky everywhere with their cum and under different circumstances it wouldn’t have been an entirely unpleasant experience, she realized.

The one positive, the thing she held onto, was that her pendent had seemed beneath their notice. So focused were they on getting their balls off in her, the valuable necklace had completely escaped their notice. So in the win column, she had what Bast called a “key,” and she was on her way toward a place housing the very thing she needed to return to her Lord.

You’re not in Kansas anymore, she thought. I’m going to fuck my way all the way home.

As long as every being of influence she came across in these magical realms continued to do all of their thinking with their penises, she felt she could affect any plan she could device.

Abruptly, the running slowed and she heard her captors shouting out to be answered from other voices coming from somewhere above them. There was a confusion of motion, a bustling starting and stopping. She heard more shouted orders, then the sound of metal gears, as if part of a winch, turning and chains winding on a pulley.

There was a heavy, metallic groaning she recognized as a door opening, and she was carried bodily inside. From across the room a hearty, mocking voice called out.

“Aye, and what has the hunt brought my lord, this time? A pretty piece of ass?”

“True enough,” the Sylvan leader answered.

She was dumped unceremoniously to the floor. Strange hands hauled her to her feet. She felt masculine grips roaming across her ass and tits, the way trainers inspected a horse. She cried out sharply as she was spanked several times on her butt cheeks, and then slapped across the heavy globes of her breasts. She cried out in protest only to be laughed at.

“Well, his majesty is feeling in a randy mood of late. He’s taken to fucking the stable hands, he’s so tired of his present harem.”

“He’ll find this one tight enough,” A sylvan voiced assured him. “She was with that cat beast, but I think we took her before he spilled any of that chaos seed in her split-tail.”

“Aye, and so,” a third Sylvan spoke up. She thought it was the young one with the long, long cock. “The mouth on her was made for sucking a man and she does it well. She’s a good tribute. Once cleaned up, she’s more than worth the price of our passing through your lands.”

“Fair enough,” the new voice agreed. “Go with the blessing of the Tower, for now.”

She waited, dread building in the pit of her stomach. She felt a rough male hand running across her ass while another squeezed her tit hard enough to make her wince. “You’ve got quite an experience coming up,” the voice promised. In the next moment the man stepped away from her. “You two, thralls. You know the drill. Clean her, then tie her down to wait the Lord’s pleasure.”

Veronica found herself in a world of sensation.

The velvet crush of her blindfold left her sightless. She tried uttering a protest and immediately felt the secure pressure of the ball-gag in her mouth, secured tightly behind her head. Her protests came out as inarticulate cries, and rivulets of drool ran out across her lips and chin in a rope from her mouth.

Her arms stretched above her head, lashed firmly at the wrists with thick, soft ropes and attached to a device she couldn't identify. At her ankles leather bracelets bound her legs, connected by a metal chain, keeping her feet secured to what felt like a solid metal ring in the floor.

She hung stretched out to her limit, toes barely in contact with the hard, stone floor. Naked, she felt heat emanating from a source behind her, bathing the back of her body with warmth. There was only one word to describe her situation; vulnerable. She was at the mercy of her captors.

She remembered the inhuman gazes of the hunters and held no illusion that mercy was a concept well understood by her latest captors. She twisted in her bonds, trying to grasp some concept of her place, but her senses were too isolated to gather an impression.

She heard a foot fall behind her.

Startled, she made a moaning sound and twisted in that direction. Her wrists crossed and her feet came up against the limit of her chain, stopping her movement short. It hardly mattered, she could see nothing anyway. There was little use in trying. Her new masters would reveal themselves, and their intentions, in their own time.

She let herself relax, straining to hear any more of the motion coming from behind her. She heard a slow, deliberate step, then another. She felt a large presence beside her. Trembling, she once again became acutely conscious of how she exposed she was.

She heard heavy, slow breathing and realized she was being studied in detail. Every curve of her body under observation, measured, judged. The form leaned in closer and warm breath gently played along her soft flesh. She shuddered at the sensation, but not entirely from fear.

For a long moment, nothing happened. There was only the sound of that deep, calm breathing. She tried to say something, to plead or reason, to verbalize anything at all into the void of her unknowing. The sounds came out instead as inarticulate cries from behind the gag.

She felt something cool lay itself across her lips, thin and pliable, smelling of leather. Instantly, she recognized it for what it was. She owned one herself, though she had not used it since her summers at the horse stable. It was a riding crop.

She froze at the touch.

Slowly, the instrument slid down off her full, bruised lips, and onto to her chest. Touching her only lightly, it slipped down the deep valley of her heavy breasts, moving slow and smearing some of her own warm salvia across her skin. The riding crop touched one of her nipples and she jumped in her bonds with a startle reflex.

She sobbed, then forced herself to relax. She was not a victim, she was learning what she needed to know to be a Mistress of the realms, to be the ultimate concubine for her lord, the Ogre Magi. Settling back into her chains, she kept this concept at the forefront of her mind as the crop began its slow, languid journey again. It circled her nipple, the flat spatula of leather flap at the end, slightly rough. Her nipple responded, swelling larger, growing tighter.

Her response was less sob and more moan.

Ever so slowly, the riding crop trailed down the curve of her under breast and played across her belly. She felt it sliding closer to her waist, knew with utter certainty that its ultimate finish line was junction of her legs. She began to tremble harder as it crept past her belly button and entered the thatch of hair trimmed neatly over her sex.

Behind the gag, she gasped as it reached the hood of her clitoris. It paused for a moment, building up anticipation and uncertainty in her. Then softly it tapped the sensitive appendage. Her body betrayed her and it began swelling with arousal. Nerve endings knew no morals or consent. They merely responded.

She didn’t want to like it, but the feeling was powerful, undeniable. Her sense of self had become lost in her crazy journey. Here, between her legs, was a center, a place she understood. She found herself reacting inexplicably toward this fantastic situation. No situation in her previous life was analogous. Here monsters and angels roamed surrealistic landscapes, ruled by the urges of their loins the way civilized man followed the dictates of rational thought.

Only she found she understood it. So often in life she had fought her most fulfilling, most satisfying urges. To sleep with whom she wanted, feel what she desired, submit when the opportunity presented itself. Here she was reinventing herself into something new, something courageous enough to accept pleasure when she found it.

The stiff leather wand slipped between the folds of her labia, dragging gently over the more sensitive inner skin there. She went up on her toes in response, calves contracting hard as she arched away from the touch. The riding crop merely followed her motion and, as she tried to speak out in protest around the gag, it began carefully sliding back and forth.

She felt it smearing her dampness across her taint and onto the puckered sphincter of her ass. The experience was electrifying. The mere touch at her most vulnerable physical aspect filled her with a fascinatingly dreadful, fearful-hopeful, apprehension she couldn't articulate to herself.

The feeling of the cool, soft leather rubbing through her pussy lips and across her anus was exhilarating. She moaned low in her throat and more drool dripped from her gag. The loop trailed to her belly and clung in a broken circle from the top of her thighs. Beneath her blindfold, she squeezed her eyes tightly shut, trying to reclaim a sense of herself.

She folded her thighs inward, closing her legs in around the sensation, slowing the gentle violin bow motion of the crop. The crop stopped moving, stilled. Abruptly it yanked free of the crease at the junction of her hips.

She had a moment’s confusion, and then the side of her leg felt the kiss of the leather. The blow was light, just stinging enough to get her attention, but coming from nowhere, and so hard on the heels of the sensual touch she just experienced, it caused her to shout in protest and jump.

Already up on her toes, her jolting flinch unbalanced her and she stumbled into the restraints, momentarily taking her full weight on her arms, feeling the stretch in her shoulder sockets. Another light, but stinging swat caught her on the opposite of her legs, right along the sensitive length of her hamstring.

She squealed again and hopped, lost her balance, pulled against the chains at her wrist and found the balls of her feet. She tried bracing herself for another impact, but couldn't do it in time. The third strike caught her just under the curve of her buttock, where the cheek joined the back of her leg.

This was a more serious blow. It stung, and she barked from behind the gag, rising up high on her toes again. Hot tears blurred her eyes beneath the soft folds of the blindfold. The heat spreading from the impact area was intense, her heart hammered from the sudden adrenaline burst.

Endorphins began coursing through her system, tying themselves to the hormonal current of her flight or fight response, and suffusing her body. She shook her head back and forth, attempt to form words and be understood. She didn’t want another kiss from the crop, she would be good. She spread her knees, offering up her sex again without resistance.

Instantly a big, strong hand, leathery and tough, with callouses marring the palm and finger edges, grasped her. A finger made a rude insertion and she gasped in shock. It was long, thick, and fearfully strong. Finding her G-spot with unerring accuracy, it began finger fucking her with rough efficiency.

 Her body responded, immediately and without regard to her will. Those familiar streams of pleasure spiked up through her groin and into her belly, traveling along her spine in a freight train and slamming into the pleasure centers of her brain. She moaned, a high pitched wail that came out from around the gag in a misting spray of her drool.

 A second finger inserted itself into her. The hand was of a type she was coming to know well, the grip of a warrior, strong, and used to wielding heavy weapons in violent conflict. It was powerful, thick with muscle. It abused her in quick, rough, anonymous strokes.

 The feeling was painful, but every time a fingertip found the spot on the roof of her cervix, currents of pleasure thrilled through her again and again, until she was moist, sopping wet and dripping. She felt herself reaching orgasm, marveled at how fast the crude manipulation had brought her there. Somehow, not being able to see who was servicing her intensified the sensations.

 She gave up and began grinding into the grip, pressing herself down into the fingers, humping the handing back, speeding herself toward her release. She heard a swish and felt the sting of the crop across her ass again. She jumped at the pain, pushing the fingers deeper into her and the rough branch of a strong thumb assaulted her clitoris.

 She ground into the touch, mauling her cunt. It pushed back up into her, the sounds wet, organic, intimate. She began smelling herself. Hot air breathed across her tits, reinforcing how close the figure was. The crop fell again. She screamed, but the mix of pain and pleasure was a crazy cyclone ripping through her. She started grunting, low deep sounds breaking from her in sobs.

 She started cumming.

 Fluids gushed out of her, splashing her legs. The crop landed again and she bucked hard in the middle of the orgasm as the fingers continued sliding in and out of her. Tears poured down her face at the intensity of the sensation. She gave up any pretense at saving face, of being in control, and continued bucking wantonly on the fingers plunged inside her.

 She shuddered and sagged, spent, as her orgasm rolled out of her in a long flush. Her feet were covered in her cum juices, and she knew, without seeing, that she had made puddles on the floor. She panted, trying to catch her breath.

 Suddenly the hand between her legs pulled away, abruptly leaving her empty. The hand, smelling strongly of her vagina, grasped her face, found the back of her head and with two quick jerks, freed her from the gag. She gasped, lips numb from the binding.

 She heard a slight squeak of metal, and above her the chains rattled. Abruptly the tension keeping her on toes fell way and she dropped to her knees. Once kneeling, the tension reasserted itself on her bonds, locking her arms back into place above her head.

 She let her face droop forward as she rested on her knees. A strong hand grasped her roughly by the hair, pulling her head back, pointing her face toward the ceiling. She was no virgin to sexual experience in the magic realms, she knew what was coming next.

 Someone, for all she knew, something, had made her cum. Now it was their turn.

 A heavy bat of flesh slapped her face, draping across her nose and pouting lips. She opened her mouth, blindly turning toward it. The fingers in her hair closed into a tight fist, pulling her scalp tight, immobilizing her neck. The dick slapped her face again, heavy as a blackjack. She heard the soft smack as it struck her. She tried to turn, to take it in her mouth. Again the hand in her hair held her immobile.

 She whined in protest, mouth still open. Abruptly, she felt the head of a cock lay itself on her tongue. She smelled male, even just a slight trace of urine, and the salty tang of pre-cum leaking from the meatus. She opened her mouth wider and it shoved in, hard.

 She gagged and it pushed farther in, forcing itself down her throat. Now both hands wound in her hair, pulling roughly. As the cock began slamming in and out of her mouth, making her sputter and cough and gag, she felt the now oddly familiar sense of comfort at having a big cock fucking her mouth.

 She tried moving her head on her neck in time with the thrusting, but the hands holding held her firmly in place. She wasn’t sucking this strange cock off, it was fucking her, taking what it wanted. Her tits swung heavily back and forth under the assault, and she began rubbing her thighs together, her vagina desperate for some stimulation.

 There was an animal musk odor coming from the crotch each time her nose pushed roughly into her captor’s public hair. It was a scent she most associated with the Orc slavers who’d double-teamed her upon her arrival from her own mundane realm of existence. She’d learned quickly to love the taste and feel of those green cocks.

It wasn’t the same as pleasing the Magi had been, nothing could ever rival that—but she could still appreciate being split by savage Orc meat. She pressed her thighs tighter, trying desperately to provide more stimulation for her swollen clit.

 The throat invasion came too fast, too rough for her to relax, and she continued to gag up long ropes of spit. She suspected her captor was getting off on her choking, enjoying the sadistic power game. The feeling was, she had to admit, utterly singular.

 Gradually she willed herself to relax, to let the meat find its own path. The taste filled her mouth, the scent her nose. She coughed up still more salvia onto the cock, continuing to gag. The pounding phallus didn’t slow. The hands in her hair now jerked her face forward as the motions became convulsive, more spasmodic.

 He’s close now, she thought.

 In the next second her captor slammed her face into his belly, pushing his cock to the hilt in her mouth and down her throat. She heard him growl, moaning in low, animalistic-release. His cum exploded out with enough force that she hardly needed to swallow, instead it seemingly jetted down her throat and into her stomach on its own.

 Her captor pulled his dick free. Bending her face back again, she felt several thick slugs of cum dribble out onto her cheeks and bridge of her nose. She realized he stood over her, looking down and milking the last dregs of cum from his balls onto her face.

 She opened her mouth, eager to catch it all, and the heavy dick, slowly relaxing into a limp club, began rubbing across her face, smearing the cum around, dipping into her mouth for her to suck clean, then returning to her cheeks to mop up more sperm.

 This continued for several seconds until she licked him clean, then the grip in her hair slowly eased, allowing her to relax. There was a muted sound of shuffling she could hardly discern the meaning to, and then she heard the sound of a heavy metal door slam shut.

 Still on her knees, face sticky with her strange captor’s cum, the taste of him fresh in her mouth, she waited.

A little while later the door opened again and Veronica heard several people enter. A rough, deep but feminine voice spoke to her, tone calm.

 “Easy, slave-girl,” it said. “We serve and we’ve been sent to clean you.”

 “Please,” Veronica asked. “Where am I?”

 “You are in the barbican of the coven lord. He is called the Tower Lord, or, also, He Who Rules the Place In Between.”

 Names, much? Veronica thought.

 “I belong to the Ogre Magi,” she told them. “I bear his mark! Look for yourself.”

 Two pair of female hands took gently hold of her and she heard water slop in a bucket. Soft sponges made contact with her body as they began washing her down, cleaning the cum from her. They were efficient, and not shy, cleaning her tender breasts and aching pussy with economical motions. One began gently scrubbing at the sperm dried on her face.

 “You’re a beauty,” a second, younger, female voice said. “You’ll fetch a high price at the market should the Coven turn you down.”

 “The coven?”

 “Hush,” the first voice chastised. “Don’t go filling her head full of false hope.” A pair of hands began brushing out her hair. “You just relax, you’ll have a better idea of your fate in a little while. There’s nothing we can do for you now.”

 “Please, I am concubine to Skavis, I am the Magi’s! He is powerful and rich, he will reward your master for my return, I know it.” She didn’t know it, but she hoped it was true.

 “Skavis holds little influence here, slave-girl,” the younger voice warned. “He’s a powerful lord, aye and aye, but his realm is far from here and other lords rule in this place.”

 “Who? Who rules here? Who holds me?” she wailed. “This ‘Tower Lord’?”

 “And that’s enough,” the older voice said. “We’ll speak no more on these matters until the Patriarch wills it.”

 “Please?” Veronica begged.

 The younger one made as if to answer and she heard the harsh sound of a hand on flesh, the slap sharp and clear in the room. The younger voice cried out once and Veronica knew she’d been struck hard.

 “If the master wants her to know whose cock she’s sucking, he’ll tell her when he’s ready and not before.”

 “Yes, ma’am.”

 Veronica started to talk again, to ask questions in a rush, plead, make promises, but the ball gag was quickly reinserted into her mouth and cinched tight. Despite her muffled pleas, the two women left the room.

Alone, she had little left to do but sit and contemplate the journey that had brought her here.

 She remembered vividly the feeling and thrill of thinking it was one of the most exciting days of her life when she’d gotten the Miami to Bermuda charter, serving as flight attendant on a private flight for celebrity Kevin Connor. How excited she’d been to tell her girlfriends about the star taking her anal virginity.

 All of that seemed like another life.

 The plane had been drawn, or fallen (she still wasn’t sure which), into a strange pocket dimension filled with the wrecks of aircraft and sea vessels that had disappeared over the years into the enigmatic depths of the Devil’s Triangle.

Strange as that had been, stranger still was waking up to find her co-worker, Aubrey, being gang-fucked in a rough orgy by three creatures she’d known (from her deadbeat ex-boyfriend’s incessant World of Warcraft playing) as orcs. Then two of the green-skinned beast men had introduced her to the brutal pleasures of inter-species sex.

 The romance, and it had hardly been that, was short lived. No sooner had she taken both heavy loads of orc cum, one in her mouth and one in her pussy, than something even more incredible happened. Reality split like a crack in the Earth before her eyes and a gigantic figure emerged, even more strange and massive than the slavers, and snatched her from them in a frenzy of violence.

 Swept away by the demonic Oni known as Lord Skavis, the Ogre Magi, she was taken to the inner sanctum of his harem where his First Concubine, a dark Sylvan named Octavia, prepared her for her duties as a concubine. She hated the red-skinned bitch from the first, but what happened next was transformative.

 Serving the Oni, giving him pleasure, and being pleasured in return, transformed her. It was a baptism by sex. In those wild, kinky, orgasmic moments, she shed her past like an old dress and issued forth a new being; Concubine of the Magi.

Her new identity seared into her soul so that she emerged, bruised, well fucked, and sticky with the cum of a dimensional godling. Similar to the proverbial phoenix, she left her past in ashes, and prepared to spread new wings, embracing her new existence.

 Only to be betrayed.

 Jealous to the point of fury, Octavia took her to the Oni’s greatest source of power, the Bir El-Arwan, the Well of Souls, on the pretext of introducing her to the Magi’s greatest secrets. But in a single, treacherous moment, the Sylvan dominatrix shoved her down the well and cast her adrift in time and space.

 I owe that bitch, she thought. This isn’t over yet, by a long shot.

 The door to the chamber opened and Veronica heard someone enter, jerking her from her reverie.

Forcing herself to remain calm, she fought to keep her composure. But there was little point in playing the indifferent captive, as soon as the person entered the room, the rapid footfalls hurried to her side.

 “We must hurry,” the voice said. Immediately, she recognized it as the softer spoken servant from earlier.

 Her blindfold was removed, followed quickly by her gag. To her amazement a young woman, perhaps barely out of her teens, helped her, working frantically to untie her wrists. The girl was lovely, but her honey colored hair and clear complexion on a willowy frame were not what stood out. What stood out was the silver metal attachments that formed half the limbs of her body.

 Miraculously, the girl appeared to be a cyborg.

 The fusion of flesh and metal ran in a seamless blend so that half of her face formed a sort of C-shaped mask, with left jaw and forehead constructed from the wondrous metallic materials. A rigid column ran down her neck and fused with her left shoulder and arm. Another did the same on her spine and left hip and leg.

 When she was freed, Veronica rose, still naked. At some point, she realized, she was simply going to have to find some clothes.

 “Thank you,” she told the girl. She put a hand on her shoulder to emphasis her gratitude and felt the cool plasti-steel of the cybernetic carapace covering the arm. “What is your name?”

 She smiled. “I am, Zoe” the girl answered. “a diplomatic courier for the Ogre Magi. Bast sent me. I saw his mark upon you. You are a concubine, yes?”

 “Yes,” Veronica answered with some pride. She suddenly realized what the girl had told her. “Bast!” she exclaimed. “Is Bast okay?”

 Zoe nodded. “He told me to tell you he is waiting in the well and will join you, I don’t know how. I only know Bast is powerful enough to do as he says, you can trust him.”

 “And I want nothing more than to leave this world.”

“This is not a world,” Zoe corrected her. “This is one of the in between places. A realm that serves as a way station for the doorways through the Bir El-Arwan.”

 “Can we return to Lord Skavis?”

 “With your pendent we can, it is the eye of Skelos, and used properly, it allows one to navigate the Well more efficiently. Octavia must be sore pressed at having lost it.”

 “You know?”

 “Yes, it is all the topic of gossip,” she answered. “You must remember, the Well is not just a river through the dimensions, through the realms, but also a torrent through time. It travels like a rushing river, but there are eddies and pools as well. When you travel it, you will meet with people for whom the linear chronology of your experience is not matched.” She smiled at Veronica. “You are the human woman who lay with the Ogre Magi in such a manner that the First Concubine grew enraged with jealously. You are a legend in my time.”

 Veronica felt herself flush with pride. “I will return to him.”

 “We both shall,” Sabrina nodded. “But first we must make our journey to the chronos-gate kept by the Lord of the Tower.”

 “Won’t it be guarded?”

 “Yes, and well. But I am a courier of Skavis. You bear the Mark of the Magi, and have been gifted the Blood of the Feline.”

 “You know?”

 “I told you, time is not flowing the same in the Places In Between, Veronica Doe,”” the cyborg reminded her. “The rumors of what had happened were already old by the time I heard them. This effect happens even more frequently when you have cause to palaver with demons or spirits while travelling the waters of the Well.”

 “So…what? You think we can defeat the guards by ourselves? Warriors?”

 “Mundane warriors,” she corrected. “I, like you, was taken by the Wild Hunt and only then handed over to the Tower Lord.”

 The mysterious lord of the tower whose cock I’ve sucked and cum I’ve swallowed, but whose face I’ve never seen, she thought. She asked, “why have you not defeated these mundane guards before now, if you could?”

 “Because my cybernetic abilities are blunted by one of the Tower Lord’s slave-governors. Everyone here either wears his collar, or is part of his retinue, and so they could not, or would not help me.”

 “Am I able?”

 “It’s not hard as long as you are willing,” she replied.

 “Show me.”

 The beautiful mantronic hybrid turned her shapely back to Veronica. Her form was a wondrous miracle, an artful blending of feminine grace and mechanized beauty. She was a living sculpture. Except for a flat, ugly black box set crudely over the gilded lines of her spinal column. Set among the soft curves and clean angles, the box was an abomination.

 Roughly the size of a deck of playing cards, it featured a tiny blinking light, now burning red, as well as a toggle switch set recessed into a protective enclave to prevent the servant wearing it from accessing it.

Still uncertain it could be this simple, Veronica stepped closer.

“Be smooth,” Zoe warned. “My power cell sits in the center of my torso. It is sturdy, but the wrong action could set it off.”

“Fuck me, that’s just great,” she muttered.

 Closing her eyes, she reached out and pushed the toggle over.

The light clicked off. There was a sound of a small fan whirring down and then a barely audible chirp as the device powered off. It detached from the cyborg and fell into Veronica’s hand.

 Veronica threw it in the corner. “Let’s get out of here,” she said. “Where is this gateway to the Well of Souls?”

 “We’re in the citadel of the Tower Lord,” Zoe laughed. “It’s at the top of the tower.”

“A fair plan, for such as it is,” a voice said.

“The Tower Lord!” Zoe cried. The terror was naked and obvious in her voice. Veronica spun, heart hammering, stomach clenching.

 A great hand thrust out from a shadowed doorway. The thick fingers tipped by claws like dagger blades. More of the arm pushed through. The limb was covered by a mottled gray-green hide, and Veronica realized the Tower Lord was entering the chamber from, from someplace…else.

 The demon emerged, awful, bestial, and exuding a raw, barbaric evil strength the way a bonfire radiates heat. The door to the chamber swung open, and Veronica threw her back against it to slow the reinforcement entering.

 In that heartbeat of time she realized two things. One she was, indeed, faster and stronger than she had a right to be, and two, I sucked that thing’s cock! She paused. And I sucked it good.

 She couldn’t tear her gaze from the demon as it began laughing, the sound deep and low in a grotesquely large chest. It stepped further into the light and she saw it was covered in protrusions of spike-like bone spurs and horns rose in a double row from a lizard head. Its tongue, long and blueish, lashed between fleshless lips. A thick tail swung and curled between tree trunk legs.

 And there, between those massive legs, was the Tower Lords cock, the taste of it still thick on Veronica’s tongue. To her, it was least objectionable thing on the demon’s body.

 It threw back its head and roared in glee. “I have come back, sweet girl,” it settled blazing eyes on the cowering cyborg.

 But the governor controlling her actions was dismantled and the woman answered with defiance. “Never.”

 She rose off her knees. A small orb of light appeared in her silver-metal hand. Embedded LED circuitry blazed to life along the metallic length of her body. Zoe thrust her hand out and it erupted in a blinding flash. The demon’s laughter turned to shrieks of surprised agony as it flew backward before the brilliance.

With a sound like a rock from a siege engine bursting against a castle wall, the door exploded inward and a man dressed in heavy, full metal plate burst into the room.

 She turned and a steel gauntlet slammed Veronica to the floor. The demon rose up before the light wielded by the cyborg. “Kill her,” he ordered. “Kill the cyborg!”

 Veronica rose and groped for a weapon. The walls were lined with instruments of torture, but also of battle. She found a squat, utilitarian looking blade with a single edge. She pulled it free of wall brackets, eyes never leaving the bizarre triangle of cyborg, demon, and faceless knight. She hefted her weapon even as the knight moved to confront Zoe.

 The knight’s sword rose and fell, and the crunch-snik it made as it severed the cyborg’s hand from her metallic arm was sickening. The delicate feminine sculpture of an appendage tumbled away. A last burst of weaponized light exploded out, taking the knight in the faceplate before winking out in rooster tails of electrical sparks.

 The knight staggered, lurched, almost dropped his blade, then steadied himself. Zoe screamed as a shower of sparks and stream of blood spurted from her severed wrist. The demon snarled in triumph. Leaping forward, it scooped up the beautiful cyborg in massive claws. The knight stumbled backward, part of his armor melted, clearly blinded.

 “Kill the other one,” the demon ordered. “This silver metal toy has earned a slow death.”

 The knight, still unsteady, turned toward Veronica, lifting his weapon. Blood, and a sort of viscous fluid that reminded Veronica of clean engine oil, dripped down the edge of the blade, spilled over the cross guard and onto his fist.

 She realized she could never hope to defeat the dark champion’s strength, even with the feline’s gift. In that moment a hard truth made itself an epiphany in her mind. Both women were dead. And the demon had promised to make her suffer before she died. Hope was gone, all they could have was quick deaths.

 Be strong, concubine, the voice of the Magi whispered in her ear.

She lifted her sword in both hands, feeling like a puppet dancing on strings. The knight stepped forward, leading with the tip of his blade. As the tall, fully armored man loomed over her, Veronica pivoted in a sudden flash, going to one knee. Snapping her arms down, she sent the sword hurtling in a spinning arc.

 The blade carved a path partway through the demon’s arm and struck Zoe deep in the center of her chest where the governor had connected to her power cell. The cyborg gasped, blood pouring from her mouth in a fountain.

 A blazing sun went nova in her torso and she exploded.

 Veronica screamed in anguish.

 The shockwave sent the demon spinning off to one side before hammering fully into the back of the dark champion’s full metal plate armor. The knight punched forward, head snapping back, and struck Veronica, blasting her out the door and onto the stairwell.

 Stunned at being alive, but fully taken by her adrenaline, Veronica rose, shoving the knight’s body aside. The champion’s head lolled on a broken neck where he’d absorbed most of the blast. It hadn’t been her plan.

 But she knew with utter certainty now, her lord wanted her to return safely to him. He had reached across time and space to guide her in her moment of need. She was important to him.

 She snatched up the guard’s sword, lifted the blade and wildly cast her gaze around. She felt more than saw the missile coming toward her and ducked as Zoe’s mutilated corpse sailed past her. The cyborg’s limp body slammed up against the wall with an audible crack.

 Stunned, Veronica looked from her broken body as the demon, still very much alive, screamed in berserk rage. Insane with anger, it turned burning dragon eyes to the woman. Ropes of saliva hung from the corners of its snarling mouth.

 Veronica ran.

 Spinning on one heel, she sprinted up the stairs. The broken pieces of the heavy chamber door cluttered the steps and she negotiated them with the agility of a cat. She wasn’t quite quick enough, and the demon caught her with a claw, leaving a searing wound down the back of one leg.

 Steps fell away behind her, her breath coming in ragged, machinegun bursts, as she sprinted. She passed several doors and bypassed them all, making for the top of the tower. A guard, confused by the noise stepped from one of the doors and she cut him down without thinking twice.

 At the top of the stairs she flung open a door and entered a vast chamber. Suddenly, she knew without thinking, the demon was on her. Her lungs worked like bellows and she caught a strange smell of burning ozone as she saw what had to be the chronos-gate.

 It stood, incongruous, in the sparse room. It was a literal gate, like those used to close livestock pens. Made of old, weathered wood, it’s crossbar was adorned with strange runes and glyphs that sparkled with azure fire.

 Behind her, the demon swung a long arm and raked a blow across her naked back. The force of the slashing blow sent her tumbling. She spilled forward, and an invisible hand guided her, somehow turning the fall into a dive, the dive into a shoulder roll, the roll carrying her back up to her feet.

 Back slick with her own blood, she was almost to the gateposts and the strangely carved symbols, when the demon struck her again. A hard blow caught her ankle and she tripped, losing the sword. Landing hard, she pulled herself forward and latched onto the gatepost. The pendent around her neck glowed warm against her skin.

 Agony engulfed her as the demon got a grip on her ankle. She rolled onto her back and hammered the hell spawn’s mask of a face with the heel of her free foot. The demon coiled its limbs, preparing to pounce. Releasing her, it pushed off the ground with both hands to leap.

 She drove her heel into its face again, the impact travelling back up the bones of her leg until the limb vibrated like a tuning fork. Using the energy to push away from the attack, she flipped around and rolled through the gate.

 And fell.

 Above her the frenzied demon snarled and sprang. It hit the air between the ancient gateposts and a verdant flash like a sheet of heat lightening dazzled her eyes. Then she was falling faster and the light of the gateway fell away to a pinprick.

 It disappeared altogether.

 And Veronica fell, having no idea where she would next find herself.

…to be continued in the third volume of the Concubine’s sexual adventures…

#3 OF SEX AND SOULS
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