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




Chapter 1:  Hunting for Mages

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Stonehaven, Witchfinders’ Command Tent   

Sir Knight Witchfinder Thomas Bofori grinned as he read the note from King Ordimir the Second just handed to him by a Royal Courier.  “Tan San,” he told his old friend as they finished coffee and breakfast on flimsy chairs facing a foldable field table, “the King has agreed to our mission.  Our only limitation is that we must return here within a ten-day to finalize training for the invasion of Dorian, just a fortnight hence.”

[image: ]“Only a ten-day?” the Hunter asked initially in a questioning tone.  “At least we will have the entire Divination Group attached to us?” Sir Hunter Tan San added in a voice that quickly shifted to eagerness at expectation of success in the planned upcoming mission.”

“Yes, we have everything we need,” Thomas teased his friend.  “Your lover, Mage Slave Bunni, will be with us for her Magic and she can amuse us during the campaign with the talented pussy that you’ve bragged of so many times when we breakfast.  Mage Slave Bridgette is also assigned under you as leader of the Divination Group.”

[image: ]“And your two sluts, Thomas?” Tan San teased back with a grin.  “No mission or adventure with you is complete without your loves, beautiful Princess Mage Slave Kitten and your dedicated Bond Slave Kat.  We’ll each have two cunts pleasuring us at night.”

“You know, we’re here listening to all of that,” blonde ex-Princess Mage Slave Kitten groused from her seated position on a thick carpet laid atop the grass floor of the tent.  Beside her drinking fruit tea was her fellow slave and lover, ex-tavern slut, Kat whose pregnant belly was just beginning to show with a gentle bulge.  Drinking coffee like Kitten was Bunni, Tan San’s dark-haired lover and Mage Slave.

All three women were nakedly enjoying their breakfast and they wore only slave collars.  Their shorn pubic hair and short haircuts exposed them to any observer as slaves.

“You can be insufferable,” Kat added, her overly large breasts bobbling as she pointed to the two men.

“”But, we love you nonetheless,” lean Bunni added with a wide grin.

He turned to the ever-present women.  “Kat, draft an urgent request for the King with that information and the basic outlines of the plan we spoke of yesterday.  Also, lay out a mission statement for the King’s Head Guardsman here at Stonehaven.  He is authorized to bring a minimum of twenty Guardsmen.”  He then commanded Kitten, “Get the five of us ready to deploy immediately  Gather our normal equipment and supplies.” 

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Stonehaven, Witchfinder Bofori’s Tent

Earlier, late the night before, Mage Slave Bridgette had came to Sir Bofori and privately reported that her project had been successful.  “Master,” she whispered in an awed voice and with downcast eyes from her position kneeling beside him.  “You were correct.  As you suggested, today I controlled the full circle of Divination Mage Slaves and we were able to throughly sense the ruin of the place called Watcher’s Guard in that far away realm.  We focused the Divination Group’s full Magic sensing through the Portal that our King has left open between our realms.”

Thomas’s blood quickened at the thought that his hunch might have been correct.  “Yes, Bridgette?  Tell me quick.  What did you find?” 

The short-haired redhead grinned wryly at the Witchfinder’s enthusiasm.  “We found two things.  The second thing was very, very faint traces of a Gateway that had opened to deep underneath the ruined keep.  Our first speculation was that at least one Mage fled to that chamber as a sort of safe room.”

“The first thing?” Sir Thomas demanded at the indirect answer to the mystery of his hunch.  “Tell me of the first thing.”

Mage Slave Bridgette grinned.  “Why, yes, Master.   The first thing we discovered is the only reason we were able to find that the chamber deep under the keep even existed.  What we first found was the easily discoverable traces of a very powerful Gateway that had opened from that chamber deep under the keep to a point far, far away from Watcher’s Guard, probably even as the keep was being destroyed by our Mage Slaves.  The discovery of the Magic remnants of that powerful Gateway is how we discovered that an underground chamber existed.  With those two discoveries, we knew that someone had escaped downward from the keep above, probably just before it was invaded, and then subsequently escaped through a second Gateway to that far away location.”

“Did you discover the location that they escaped to?”

“No, Master,” Bridgette answered with a negative head shake.  “We would first have to go to the ruins of Watcher’s Guard in the Jarion Realm and again use the full Divination Group, probably from within that underground chamber.”

“So,” Sir Thomas responded, “Some powerful Mage escaped from Watcher’s Guard.”

“Yes, Master.  From the after action reports that you gave us access to, … we tentatively assess that Journey-woman Izora, with powerful Divination Magic, is the one that escaped and took the wounded High Mage Bluefrost with her.  Also, even a Mage strong in Divination Magic would be greatly weakened after opening such a far away Gateway where she probably had to stay and recover her strength.”

“And if we find blood in the chamber, it will confirm your theory?”  Sir Bofori added quickly.  “So, you believe that two remaining members of the Jarion Council of Mages and Wizards are alive and at large,” he hissed. “Know that our King will not rest until they are killed or captured.  It is unacceptable that they roam free and unpunished.”

“Bridgette, you will need to prepare to deploy as Commander of your full Divination Group.  Be ready to move out after breakfast in the morning. You will also be the Quartermaster for your Group and our Guardsmen.  Plan on horses, meals, and gear for your Divination Group and up to twenty Guardsmen with five spare mounts and one pack mule per five persons.”

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Stonehaven, Witchfinders Command Tent   

One hour after the breakfast announcement, Witchfinder Bofori and Hunter Tan San strode out of their command tent followed by their three women and appraised the group arrayed before them.  In the middle, standing proud, was Mage Slave Bridgette holding her horse’s reins.  Behind her, looking equally proud were the collared Divination Mage Slaves of her Divination Group arrayed in twin columns of five Divination Mage Slaves each.  Like their leader, each held their horses by their reins.  Behind each group of five Mage Slaves was a youth on horseback holding the lead lines of a remount and a pack mule.

On each side of the Divination Mages were ten Guardsmen armed for a fight, standing equally proudly behind their leaders.  The twenty-two Guardsmen had adjusted their equipment to include three remounts and three pack horses for each group.  Behind each group of eleven Guardsmen were three young men with each holding the lead lines of a horse and a mule.

Off to the left side, already on his horse was newly promoted Sir Hunter Stephan Gallagher.  Proudly sitting on her horse next to him was his new wife, a dominate woman by day in a harsh man’s world and a submissive slut to her husband at night.  The Lady Deirdre Gallagher held a leash loosely in one hand that led to the former Mage Greenwilt, now Mage Slave Aurora who also held the reins of her horse.  Yet another youth stood ready on horseback with the lead lines of a remount and their pack mule.  

Sir Thomas bowed his head to the burly, 6’6” Hunter in acknowledgement.  “Men,” he spoke, projecting his voice, “We’re pleased to have all of you join us, … especially Sir Hunter Gallagher who most of you know as a former Guardsman and Sheriff.  Most of you, including most of our Mage Slaves, have never been in an other world’s enemy territory hunting dangerous Mages and Wizards.”  He raised his fist upward and added in a loud voice, “Quick and deadly needs to be our motto.  Good hunting and rewards of riches and Gold to us all!”

After the rousing cheer settled down from the Guardsmen, he added, “Our order of movement will be Sir Hunter Gallagher and his women, Sergeant Jacob Sexton with his ten Guardsmen in a single column on our left, the ten Divination Mage Slaves led by Mage Slave Bridgette in the middle, and Sergeant Abbot Warf with his ten Guardsmen in a single column on our right.  Our volunteer riders with our remounts and pack mules will follow the main body.  Sir Hunter Tan San will ride the right flank and I will ride the left flank.  Our women will be somewhere within the chaos of our war team.”

Chuckles from the group followed his comment about their women and frowns from Mage Slaves Kitten and Bunni as well as Bond Slave Kat.

Starting at a slow walk and then a slow trot as the group gained control of its formation, Sir Hunter Gallagher led the way to where the Divination Group had held its training.  “Can you do this from horseback?” Thomas Bofori yelled over to Mage Slave Bridgette.  She merely nodded and gave quiet voice commands to her group.

A moment later, thin green flickering coils of energy formed the outline of a very large Gateway.  White roiling clouds in the center of the Gateway cleared to reveal a thick green forest and the stony wall of a cliff.  The significant Mana burden of forming a Gateway fully across the kingdom was easily shared among the eleven women.  Essentially, the women were unfazed after forming the Gateway.  Any skeptic of Mage Slave Bridgette’s Mana saving technique with linked women would have become believers with the ease of creating that Gateway.

As planned, Sir Hunter Gallagher bravely led the way with Mage Slave Aurora at his side and ready to form either defensive or combat Magic should the permanent guard force have been overrun.  The two columns of Guardsmen streamed forward rapidly and smoothly in their two single columns with the Divination Mages between them.  Sergeant Jacob Sexton and his ten Guardsmen moving on the left and Sergeant Abbot Warf and his ten Guardsmen to the right.  To her credit, Lady Gallagher quickly yanked her reins to the side and speedily trotted through the Gateway just paces behind the Guardsmen.  Lady Gallagher had drawn her sword and muttered, “Fuck this shit!” before waving to the other women to follow.  She leaned forward in the saddle, cocked her head to the side, and plummeted after her husband.

Mage Slave Bunni laughed and stayed tightly beside her Hunter.  Sir Knight Bofori slowed to stay to the side to oversee the young men leading their remounts and pack animals through the Gateway.  Finally, with a nod to his own women, the Witchfinder, Kitten, and Kat took up the rear.  The blue lined Gateway shrunk to a glowing dot and then disappeared.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Nearby the Open Portal to Jarion

They emerged from the Gateway to face a battle-hardened battalion of King Ordimir’s Infantry that had dug in and reinforced rings of defensive formations facing the glowing red of the open Portal that led to Jarion.  The rings of defensive placements faced the Portal in long arcs with each end terminating against the stony cliff just behind the Portal.  Hundreds of archers armed with sword and knife as backup to their longbows and quarrels of arrows had raised up with arrows nocked in order to confront a possible threat. They relaxed on a signal from the battalion staff.  The Gateway opened by Mage Slave Bridgette was just outside these concentric rings of battlements.  Even so, they faced a fully alert company of Cavalry.

[image: ]“Well met,” Sir Hunter Gallagher announced as he slowed his horse to a walk to greet the Cavalry rider.  Behind him, the Royal Guardsmen continued to flow from the Gateway and they established an orderly security perimeter facing outward.  The remainder of their group organized themselves within this perimeter with the exception of Sir Hunter Tan San and Sir Witchfinder Bofori who joined Sir Hunter Gallagher to move forward together.  Their women organized themselves in a huddle inside of the perimeter.

The Battalion Commander strode forward, identifiable by the blue feathers rising from his ornate helmet.  A Captain wearing the crest of a castle stood beside the Colonel.  The remainder of the Infantry men in around them wore some sort of ornate blue herald on their chests featuring crossed long swords.

Lady Gallagher walked up to Sergeants Jacob Sexton and Sergeant Abbot Warf.  “The chain of command on this mission for all tactical mission decisions is Sir Bofori, Sir Tan San, and Hunter Gallagher,” she declared. “For logistics and camp operations, I will be fully in charge with Bond Slave Kat as my deputy.”  She paused and looked into each leaders’ eyes.  “If your men want comfortable field conditions and edible chow, then respect that two women, one a volunteer Bond Slave, will rule the camps.”

Both Sergeants looked at each other, grinned, and looked back with head nods.  “No issues, Camp Mistress,” Sergeant Sexton said with a smile.  “My men and I want to start and end the day with hot chow.”

Sergeant Warf snorted.  “He forgets that my men travel on their cocks and want tents and bedrolls.  I take it that the Divination Mage Slaves will be shared among the men at night?”

Lady Deirdre Gallagher, now Lady Huntress Gallagher, wasn’t phased by the question and continued as if it wasn’t asked.  “Sergeant Sexton, you have the security details on odd days starting tonight and ending at camp tomorrow.”  She turned to Sergeant Warf, “You have logistics details on odd days.  Everything clear?”

“By the Gods of Stink and Shit!” Warf grumbled with half seriousness.  “Lady Gallagher, that means tents, shitters, water, and firewood?”

The Lady simply nodded in agreement.  She held up a hand, “And, Sergeants, let me make clear, … this is a mission against a dangerous foreign Mage, … so, pussy, even for my Lord Husband, is to be held for after the mission.  Every member of this expedition needs food and rest.  Every Mage Slave will participate in a watch schedule, covering all day and night, every single moment of this mission.”

“Keeping proper security and your dicks in your pants means you’re safe at night and no raiders cut off your cocks,” offered Sergeant Warf as a supporting piece of wisdom.

Lady Deirdre barely kept from laughing at his advice.

Her last command was, “Sergeant Sexton, your security details include getting the camp awakened an hour before dawn, … Sergeant Warf, cook fires going two hours before dawn.  Everyone is responsible for breaking down tents and gear for a sunrise departure.”

The group broke up and Lady Deirdre, turned to volunteer Bond Slave Kat.

“Mistress, Gallagher, I’ll show you where I recommend that our tent and the mess tent go,” the big-titted woman slave offered.

Later, the three naked men, Sir Bofori, Sir Tan San, and Hunter Gallagher glanced askance at their three narrow bedrolls on one side of the tent as they prepared to lay down to sleep.  The reason for their uncertainty, the much wider bedroll on the other side of the tent where three naked women, Bond Slave Kat, Mage Slave Bunni, and Mage Slave Kitten, were innocently huddled under a couple of sheets.  Only Lady Huntress Gallagher and Mage Slave Aurora were dressed and armed with their short swords.

“By pairs, we’re going to rotate standing guard to be sure they are maintaining proper physical and Magical security,” Lady Gallagher told the tent.  “The problem is that there are eight of us but only three are Mage Slaves.  So, I’m going to place Mage Slave Bridgette as part of our rotation. The Lady paused and added, “I told the others that there was to be no pussy while on campaign, … so behave yourselves.  Pick a rotation schedule while I’m gone; one Magic User per watch.”

With a grin and a wave, Huntress Gallagher and her husband’s Mage Slave Aurora left to do their rounds.

“Surely we deserve better than this?” Sir Hunter Tan San grumbled from his seated position, naked atop his narrow bedroll.  Inwardly he was missing his slave and nightly round of pussy.

Bunni perked up and whispered loud enough for all to hear, “She did say no pussy.”  With a red face, she started to crawl on her hands and knees to her Master.  “Master, could I interest you in an eager mouth to fuck?  Or, … or a hot ass to fuck?”  Without waiting for a reply, she practically leapt over to the Royal Hunter.”

The attitude in the tent rose quickly in light of the women’s eagerness to thwart Huntress Gallagher’s ‘no pussy mandate’ by offering enjoyable alternatives to pussy.  Bunni was already making enthusiastic slurping and sucking sounds as she devoured Tan San’s big dick.

“Master Bofori,” Bond Slave Kat moaned, “I know you’re gonna enjoy fucking Kitten’s mouth, … so, … since that leaves me out a cock, … can I go help out poor Hunter Gallagher since his pussies are outside on watch?” 

At Thomas’s grin and nod of acceptance, Kat also flew across from her bedroll to the narrower one of Stephan.

“By the Gods, Bofori,” moaned Stephan Gallagher as Kat slowly dragged her huge naked tits across his narrow bedroll as she crawled on hands and knees toward him as if she were a cat stalking prey.  She intentionally swept her down-hanging breasts to the sides as she crept up his legs.  She slipped under a sheet to covering them from the slight chill of the evening.  Then, leading the way with her mouth wide open, she simply swallowed his cock without any foreplay.

“Yessss,” was the ex-Sheriff’s slow moan of approval as Kat crawled up and swung her body around.  Bond Slave Kat pulled her mouth off his cock and lowered her crotch onto Stephan’s face.  With a bit of blackmail, she whispered, “You want me to suck that big, beautiful cock and swallow your cum?”  As she spoke, she wriggled her hips about, smearing her pussy lube across the man’s face.  “Then show me how talented your tongue is.  Eat me, you handsome man!”

Slave Aurora grinned and knelt down on the huge bedroll for the women.  She lowered her forearms to the soft bedroll and wriggled her ass back at her Master who was now standing naked on his bedroll.  On either side of him, the two twosomes, Tan San with Bunni and Stephan with Kat, moaned and grunted in enjoyment at the attention to their cocks.

“Master Bofori, I’m having such terrible cramps,” Kitten begged with a smirk at her lie.  “Kat is wrong, I don’t want to start with giving you a blowjob.  Instead, can you do me the honor of reaming my ass to chase those cramps away?”  She looked back over her shoulder and added, “The Lady said no pussy, but how about just dipping that fat cock head just enough in my wettest hole to get enough lube to begin drilling my ass?”

Thomas Bofori leapt forward to kneel behind the woman on his bedroll.  Already fully aroused and his cock stiff as a board, he immediately dredged the tip of his cock across her wet twat.  “Yess,” he hissed at the feeling of her outer labia and the thick pussy lube which quickly coated his cock’s head.

“Oh, yesss,” she moaned as she thrust her hips back.  The move forced Thomas’s cock to do far more than just wet it’s head on her drenched outer labia.  Her moan deepened in happiness as her ass continued moving back, forcing his cock balls deep into her cunt.

Any plan of simply dredging the head of his cock across her slippery slit was cast aside as her wet, tight sheath swallowed the entirety of his dick.  “Beast style,” he groaned in happy acceptance of the accidental sheathing of his cock in her twat.  Without pause, he immediately began moving out and then back in again.  “Give me a week of non-stop fucking and then I’ll shift over to your ass.  By the Gods!  Princess, you’re a fantastic fuck!”

The orgy continued through more than half of Huntress Gallagher and Mage Slave Aurora’s watch.  The watch standers found everything in order within the camp and they returned to the tent for their replacements for the next shift. 

Hunter Tan San and his Mage Slave Bunni were dressed and innocently resting on his bedroll when it was time for his watch shift.

“You did say no pussy,” Aurora complained to her Mistress as they laid down on the women’s bedroll.  “What the fuck were you thinking?”

Lady Huntress Deirdre Gallagher sighed and muttered back, “Shut up!  Dawn is coming far too soon.  She spooned up behind her blonde Mage Slave and wrapped an arm over her torso to grab a handful of tit.  The two were asleep in moments.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Nearby the Open Portal to Jarion

Just before dawn, the group leaders assembled at the command tent.  The women of the Witchfinder and Hunters were inside the tent, cursing and complaining among themselves about how best to quickly pack their possessions, the bedrolls, and the tent tightly enough to fit back on their pack mules.

The two Sergeants smirked at the women’s antics.

Lady Gallagher, having joined her husband outside the command tent frowned back.

Mage Slave Bridgette, used to field work and camping with the other Divination Mages since discovery of the Portal from Jarion, just smiled knowingly.  “They’ll soon enough get into a routine,” the Mage Slave told Lady Huntress Gallagher.

Sir Bofori, Sir Tan San, and Hunter Gallagher didn’t notice the interplay.  They were totally focused on the day’s mission.  “Today we enter Jarion,” Thomas declared.  “The battalion has only a very small advance guard on the other side of the Portal.  It’s a platoon with a lieutenant, there to provide warning of any move against us by the enemy.  The Colonel sent through a messenger last night and he returned minutes ago with confirmation that nothing unusual has been observed.  I’ve already complained to the King that the advance team is too small and defenseless without Mages to provide warning of any movement in force.”

“Then, … we go through the Portal in a more tactical formation today,” Sir Thomas Bofori commanded.  “This Portal is wide enough for three at a time on horseback.  Tan San and I will each lead a Sergeant and their column through at the same time.  Our three Mage Slaves will be sandwiched between those two columns followed by our Divination Mages.  Stephan will take up the rear position.”

“As before, the Sergeants will link up with the friendlies on the other side and will immediately begin setting up a defensive perimeter.  Mage Slave Bridgette your Divination Mages should set up a defensive shield before dismounting to scan for threats.  Only when things are secure are you to open a Gateway to the underground chamber.  Mage Slave Kitten will lead with shields and Bunni and Aurora will follow with combat spells at the ready.  Everyone got it?”

The leaders and Mage Slaves nodded, the group formed up, and Sir Bofori, Kitten, and Tan San immediately trotted through leading their columns.

At the very instant the three leaders crossing into Jarion sighted the Lieutenant of the platoon with his four Sergeants beside him, a massive plasma ball formed around the five Infantry men and they disappeared into a mass of red glowing embers.

“Ambush!” Sir Bofori shouted and then yelled, “Tan San gallop through the ambush to the right!  My group goes left!  Kitten hold with shields, everyone else target the enemy!”

Kitten knelt and immediately rotated her shield of solid air and strengthened it toward a rock pile between then and the distant ruin of Watcher’s Guard where the attack originated.  A wall of arrows thumped into her shield, threatening to overwhelm it.  She shook from the Mana expended against the storm of arrows.

Beside Kitten, the Witchfinder and Hunter also loosed arrow after arrow as they split the formation to move toward either side of the rock pile.  Kitten remained behind, exposed in the open, straining to maintain the shield to buy time for the group to disperse.  It was clear that she had mere seconds before the shield would be overwhelmed and she died.

“Two enemy Mages,” Aurora screamed as she loosed her largest fireball toward the rock pile and veered left around Kitten to follow Sir Thomas.  Shrieks of pain from the rock pile showed some effect from her first strike.  The rain of arrows from the ambush lessened a bit buying a few more precious seconds for Kitten.

Bunni copied Aurora’s fireball as she veered right around Kitten to follow her Master.  More cries from injured and a further lessening of arrows.  Still, Kitten was wavering in her kneeling position, ready to keel over.

The Guardsmen shifted from a trot to a gallop and followed their Sergeants to the left and to the right.  There, they dismounted and began clambering over the rocks searching for the attackers.

Mage Slave Bridgette followed the other Mage Slaves and immediately commanded, “First five form together and advance to reinforce Kitten’s shield.  Last five, lightning and fireballs on the rock pile.”

The arrival of the Divination Mages shifted the battle from a desperate initial defense to an overwhelming attack.   Lightning and fireballs exploded across the positions of the ambushers.  Then, the Guardsmen swarmed forward and combed through the rocks granting mercy to the few surviving attackers that were still alive.  Most were suffering from massive burns and the lightning blasts.

Sergeant Sexton was the first to report to Sir Bofori.  “At our first count, there were maybe twenty attackers with two Mages and one Wizard, … all dead.  Sadly, we were unable to capture the Magic Users alive.  My group lost no Guardsmen but we lost a youngster, a mule, and a remount when he got confused about where to go.”

Sir Bofori grunted at the loss and then nodded.  “Good work Sergeant.  Your men are to be commended.”

“Sir, we only survived this because of the Mage Slaves,” Sergeant Sexton responded quickly and emotionally.  “Your slave Kitten especially bought us precious seconds to organize our rally, … at her own great peril.”  He gulped and added, “Only your planning kept her alive long enough for the Divination Mages to reinforce.  Me and mine owe all of them more than a few ales, Sir.”  He paused and added, “Them arrows would have killed half of us in just that first volley.”

Sergeant Warf trotted up and interjected, “Sir Knight, blessings of the Gods to Kitten indeed.  Her shield protected us from direct killing strikes of arrows and fireballs while we shifted to the side and to counterattack.”  He paused to catch his breath.  “Our count agrees that the enemy had two Mages and one Wizard.  Plus, our final count of bodies shows they had two full platoons of archers.  As he said, that first flight of arrows that Kitten blunted was at least sixty arrows.  Many of us would have died going head on into that ambush.”   

“Aye, Sergeant,” Sir Bofori replied, “as I told Sergeant Sexton, good discipline for all your men.”

“Sadly, Sir Knight,” Sergeant added with a head nod of sorrow, “while none of my men received more than minor injuries, we did lose two of our young drovers, two remounts, and two pack mules.” 

“The defending Infantry platoon was completely destroyed,” Kitten added softly, bone weary from holding her defensive shields against such an attack.  “I think the ambushers didn’t account for our arrival.  They focused stupidly on the Infantry platoon which was just standing around, not even maintaining security or any type of defensive posture.”

“I agree,” Huntress Gallagher asserted.  “Had they first focused on us as we came through the Portal, Kitten would have surely been overwhelmed in an instant.  There is no way her shield could have held against the simultaneous and focused attacks of two Mages and a Wizard.  Then, the archers would have easily destroyed most of our forces as we took precious seconds to adjust to a counter ambush attack.  Mopping up the unprepared Infantry platoon could have occurred later.”

The group of leaders stood soberly accepting that their tactics had only been overwhelmingly successful because the enemy didn’t adjust their ambush with their arrival.  “Their stupidity is all that kept us alive,” one of the Sergeants muttered wearily.

Mage Slave Bridgette walked up.  “Sir Witchfinder,” she began after bowing deeply in respect, “we’ve finished scanning and found no active Gateways or Portals or any ongoing use of Magic anywhere in the area.  They must have marched here on foot from a long distance away.” 

She took a deep breath before continuing.  “Per your plan, we’ve opened a Gateway to the underground chamber and found the remnants of the powerful Gateway they used to escape from the chamber.  We now know that the escape Gateway took the two enemy Mages to a site far away to the east.  Bloody cloths left in the chamber have confirmed that the Mage you struck with your arrow was one of the escapees.”

“How did you determine that two escaped?” Hunter Tan San asked.

Mage Bridgette looked to Sir Bofori and then responded, “Hunter Tan San’s arrow was one of Nullification.  After she was struck, we are almost certain that the injured Mage had no Mana to escape down to the chamber or to escape later through the other Gateway.  She was probably weak from blood loss and from when the Nullification Arrow burned her Mana away in an instant.  Those Gateways had to have been opened by another Mage.”

“They are our two missing Mages from their Council,” Sir Bofori added with certainty.  “Those are our targets.  Our mission is to capture or kill them.”

“We can’t be too far behind them,” Mage Bridgette added.  “The first Mage had her Mana burned out and the one that helped her would have used all her own Mana to escape based on how far away we sensed to the other end of the Gateway.  Either way, both were probably helpless for some days after their escape.”

After a long silence while Sir Bofori considered his next actions, he sighed, “Sergeant Warf, you and your Guardsmen will remain here and coordinate further reinforcements from the battalion and the Kingdom.  You will immediately request at least five combat trained Mage Slaves and a company of engineers to properly set up defenses here.  Plus, I expect you to cross level your supplies, remounts and mules to replace anything Sergeant Sexton’s men have lost.”

“Sergeant Sexton,” the Witchfinder said as he shifted his attention to the Sergeant.  “Ready your men to move out as soon as they shift gear around.”  Mage Slave Bridgette, ready your Mages as well and be prepared to open a new Gateway to follow the enemy Mages.  Tell Huntress Gallagher of any lost supplies.”

Realm of Jarion, the Ruins of Watcher’s Guard

Early that very afternoon, all ten of the enslaved Divination Mages arrayed themselves by the Gateway leading to the hidden chamber.  Mage Slave Bridgette nodded grimly to Sir Thomas Bofori, “You realize that our advance team will have to leave horses behind to travel through this Gateway to the chamber and then to the second Gateway to follow your targets.   If it’s safe, we can open a third Gateway to the ruins here for the horses and Guardsmen to follow.”

Sir Thomas grimaced and responded, “As you suggest, Bridgette.  You are our expert in all things Gateways or Portals.”

Mage Slave Bridgette then nodded to Bunni.  “When its time, you will lead the women through to the chamber below and then through to the far away site.  Mage Slave Bunni and Aurora, you can go down now.”  As Bunni stepped through and Aurora moved closer, Bridgette turned to Sir Thomas Bofori.  “You three men stay here.  When we have tracked the strong traces of the escape Gateway, we’ll open it, and proceed through.  Mage Slave Aurora and I will be linked with the Divination Mages and we’ll lead the way through.”

She smiled at Sir Thomas.  “Since the Divination Mages are linked, each Gateway or Portal we open will gain us days of time catching up with them since they will have to rest and recover Mana.”  She grinned wider and added, “Us slaves and women will make it safe for you men and then you can follow last of all.”

[image: ]The King’s Witchfinder growled in disagreement but Bridgette stepped away to vanish into the Gateway before he could protest.  When she emerged, Bridgette blinked at the sight of the crowded chamber under the ruined keep.  Ten women sat crosslegged around the outer walls with Bunni and Aurora standing in the middle.

She looked around and instantly noted the bloody bandages strewn on the floor.  “Any remnants of a nullification arrow here?”

Bunni held up a discarded arrow shaft with dried blood on one end.  “My Master, Sir Hunter Tan San’s arrow did critically strike the Mage.  The Nullification arrowhead is gone and must be deeply buried in her body.”

On Mage Slave Bridgette’s command, the Divination Mage Slaves opened another Gateway formed against one side wall of the chamber.  With Bridgette joined together with the ten Divination Mages, it took almost no Mana to form the Gateway to chase after the two Mages that fled the chamber.

Slaves Bunni and Aurora immediately stepped forward, walking through the just opened Gateway where they encountered a wall of howling wind and snow that threatened to freeze them and to hurl them off the narrow ledge where the Gateway had led them.  Aurora and Bunni linked to place a blocking wall of solid air blunting the affect of the winds but that effort did nothing to stop the below freezing temperatures.  Bridgette stepped through behind them and paused in the pocket of calmer air but hissed at the freezing cold.  She looked quickly around the snow covered mountain side and directed her Divination Mages to quickly scan past her for the next Gateway or Portal formed by the escaping Mages.

Bridgette yelled excitedly over the wind howling around them.  “They stayed here for days to recover before opening a Portal.  In a moment we’ll have the far end located.”

“Hurry!  Please!” Aurora begged.  Without some sort of shelter, Magic couldn’t help them generate a useful heat source.  The Mage Slaves had been unprepared for the high altitude snowstorm.  “Find the Portal they used to escape from Jarion.”

[image: ]Once again, Bridgette used the combined strength and Mana of her Divination Mages to find the traces of that Portal.  She sensed that the Portal location had previously formed just a few paces away.   Finding the other end on her home world was easier than fishing around around for Jarion from Ivarren had been.  With a cry of satisfaction, her linked Mages formed the Portal and she immediately stepped through, using her group’s combined Mana to fuel the passage across the Portal.

Like with the Gateway, the Portal opened on a relatively narrow ledge but on a much warmer forested mountain.  Still, it was cold enough to keep fresh snow ankle deep from melting.

Unlike when Izora crossed through the Portal with Bluefrost, Bridgette didn’t suffer any noticeable loss of Mana shared across the link with the Divination Mages.

[image: ]“I can sense that we’ve left Jarion and arrived at mid-day back in our own realm, Ivarren,” Mage Slave Bridgette announced with certainty. “But, I’m not sure where we are.”  A moment later, a look of discovery and satisfaction formed on her face.  “There’s a small town to our southeast and to the south of that, … wow, huge amounts of Magic are being expended in a larger town.  Is it possible that, … .”

“We’ve come full circle and arrived in the Kingdom of Gailan, near the borders of the Kingdom of Lumar and the Kingdom of Ordimir and Stonehaven,” Aurora interjected.  All the women in the group had studied maps of both realms and knew the local geography.

Sir Thomas Bofori stepped through the Portal at that moment and had caught the last part of the conversation.   “If you are correct, then we should be down off this mountain and will arrive at the Raging River Inn in Woodhurst by nightfall.”

Mage Slave Bridgette waved and a new Gateway opened back to the ruins of Watcher’s Guard.  Lady Huntress Gallagher stepped through as the Gateway formed and slowly led her horse through the Portal.  She shivered in the cold snow storm and walked past them and guided her mare down the trail a few paces before tying her off to a tree.

“Mage Slave Bridgette,” she yelled into the wind, “take your Divination Mage Slaves back through all the Portals and Gateways to return to Stonehaven.  Sergeant Sexton is bringing only our horses forward from Watcher’s Guard.  Our smaller group will continue onward down the mountain and follow the trail of Mages Izora and Bluefrost.”

“I expect they found the road from the Kingdom of Gailan to the Kingdom of Ordimir,” Sir Thomas Bofori added as he took the reins of his horse from a Guardsman.  “There is little to the north in the Kingdom of Gailan except rough trails through mountains and little civilization.  We can only hope that they were unprepared and on foot with few supplies.  If so, they likely went south to Woodhurst and then later to Stonehaven.  They will find a surprisingly strong presence of King Ordimir’s Mage Slaves in Stonehaven.”  He turned to Bridgette.  “I want you to have your Divination Mages begin scanning every single woman in Stonehaven for any traces of Magic.”

“It’s more than just the women,” Aurora added.  “Master, I would credit Journey-woman Mage Izora with Illusion Magic.  She and Bluefrost could be disguised as either women or men.  Bluefrost could well be disguised as wife to Izora masquerading as a man.”

Sir Bofori grunted at all the possibilities and nodded toward Bridgette.   “Do as she says and scan every person in Stonehaven.  Talk with King Ordimir and ask him for advice on ways to uncover the Mages.  Maybe Nullification Runes can be used to catch them out of disguises.”

In a hurry to catch up with their targeted Mages, the much reduced party missed Izora’s hidden supply cache in the cliff side.  They passed it as they set off on the same path that Izora and Bluefrost had taken, toward Woodhurst.  The trail was narrow and winding but the group was able to ride their horses most of the way, ultimately stopping at the same high ridge that overlooked the river valley below.

Witchfinder Sir Thomas Bofori had led the group, followed by his Mage Slave, Kitten, the former Princess Evangeline Lumar and volunteer Bond Slave Kat, formerly Maisy the Tavern Slut.  Next was Sir Hunter Tan San with his Mage Slave Bunni, a powerful Divination Mage.  Last was the newest Hunter of the realm, Sir Hunter Stephan Gallagher with his wife, the Lady Deirdre Aisling-Gallagher, and Mage Slave Aurora, the former Journey-woman Mage Greenwilt.

The party eagerly proceeded down the mountain, hopeful they were closing in on their prey.


Chapter 2:  Retribution and Punishment

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Town of Stonehaven, The Pleasure Tents

Izora, ex-apprentice to High Mage Bluefrost, had followed along behind Heidi Staff Coordinator as she led the Baron to the tents where his guards had discovered his wife and son were being forced to perform as sex slaves.  Izora was somewhat surprised that the line outside this second tent was longer than every other tent that she’d walked past.

The sobering discovery of the Baron’s wife servicing paid clients had shaken them all.

Two on-duty Guardsmen stopped them outside this tent’s entrance and silently pointed toward the elderly toll-keeper sitting at his desk.

“Baron!” Heidi had asserted when he tried to step past the toll-keeper and reached for the tent’s closed flaps.  She pushed a firm hand against his chest to stop him.  “You will stay out of this tent!  Guards, by all the Faithless Unforgiving Gods, keep your Leige Lord out of this tent!”

Izora smirked at the distinct look of anger on the man’s face.  “He’s not used to being thwarted,” she told herself, “especially not a woman less than half his size.”

At that moment, a shrill falsetto of a man’s voice screeched out in a cry easily heard outside the tent.  “Fuck!  Fuck me harder!”

From her look of determination, Izora was certain that Heidi recognized the high voice as belonging to the Baron’s son.

Another much deeper voice in the tent declared, “Nothing like plowing the tight ass of a young beardless girly boy.  Mari, bitch, cry out like a pig while I plunder your hole!”

Izora only heard part of Baron Bernard Corftey’s whispered, “I have no wish to see something that I can never flush from my mind.”  She perked up at the next overheard scarp of conversation, “Look inside and tell me if my son should join Slave El in leased servitude to Huntress Dora.”

Izora grinned and told herself, “I can well end up with at least temporary ownership of three more slaves put to work whoring while earning me coin here in Ivarren.”

After briskly identifying herself to the elderly toll-keeper sitting outside the tent, Heidi walked into the tent followed by one of the Baron’s guards to provide her protection.  Lastly, Huntress Dora crept in last of all, interested in the fate of the boy that she’d collared.

Izora’s first view of the Baron’s son was a side view of him bent over forward and the that image clearly revealed the long, hard cock being drilled mercilessly into his mouth.  Movement in his throat showed the depth down his gullet that the shabbily-dressed worker was pumping his cock down his victim’s throat.

“By the Gods,” she whispered at the slim young man’s wobbling breasts as they hung downward from his torso and jiggled about with each of the two burly men’s groin thumping thrusts against his face and ass.  The second massively built man was wearing the Baron’s tabard and he stood behind the son with his pants around his boots.  He was wildly pumping his glistening cock into the former virgin’s ass.

“Sheep fucking idiots,” she heard the guard that accompanied Heidi hiss in horror.

The newly converted girly boy squirmed and flexed from the synchronized, simultaneous thrusts into his throat at one end and deep into his rectum at the other.  His grunts of pain and pleasure were loud as he seemed resolved to his fate.

Izora held no thoughts of sympathy for the cheating wife and clueless young son that she’d doomed to conversion to slaves.  Instead, her own survival and access to Gold were paramount if she was to hunt down Apprentice Mage Greenwilt.  “The Baroness was looking for slave experiences and she got more than she expected,” she told herself in an unconcerned tone.  Her approval for her actions were based solely on successfully stealing the Baroness’ funds and clothing to better peruse her own goals.

Heidi’s eyes locked on hers and the Baron’s Staff Coordinator strode angrily up to her face.  “You’ll not tell what you’ve just seen to anyone!” she hissed to the Huntress.

Izora reached over to strongly pinch Heidi’s earlobe between forefinger and thumb and to drag them together till their faces touched cheek-to-cheek.  “No, Heidi,” she whispered back in an annoyed tone, “but as his closest female confidant, you should consider how fragile his ego and reputation are at this moment; he’s lost his wife to whoredom and his son is now a known cocksucker and his ass has entertained cocks belonging to lowly workers, his arms-men, and men working for his peers.”

Izora released Heidi’s ear and gently pushed her away.  “Woman, hand me the Baron’s tabard and leave the tent as a concerned woman, and not just as leader of his staff,” she commanded.

Heidi looked confused for a moment and then shrugged out of the tabard and handed it off to Izora.

Before taking the tabard, Izora stepped closer to the young woman and loosened the laces of her blouse and then she tugged them free.

Heidi gained some confidence when Izora confirmed that her breasts were free to bobble about by boldly raising them with an open hand.

With a confident smirk, Heidi walked out of the tent and held her palm up to her Lord’s chest to again restrain him from entering the tent.  Izora saw both grimace when Heidi explained that his son was indeed in the tent.  Heidi then stood up on tip-toes to whisper something to the Baron and then she rubbed his cheek and armored chest in sympathy.  Izora couldn’t hear their conversation, but observed that something Heidi said made her blush furiously.  Izora took a couple steps to get closer to the couple.

Finally, she heard Heidi say something about being a bond servant and gagged.  Izora’s interest peaked at those words.  “She’s too sweet to be true,” she told herself with a smirk.  “I’d like a chance to make her wriggle in humiliation.”

Then, she distinctly heard Baron’s deeper voice rumble, “Yes,” he said with a wide grin, “you were right, perhaps I should gag you and then your cries for mercy won’t be heard while my hand spanks your insolent ass for your insubordination and wanton offers.”

“You mean my bare ass, my Baron?” Izora heard Heidi whisper in a low throaty voice that traveled further than she intended.

Both of the Baron’s arms-men also heard the comment about their Lord spanking the beautiful brunette.  They glanced at each other knowingly.  Each had seen their Lord take many a comely wench or noblewoman into his tents.  All his guards were knowledgable of the liquid sounds of sex, screams of joy and dismay, and the bow-legged walk of shame of the women that left the tent the next morning.  Their cocks lurched in their pants as they imagined Heidi screaming in orgasm as the Baron plundered her pussy.

Without detecting any further revealing conversation, Izora held up the laces from Heidi’s blouse.

The Baron grinned knowingly and he moved quickly to pull Heidi’s wrists behind her back where he held them behind her in the tight grip on one hand.  The laces were made from rolled and sewn cloth that served well as improvised bondage cord around her wrists.  He then took her elbow in a tight grip and swung her toward his guards.

“She begged me to bind her,” he briskly explained to his bemused guards. At their look of confusion, he added, “Idiots!  Take her to my tent and be sure that she doesn’t leave; she’s offered herself to me pending a negotiation over her status.  I’ll be in my wife’s room at the inn when she’s ready.”

Heidi squawked in humiliation even though she was the one to put the idea into his head.

Izora grinned at the sight and handed over a ball gag that had been hidden among her clothing.  She laughed at the wide-eyed response from Heidi as the Baron jammed the ball into her protesting mouth.  With the guards holding her tightly, Heidi had no choice about resisting the push of the ball into her mouth.  Even so, her unfettered breasts wriggled about in a fashion that drew the eyes of every man in sight.

The Mage that traveled from the Realm of Jarion and Bluefrost’s Watcher's Guard followed the red-faced and humiliated woman as the guards dragged Heidi toward the Baron’s tent.  She was eager to help the normally reserved and conservative woman transformed into a submissive slut.

Baron Bernard Corftey turned away and tramped off to discuss with Slave Mistress Cassandra the unlawful use of his wife and son.

At the Baron’s tent, Huntress Izora took charge of Heidi’s elbow and dismissed the two guards.  Miffed at her intent to herd them away, they grumbled, looked at each other and paused at the open flaps of the tent.  They closed the flaps and turned about, clearly ignoring her command to leave.  Their eyes glittered in anticipation of Heidi being forced to submit to their Lord.

Izora looked at the very uncertain Staff Coordinator and smirked.  “You’ve already bedded the Baron and wish to formalize his right to take you when and where he wishes?”

Heidi didn’t respond.

“Don’t be mulish!” Izora snapped and slapped at one of Heidi’s breasts.

“Howww!” Heidi screeched into the gag as the Huntress’ hand hit her breast.

“Don’t play at being ashamed, … I already heard you offer to accept his hard use and mastery of your body.  You were clearly considering negotiation to accept his Bond Servant Collar.”

“Hoohay,” Heidi responded into the gag as it muffled her reluctant, “Okay.” 

Izora grinned in return.  She pulled Heidi’s blouse free from her skirt and all the way up her torso.  Finally, she tugged the blouse behind her head and down her arms to her elbows.  The move left the young brunette’s breasts free and her arms trapped in her own blouse.

Heidi protested but Izora held her tightly in place.  One of Izora’s hands palmed a plump breast and the captive woman’s eyes widened.  Izora pinched a nipple, … hard.

“Resist and I’ll let the guards help me,” Izora hissed and then smiled in triumph when Heidi instantly stopped her struggles.  She freed the nipple and spun Heidi around to face the central wood pole of the tent.  Then, she untied the blouse laces from her wrists and pulled her blouse free from the arms one by one.  The blouse was discarded to the rug covering the floor of the tent. 

“Hmmpf!” Heidi protested weakly as Izora controlled her wrists and swung them around to her belly.  A few wraps of the bondage cord and Heidi’s wrists were now held helplessly at her belly.  Izora grabbed the down hanging cord for a lantern and secured the free end around Heidi’s wrists.

Izora stepped to the long side of the tent to the shorter pole holding up the outside edge of the tent.  She unwound the loose lantern line and began to draw it downward.  The line fed upward, through a small pulley, and down to the tie around Heidi’s wrist bindings.  Heidi’s eyes again went wide in terror and uncertainty as her arms were drawn upward.

The two guards with their backs to the closed tent entrance behind them shuffled about.  Their cocks had awakened between their legs and they each reached down to adjust them into a more comfortable position.

Heidi now stood upright on her tip toes while her last shred of her clothing drifted downward to her feet.  Izora rolled up all Heidi’s clothing into a wadded ball and threw it into a corner of the tent.  Then she sat down in the Baron’s chair and observed the humiliated woman exposed nakedly with her arms overhead like a slave offered at auction.

“That’s a prime slut ready for your Lord to bed, isn’t it?” Izora asked the guards without removing her eyes from Heidi’s luscious body.

“Aye, Huntress,” one whispered in appreciation of Heidi’s perfect form.

“Let’s review things, Heidi,” Izora started in a quiet voice.  “You’ve finally bedded your Leige Lord and you want more of his noble cock.  Unable to attain any sort of noble status yourself, you fully realize that you can’t ever be his wife or mistress.  Also, with this awful scandal, the Baron can’t elevate your status from casual plaything to something more formal such as concubine.   Is all that true?”

Goggle-eyed with tears streaking her face, Heidi nodded weakly.

Izora nodded in understanding.  “So, you offered to improve his standing among his men but letting yourself be bedded in a public manner.  And, … you’re considering a formal offer of submission, … to be his long-term collared toy?”

Heidi looked indecisive at being confronted with the very offer she’d been considering; that of offering to wear his collar as a Bond Slave.

“I thought so,” Izora replied in a false tone of disappointment.  “You haven’t really thought this through beyond trying to let him regain confidence and the respect of his men.  You’ll end up bedded this night without wearing his collar.  In essence, toying with his affection, love, and honor.”

The Mage Huntress turned her attention to the Baron’s three travel trunks lined up on the wall of the tent.  “Heidi, you’re expert on his possessions.  Which one of his trunks holds his bondage toys?  I’m looking for a paddle?  The left one?  The middle one?  Or, the right one?”

Before Izora could elicit an answer from the Baron’s Staff Coordinator, a heavy hand settled down on Izora’s shoulder.

“I think that’s enough, Huntress,” a voice behind her growled harshly.  “You’re more than a bit too heavy handed, … no need for a paddle.  I’ll take charge of Heidi!”

Izora turned her head and gasped softly at the sight of the Baron’s Sheriff, Sheriff Finton Doyle, standing behind her with an annoyed look on his face.  She watched him reach into a small shoulder bag and pull out a leather collar which he flung at her face.  Izora grabbed it out of the air and blanched at the words ‘Raging River Inn’ embossed on each side of the collar.  She lifted up the brass tag on the front of the collar and nearly fainted at the words ‘Free Woman’s Alcove Challenge Slave Collar’ and the name on the reverse, ‘Lady Justine Farrar.’

“You can’t,” Izora whispered in horror and she looked to the commoner Heidi looking quizzically at them.

“First, get out of that chair,” Sheriff Doyle commanded in a no-nonsense tone.  “Then put that collar on, strip naked, and kneel beside Heidi.”

“No, … I leave through the Portal tomorrow representing the Baron,” she protested weakly.

“Did you hear me, slut!” he growled in anger.  If possible, his next command was in an even harsher tone.  “You were looking for a paddle to force Heidi into a hasty decision.  Do you need extra encouragement to remind you of my commands to a known loose woman?”

Izora gave in and wrapped the collar around her neck.  “The key?  You have the key?” she asked.

“Yes,” he grinned, “and the collar is already adjusted for your neck.  Show me what a horny slut you are.  Clasp it shut by putting the latching tab into the slot.” 

Heidi watched in wonder as the famed Huntress blanched in fear at the mention of being paddled and then latched the collar shut around her neck.  Even in her naked and trapped state, Heidi couldn’t help but giggle at the frantic way the Huntress stripped down after latching the Bond Slave Collar on her own neck.  Heidi wriggled her jaw when the Sheriff popped the ball gag out of her mouth.  “Look, her pussy is shaved bare,” she whispered snidely when her jaw would work.

“She’s slave hot and deserves the collar of a pleasure slave,” the Sheriff responded with a grin at Heidi’s observation.  He’d already seen Izora’s just shaved pussy the morning after her unknowing participation in the Free Woman’s Alcove Challenge at the Raging River Inn.  He tossed the saliva-covered ball gag to Izora.  “Buckle this on yourself free woman and Huntress Dora Rowlands and kneel here beside Heidi as commanded.”

Meekly, Izora complied.  “Just a few more hours,” she told herself, “and I’ll be free from this mess and can hunt my world’s Mages and Wizards for much needed Gold.  Apprentice Mage Greenwilt has much to pay for.”

“Huntress Dora,” the Sheriff offered in a gentle tone, “the Portal will remain open.  You will miss going with the Baron’s team and will have to proceed alone when I release you.”

While Izora was deciding that she had to once again go along with this newest humiliation without exposing her Magical powers, the Sheriff freed Heidi’s bound wrists from the lantern cord and guided her naked form to the comfortable chair just vacated by Izora.

Heidi gratefully covered herself with the bed’s comforter thrown to her by Sheriff Doyle.  She pulled it up awkwardly since her wrists were still bound by her blouse lacings.

“Heidi,” the Sheriff started once he turned his attention from Izora’s alluring and naked form, “Huntress Dora is somewhat correct about the Baron’s options at this time.  Our King’s Chamberlin is here and he’s very concerned about misunderstandings and false stories that may arise from the nobility about the Baroness’ adultery and her accidental enslavement and fate as a camp whore.”

He paused when he saw that Izora had moved.  He barked in a no nonsense tone, “Dora, present!  Act like the pleasure slave you aspire to be.”

Despite the seriousness of the situation, Heidi giggled again at the Huntress’ quick and expert move to shift into the common slave position.  When the Sheriff looked back at her with an inquisitive look, she shrugged her shoulders under the comforter and whispered, “Somehow, Sheriff, it’s clear that she’s been trained and when her lovely breasts and erect nipples were showcased by her move, I could only think of pinching her nipples like she did with me.  It was unfair and she really hurt me.”

“Hmmm,” the Sheriff muttered softly as he switched his attention back to the Huntress with a stern look.

Izora shivered at his look and knew it didn’t bode well for her treatment while she paid back one day’s obligation as a slave to the domineering Sheriff.

The Sheriff turned his attention back at Heidi.  “The Royal Chamberlain has insisted that the Baron can’t go through with his original arrangement for your future.  The Baron had planned to bed you vigorously and harshly this night as if you were his owned and collared possession.  But, in the morning he was going to explain it was all role playing sex and he was to formally offer you the exclusive position as his Concubine in a dual position as Primary Advisor to the Barony.”

He paused and waved a sheaf of papers toward Heidi.  “Part of the offer was this written guarantee that he would not take a wife or mistress unless you requested leave from the arrangement.  Regardless, the guarantee also included a generous lifetime stipend paid monthly to your account beginning tomorrow.”

Heidi wept at the unfairness of it all.  “Sheriff, I’m sorry about their son; but, the Baroness deserves her fate.”  She raised her tear-streaked face.  “I admit I had hopes of something tying me to the Baron.  I do love him,” she insisted.

“Heidi,” the Sheriff said with a slight smile, “I’ve altered the paperwork to be a contract between Baron Bernard Corftey and Commoner Heidi Staff Coordinator and witnessed by myself Sheriff Finton Doyle.  If you accept his permanent Collar as his Bond Slave the remaining conditions of his guarantee will still apply.  That is, he will not take Wife, Mistress, Concubine, or owned sex slave, you will have a right to cancel this contract at any time of your choosing to return to the status of a Free Woman, and the payments of the generous stipend will also be deposited monthly into your own accounts.”

When he finished, he threw a plain leather slave collar at her and added, “Please take this collar.  It isn’t yours yet but you can use it in negotiating your new relationship with the Baron.”  He paused and added softly, “I can tell you a secret, … your Baron has already arranged with a prominent jeweler here in Stonehaven to craft a Gold and Silver collar.  His plan is to formally lock it on your neck before a Magistrate and a close circle of friends.”

A knock on the post outside the tent interrupted and delayed any response the happily weeping Heidi was going to make.

“Sheriff, we’ve brought the Lady Huntress’ belongings from the inn,” a guard declared through the closed tent flaps.

“Set it here inside the tent,” the Sheriff responded, “Gather a couple more guards outside the tent.”  He turned to Izora, “Wench, … collared Dora, ... since you’ve destroyed Heidi Staff Coordinator’s clothing, you’ll dress her in the best outfit of your belongings.”

As quickly as naked Izora pulled out clothing, Heidi dug through them for the best choices and began shrugging into the best of the items.

During this fashion show, the Sheriff sat in the Baron’s comfortable chair and enjoyed watching the transformation of two naked, wriggling, beddable women to one clothed and one still naked.  The clothed one turned to him with a smile.  Izora looked pensive and knelt down on the carpet once again.

“Heidi, honored Bond Slave to be,” the Sheriff said as he stood and extended an arm to the Baron’s Staff Coordinator, “with your permission, I’ll escort you to the inn and your Baron’s room.”

He paused beside the two guards standing at the tent flaps.  Each was still leering across the tent at naked Izora.  He pointed to Izora.  “You are both witness to the brainless slut willingly placing a collar on her throat.”

Izora’s eyes whipped up from a submissive gaze at her knees to a wild and horrified glare at the Sheriff.  “I’ve fucked myself!” she cried silently.

“So,” the Sheriff continued, “I accept her offer of servitude for the next two days.  With too much business at hand, … you two and the others outside the tent can use her as you wish until just after dawn on the second day.”

As the men scrambled toward the whimpering form of Izora, his voice raised and added, “Keeping in mind that she wished to paddle Heidi into accepting slavery, … no guard can begin to take their pleasure until they spank or use the paddle ten times anywhere on her whoring body.  That’s each and every time their cock hardens to use her.”

The first guard strode up to the gagged Huntress and struck a blow across her cheek.  “Whore!” he hissed as Izora fell sideways on the carpet.  “There’s nine more to follow!”

Izora found herself flat on her back with a knee brutally knocking her legs apart.  Her pussy, drooling with arousal from her hoped for punishment of Heidi, yielded easily to the head of the first guards hard cock.  He reached over and his fellow guard handed him the handle of the paddle.  He thrust his hips forward and stroked heavily with the paddle across her ass as it rose from his plundering forward stroke.

“Guess paddling her before seeding the whore is close enough to paddling her before fucking,” a third guard muttered as he came through the open flaps of the tent.  The two guards that just arrived at the tent had heard the Sheriff’s offer and instructions.  Before the first guard, rutting away with his pants around his knees, could spurt his cum in the shocked wench, the other three guards had stripped all their clothes off.

“I hear there’s a fuck fest going on, a fifth guard gruffly declared.  “I’ve brought wine,” he added as he held up two bottles in each fist.

Izora’s eyes rolled back in her head as she was roughly rolled onto her stomach, her hips pulled up, and her second user briefly plunged into her swampy pussy.  “Heeiii!” she howled into her gag as his cock pulled out and drove into her tightest, most secret pleasure hole.  Like the first right-handed guard, this one swung his right arm in long, powerful arcs to slap the paddle against her already red right ass.

A third eager rapist grabbed the paddle away on his count of ten, knelt down, and drove the paddle sideways to strike one of Izora’s dangling, swaying breasts.

“Eiiiii!” she screamed.  Nine more strokes of the paddle brought bruising red welts on her left breast.  When he was finished, he unbuckled the gag, yanked it out, and stuffed the drooling tip of his cock head into her mouth.  A brutal grip on the sides of her head corrected the angle of his penetration.  On the third exploratory delving of her mouth, he found the entry to her gullet and drove down it with relentless force.

Izora’s brain was a miasma of pain and confusion as she was used again and again by the Baron’s guards.  Their harsh use of her body was fueled by their anger at what the Sheriff claimed was her plan to paddle and torture Heidi Staff Coordinator into accepting slavery.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Gailan, Town of Woodhurst, theRaging River Inn

Gweneth, formerly High Mage Bluefrost on Jarion, opened her itchy, sleep-deprived eyes as soon as she heard the first crow of the morning’s roosters from the chicken pen. It was well before sun up, but days-old welts on her ass were her constant reminder that the cook expected her in the kitchen just moments after the rooster crowed. She rolled over carefully and started to slip out from under the covers without disturbing her slumbering bedmate.  Abruptly, a man’s fist grabbed her short blonde hair and pulled her back to his side.

“Where do you think you’re going, slut?” her irritated customer growled in her ear.

Tavern whore Gweneth looked askance at her customer, Quinn the fat Bank Manager at the King’s Bank.

“I’ll remind you that I paid 40 Bronze to use your charms for the night,” he added tersely.  “That means you’re mine until dawn.”

“Wait, Quinn, be reasonable,” she tried to explain.  “You know that I have kitchen duties every morning and that my shift begins soon after the rooster crows.  At dawn I’ll be late and Cook will have me strapped.  Please let me go,” she begged softly.

“Last time this very same thing happened only I didn’t wake in time,” he growled. “You snuck out of my bed without taking care of my morning wood.  You’re cheating me out of my hard earned coin.”

“Quinn,” she spit back in frustration as she twisted her head and tried to release his fist from her hair, “you also failed to give me a tip last time.  And that was after you praised my skills in giving you such ‘eager and skilled’ service.”

The fist in her hair tugged harder at her and brought her head down toward his groin.  He whipped the comforter off his body and pulled her face against a hairy groin that was matted with the combined juices from their couplings during the long night.  “I’ll tell the cook you wouldn’t release me,” she muttered before his stiff dick entered her mouth and ended her protests.

“Better hurry then, Gweneth,” he spit back.  “Show me how fast you can get me off.  You’re widely known here as a champion cocksucker.”

His comment reminded her of winning more than one public cocksucking contest held in the tavern below.  By now, Gweneth had already performed well over 100 blowjobs and she won each time against the other tavern slatterns or free women coerced into participating in dick swallowing contests by their male partners.

His immediate groans of appreciation were the result of her uncontested talents as the area’s most accomplished cocksucker. Her first move was to just take the fat head of his cock in her mouth. Her head moved slowly up and down enveloping just the crown of his cock in her mouth using her lips to squeeze the sensitive head.  She sucked her soft mouth parts around the velvety soft skin covering his steel-hard cock and locked her right fist around the shaft to keep him from too eagerly thrusting deeper.  Meanwhile, she let drools of saliva run down the stiff slab of meat to lubricate the right hand gripping his shaft.

He tried unsuccessfully to pull her head further into his groin.

She let out a “Gawwwk,” of protest as the thrust of his hips moved the head of his cock unexpectedly to bump against the back of her throat.  Her second hand joined the first and she used both spit-covered fists to jack his shaft.  After a few gulps, his cock punched its way past her gullet and slipped down her throat.  Her face flushed red with the loss of breath and in desperation, she sent a hand down to cradle his full ball sacks and then jammed two slimy fingers from her other hand deep into his ass.

The fat man’s hips bucked against her face and she actively sucked and swallowed every pulse of his jizm.  The first spurts went down her gullet and it was still pumping his jizm when she pulled her lips off his shaft with a popping sound.  She finished with the blowjob in record time and the last of his spend dribbled out onto her face.

“By the Gods, Gweneth,” he cursed and collapsed down in the bed.  “There’s no better cocksucker in these kingdoms.  You’re beggaring me with spending too much coin for your favors.”  Moments later he was laying back with a silly grin on his face while still gasping from his release.

Mage Slave Gweneth, trapped in her role as a long-serving Bond Slave by her former apprentice, Journey-woman Mage Izora, scowled as she stood up.  She turned to a nightstand where a ceramic bowl of water awaited for the customer to clean up in the morning.  After dunking her hands in the washing bowl, she ran her dripping hands down her face and grimaced as she scrubbed at the thick semen glaze on her face.  A second dredging of water on her hands removed the last of the foul stuff.  Two more sets of wet hands were her only chance to freshen up between her legs.  Finally, she used the rag folded beside the wash bowl to dry her face and then between her legs.

Gweneth looked briefly at the shiny spots on the rag where globs of their combined juices had just slipped out onto the cloth while drying the outside of her cunt.  “I hope he wipes his face clean with that part of the cloth,” she thought with a bit of humor. 

She leaned down to pick up her only items of clothing where they had been thrown by her eager client the night before in his haste to begin his first coupling.  The two pieces of nearly transparent silk were all she was allowed to wear.  She wrapped the first, and shortest, length of silk around her hips, and then a more complicated wrapping of the longer section around her breasts.  That section was wrapped snuggly enough to support her pendulous breasts.

The short haired whore with a body built for fucking knelt down beside his discarded clothes and dug through his coin purse.  As befitted a rich Bank Manager, it was full of coins.  She pulled a Silver coin and hesitated at taking the equivalent of 1,000 Bronzes.  “The tight-fisted bastard probably knows each of his coins.”  Reluctantly, she put it back and took out two Coppers, equal to two hundred Bronzes or five all night pleasuring sessions to use with inn whore.  Then, after tilting her head to the side to consider her tip, she plucked out three Bronze coins. As her usual practice, she undid the end of the silk wrapped around her waist, nestled the stolen Coppers in the end, and shoved the silk wrapped coins deeply upward into her cunt.  She kept the three Bronzes tightly grasped in a fist.  She would only admit to Slave Master Dannamore that she had received the three Bronzes as a tip.  The Coppers would go under a loose board in her tiny attic room reached by crawling under the sloping, low-hanging ceiling at the sides of her room.

She scurried out the man’s room, careful to lock the door behind her, and scampered down the stairs with her heavy breasts bouncing up and down. For at least the one thousandth time, she cursed the new body that the Witchfinder’s thoughts had imposed on her body through the foul magic imbued in the collar.  That powerful magic settled into her body and soul just from the brief contact with her neck.

Her morning job in the kitchen began with freshening the kindling in the cook fires started earlier by the cook and to stir the simple porridge thickening on the stove.  The slave girls and lowly servants received only the plain porridge for breakfast.  After ladling out their servings into carved wood bowls, she tossed a handful of chopped up walnuts, three pinches of salt, and dried fruit from the last harvest into the pot for the paying customers.

After the meager breakfast meal, Gweneth knocked on each paying customer’s door to remind them breakfast awaited, dumped and rinsed out each room’s chamber pots, dumped each wash basin, refilled the room’s water pitcher, and threw freshly boiled and ironed bed linens on beds for customers that had checked out.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Gailan, Town of Woodhurst, the Hot Springs Under theRaging River Inn

Only in the late afternoon lull was the blonde Master Mage allowed to briefly use the hot spring fed baths in the grottoes below the inn.  “The only way to stay sane as a whore in this place,” she told herself as she walked down the stone walkway under the inn, “is soaking away my aches and pains in this hot spring.”  She stopped at the short wall separating the pool of steaming water and tugged off her two sections of silk and set them in one of the empty woven baskets arrayed on tables along the wall of the steamy chamber.

Waiting and watching Bluefrost’s moves attentively was Bronwen, the young bath attendant, a scrawny street urchin allowed to work only for tips and a breakfast meal of the same gruel eaten eaten by Gweneth.  She held up another, smaller, woven basket with partially full of scraps of soap discarded by paying clients.  “Gweneth, I’ve saved some nice rosemary soap scraps,” she said with a smile to the tavern wench that came often to the grotto.

Gweneth handed over a single Bronze coin she’d brought as a tip for the orphan girl and took a finger-sized sliver of soap from the basket and a palm-sized rag from Bronwen.  Then, with an audible sigh, she used the stone stairs to slip into the waist deep entry area of the pool.  The pool was fed by a hot spring through fractures in the rock below and from a cold fresh water spring that flowed down like a miniature waterfall over a rock wall at the far end of the pool.  The hot and cold waters created distinctive hot, cool, and cold sections in the waters of the grotto.

Gweneth stood in the waist deep water and scrubbed the dampened cloth against the sliver of soap.  She started by running the aromatic soapy cloth around her neck, under her arms, and around her fat tits.  With more soap applied and the cloth rubbed to create more lather, she stepped to a shallower knee-deep section, crouched down a bit, and cleaned her two lower pleasure holes from the filth left by her customers.  The sweet smell of rosemary helped calm her thoughts.

Lastly, Gweneth soaped up the cloth again and washed her blonde hair as best as possible with the fatty soap.  She sunk down a few times to rinse out her hair and then she stood up, letting the water cascade down her body.

Gweneth paused in the middle of rinsing her hair.  Her senses told her something was, … not wrong or dangerous, … but something was drawing her attention toward the short tunnel from the stairs under the inn to the grotto entry.  “What?” was her bemused thought.

“By all the Gods of Wanton Fortification, Thomas, there’s a pair of bountiful udders to challenge even Bond Slave Kat’s,” the loud voice of a burly Hunter let out with a howl of laughter at the sight of the busty blonde rising up from the knee-deep waters.

Bond Slave Gweneth, formerly High Mage Bluefrost, shrunk back in fright at the sight of the three muscular, assertive men that had just entered into the lagoon from the inn above.  Even with her time as a collared whore, Gweneth crouched down in dismay, still reacting as a Free Woman, … ashamed at being caught in the men’s sight naked in the pool.

Then, something tickling the back of her brain brought the Bond Slave to her full height in the warm waters.  Her breasts were aching and her nipples were fully aroused.  Confused at why she exposed herself, Gweneth could only stare blankly at the men.

Two six-foot-six men that could have been brothers stood beside the speaker.  She instantly recognized that the one in Witchfinder garb was the man that threw the collar at her neck through the Portal between Jarion and Ivarren.  She froze at the sight.

The two men were Sir Thomas Bofori and Sir Hunter Stephan Gallagher.  The man openly ogling the inn’s busty blonde whore was Sir Hunter Tan San.

High Mage Bluefrost’s eyes remained on the Witchfinder taking up the rear of the group.  “By the Gods of Slavery and Fortification,” she thought belatedly with a shiver that resounded from her body, her brain, and her soul, “it’s my Master.”  She took an involuntary step toward the Witchfinder before she overcame the urge to submit before him and took a step back.

In the only King’s Bank in Stonehaven, a Magically imbued collar of slavery sat inside a lock box along with all of Journey-woman Izora’s Realm of Ivarren coins.  The distant slave’s brief recognition of its lost Master briefly awoke the sentient presence magically created in the most advanced version of a slave collar by the Slave Queen.  It remembered with a deep hunger its last captive Mage and knew the direction and distance to the escaped Mage.  If it had been alive, it would have been saddened to be powerless to recapture her by itself.  The collar felt a deep craving to recapture the errant Mage.

The collar was the penultimate achievement of King Ordimir’s former High Sorceress Cilia Raven, the feared and hated Slave Queen.  The collar was a masterpiece.  It was Magically imbued with four Runes etched on the inside of the collar (Runes of Seeking, Self-latching & Activation, Submission, and Control) and a Pearl, a Diamond, an Amethyst, and an Emerald embedded on the outside to deepen the control over its captives.  It self-latched in place with no removal key.  Only a powerful Mage or Wizard with meticulous control of their Magic could unlatch the collar from its prey.

Master High Mage Bluefrost raised a hand to her neck to reassure herself that the faint and familiar resonance that she just felt was an aberration from sighting her captor and not a new reality.  “Only my Bond Slave Collar is on my neck,” she thought with relief.  Then she shivered in realization that the burden of bond slavery forced upon her by Izora was nothing compared to how that other Magical collar would have extended permanent tendrils of control throughout her brain and how it would reshape her reality into the ideal of her Master.

“In just instants, it made my body into a barely pubescent young woman, a short-haired blonde with massive firm breasts, completely hairless below my waist, and made me into a cock-loving slut.”  Bluefrost knew that her pussy was engorged with blood and dripping lubrication; ready to be bred by her temporary Master, a famous Witchfinder.

“Masters, I’m Bronwen, the Hot Springs Attendant,” Bronwen’s shrill and eager voice broke Bluefrost’s musing and helped her take a step backward.   “Its three bronze each to use the hot springs and that includes a soap, wash cloth, and a towel sheet to dry yourselves.”  She giggled and added as she looked pointedly at Gweneth, “You’re lucky there’s an inn slut here that can serve you a public blowjob for five Bronze, … eight Bronze for a private blowjob in one of the small alcoves down here, … or a standard fast fuck for ten Bronze.”

Bluefrost winched at having the pre-pubescent girl drumming up business for the inn.  “This is supposed to be my time to relax,” she muttered sourly.

“Look, Masters, doesn’t Gweneth have the prettiest titties and those plump nipples are ready for your touch.  And, … even I’ve heard tales of her tongue, … guaranteed to satisfy or our Slave Master will refund your coin,” the girl continued.  Then slyly, she added, “Course both of us appreciate a tip if you please.”

Sir Thomas Bofori stepped forward and held out a Copper, “Mistress Bronwen, there’s eight of us,” he said in an intentionally soft voice, “and this is yours.”

Bronwen gasped at the sight of a coin worth one hundred Bronze.  “Generous Master, thank you,” she gushed at the thought of an eighty-two Bronze tip.  She took another obvious look to Gweneth who was vainly trying to cover her fat tits with one arm and her bald pussy with the hand on her other arm.  “Master, I’ll set aside ten Bronze from my tip if one of you want to take the inn’s favorite wench to bed in an alcove.  It’s free to one of you, … less a tip of course,” she added with a laugh.

Sir Hunter Tan San grinned at her willingness to buy Gwyneth’s time for on of them.  He tossed two more Coppers to the attendant after calculating that a typical tavern wench went for forty to sixty Bronze for the night. “Bronwen, with three of us, we’ll take your friend Gweneth for the night.  Two hundred Bronze should be enough.”

Bronwen gasped again and looked hopefully at Gweneth.  “Masters, I’ve no doubt that she’ll be the best bath attendant, the best tavern serving wench, and the best bed warmer you’ve ever.  Else, I’ll personally turn her over to Slave Master Dannamore for remedial training and then get you another chance to judge her better performance.”

Without having to pay from her own tips for the men to use Gweneth, she deftly separated coins from her basket and mentally added up the services, “Eighteen Bronze to Alexandra Innkeeper for the eight baths leaves me eighty-two Bronze from the first Copper.  Three fifty-Bronze payments to Slave Master Dannamore for three men using Gweneth over night leaves me fifty Bronze to split with Gweneth for our tips from the second two Coppers.”  Satisfied, she set aside twenty-five Bronze for Gweneth and a full Copper and seven Bronzes for herself.  Bronwen sighed in happiness at the huge windfall.

She took a moment to visualize treating her friend Rory stableboy to a street-side food vender for a hot meal and watered down ale. “Yes!” she exclaimed silently in celebration.  “He has to work barefoot in the stables, … I can get him a pair of used boots and socks.”

While Bronwen enjoyed the thoughts of her generous and accumulating tips, Mage Bluefrost shivered as the three men ignored the two small changing rooms to strip off their clothing at the grotto alcove.  Their clothing went into larger baskets on the same row of tables that held Gweneth’s two scarves in the only occupied basket.

Gweneth watched carefully as the three men stripped.  Both Thomas and Stephan had long ten-inch cocks handing from their hairy groins.  Though fractionally shorter, Tan San’s nine-inch cock was thicker and heavier. Gweneth sighed in acceptance that she was going to be well fucked before dawn the next day.

The men bypassed the steps and stepped easily off the stone edging around the pool.  They entered the pool smoothly and then dunked themselves fully in the shallow water to coat their tired bodies with the soothing hot water.  As one, they rose fully upward to display chiseled chests and rows of muscles across their bellies.

One man moved slowly toward Gweneth.  “Lovely Gweneth, I’ll be your first customer and will judge for Mistress Bronwen how well you serve as bath attendant,” Tan San teased as he handed off a full-size bar of soap and a cloth to the bemused Mage.

Thomas and Stephan grinned at their friend and moved past him into the deeper and hotter waters.  Thomas did take a long second look and realized that the Bond Slave in this out of the way tavern approached the perfection he visualized for his bedmate.  He considered taking over after Tan San used the bitch and then smiled in the knowledge that his Mage Slave Kitten was nearly the mirror image of the tavern slut.  “Kitten’s big breasts are a bit smaller than the whore,” he told himself as he stepped away from Tan San and the slut.

Bluefrost pulled Tan San upright and began to vigorously wash his muscular form with the soapy cloth.  She made sure to rub her torso against him while she worked one hand and a soapy cloth on his combat-hardened body and used her free hand to explore his tight ass and hardening cock.  Her breasts ached and her pussy remained eager for cock.  She took a final yearning glance at the Witchfinder’s back before she focused on her client.

The Bond Slave made sure that Tan San was aware of her delicate caresses on his balls and cock that swiftly stiffened and expanded outward with blood.  As she worked his hard, muscular body, she slowly backed up to move him toward the stone wall by the stairs.  When her back touched the heated stone, she ordered, “Crouch down!” in a carefully schooled voice of arousal.  She leaned back and let her hips rise so her legs could wrap around his waist.  With a theatrical sigh, she set the tip of his dick at her pussy’s outer lips.

“Now, stand up,” she ordered softly.  “Sink that big dick in me.”  Her thought was that Gweneth hadn’t made that unholy order. “It’s my whore persona taking over to I don’t have to embrace being such a slut,” she falsely reasoned.

Tan San rose, pulled her torso to his, and smiled as her weight forced her body down on his cock which breached its way slowly into her steamy cavern.

“Oh, Gods,” Gweneth moaned softly in very real lust, “go slow, … please.  You’re so big.”

The Hunter took handfuls of her ass as he slowly rotated his hips to loosen the tight walls of her sex and to let her naturally slippery lube flow to coat his cock.

Lady Deirdre Aisling-Gallagher entered the grotto just as Hunter Tan San’s cock reached its deepest plunge into Bond Slave Gweneth’s hole and to hear the tavern slut’s, “Ohhh, yesss!  So nice!” moan of satisfaction.  Beside her, the others looked on the scene bemused.  They were her Mage Slave Aurora, Thomas’ Mage Slave Kitten and his pregnant Bond Slave Kat along with Tan San’s Mage Slave Bunni.

Bunni frowned at the sight of her Master and lover pummeling the twat of a big titted blonde bimbo wearing a slave collar.  She wasn’t angry, just lightly offended that he had started without her.  She missed having Mage Slave Bridgette to share their bed.

“The horny cow sure has big tits,” Bunni observed with a smirk as Tan San’s thrusts had increased in speed and violence.  Water sloshed up onto the stone walkway with each hip smashing thrust and Bluefrost’s fat udders wobbled about in crazy synchronization with his hip movements.  “Do the bitch harder, Master,” she offered, “Fuck her senseless!”

Lady Deirdre sighted her husband and Sir Thomas further back in the pool.  “Bunni, go help your Master teach that blonde slave what real bliss is like.”  She turned to the others, “Lets go, Aurora, Kitten, and Kat, our Masters look lonely.”  Mage Slave Aurora looked fondly to her Mistress as she had just acknowledged that recently promoted Sir Hunter Stephan Gallagher was indeed Master to both women, wedded noble wife and lowly slave. 

Unintentionally, High Mage Bluefrost, had been pushed fully into her unacknowledged mental space as a common tavern whore by the masterful pleasures brought on by the Hunter’s skillful use of his fat cock.  She was so much into her role of tavern wench, gasping out the first of several real mind-blowing orgasms, that she failed to recognize her apprentice as she stepped down the stairs beside them.

Like the three men before her, ex-apprentice Mage Greenwilt entered the soothing heat of the pool with a deep sigh of enjoyment.  The hot spring was a more than welcome treat to her after the icy Portal passage into this realm.  Arriving atop a freezing cold mountain summit beset with hurricane-strength wind, the treacherous ride down narrow rocky trails, and the long valley ride to enter Woodhurst had been an unexpectedly difficult journey for the soft and previously pampered Journey-woman Mage.

She didn’t spare a thought to the moaning blonde whore leaning back on the stone wall beside the stairs.  Her focus was entirely on her Master and owner, recently appointed Sir Hunter Stephan Gallagher.

Aurora, Kitten, and Bunni had all fallen deeply in love with their Masters.  They each wore Two-Rune-Two-Stone Collars of Submission and Control but were left with their own personalities and memories.  Their deep love of their Masters came partially from the influence of the collar; but, mostly from their own hearts and their vows of love and obedience.

Bluefrost and Mage Slave Bunni hung like leeches on the body of Sir Hunter Tan San.  Having pumped his seed into Bond Slave Gweneth, he’d moved to deeper water up to his chin where the two fully naked woman wrapped possessively with arms and legs around his torso.

Content for the moment, the collared woman known as Gweneth rested her chin on the Hunter’s shoulder, happy to have a moment of peace floating in the soothing waters.  Her eyes swept across the other members of the Witchfinder and Hunter group.  Then, recognizing one of the collared women, she gibbered in horror, “Journey-woman Greenwilt is here!  By the Gods of mischief and deception, the naive bitch has been captured and she’s now a Mage Slave!”

Thankful she was in deep water with her body from her neck downward hidden by the water, Gweneth pulled her blonde hair over her face.  “I nearly peed myself at the sight of the blonde in short hair that is slave Greenwilt.  By the merciful Gods, I wish I had those tiny scraps of silk now,” she whimpered.  “I can only hope that Aurora hasn’t discovered my true name,” she told herself with an internal plea to the Gods.

After long moments of forced calming breaths, Gweneth decided wryly, “There isn’t a chance she could recognize my much younger, blonde look with these huge breasts.”  Even as she reassured herself, she still wondered if Aurora would recognize her if her Master, Sir Thomas Bofori, took both of them to bed.  “After all, they did throw down three Coppers to Bronwen for access to the hot springs, for the three men to use me, and for extra generous tips.”

After Thomas Bofori and Tan San left the hot springs waters with their four women, Gweneth watched them wrap thick towels about their waists and gather the baskets with their clothes and possessions.

When Tan San made to follow, Bunni pouted as if she was really upset.  “Master,” she cooed, “you’ve had your pleasure and Gweneth clearly enjoyed her romp with such a virile Hunter, … but, when do I get my turn?”

“Wenches,” Tan San responded with a loud slap of wet hands against two sets of plump and wet asses, “for now, my stomach is demanding food and ale.  Then my prick will take care of your lusts in our room.”  He leered at Bunni and added, “Then, our tavern wench can eat her fill of your tasty quim.”


Chapter 3:  Reversals of Fortune

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Town of Stonehaven, the Baron’s Tent

She woke in pain with lethargy so pronounced it was as her blood had been fully drained from her body.  Her head throbbed with deep pulsating waves of pain that nearly unhinged her thoughts.  Long moments passed before she was aware that she was naked and lying face down.  Her eyelids felt glued shut and she didn’t seem to have energy enough to move an arm from her side to use her hand and fingers to clear her eyes.

It was all too much, … she gave in to the pain and fell back into merciful asleep.  Her last thought was a simple odd question.  “Grass?  I’m lying in grass?”

Long hours later, Mage Izora slowly started to became aware once again.  Like before, it started with an awareness of pain, … pain everywhere in her body that she could imagine.  Then weakness, … the loss of energy to do more than just breathe.  Only her focused determination, honed over decades as an apprentice Mage held to impossible and exacting standards, kept her from escaping back into unconsciousness.

Still with eyes closed and unable to move in the slightest, Izora tried to reconstruct how she came to be lying on grass.  Her last thought of the night before had been lying down on a soft carpet atop the burliest of the guards and bouncing on his thick cock.  “Oh, merciless Gods,” she moaned inwardly, “while I was riding that monster of a cock, … another guard was punching his equal-sized dick up my ass, … my well-used ass full of their cum.”

The Mage moaned at the depravity of the gang rape started by Sheriff Finton Doyle.  “That bastard tricked me into latching that volunteer Bond Slave Collar onto my own neck.  I thought he was calling in one of my debts to service him.”  She now remembered full well that she was used in the Baron’s tent by two, then four, and finally six of his personal guardsmen.  The individual acts were still blurry in her mind but she now remembered vividly the details of all six cocks.

The ultimate act, the final one that she remembered, was, “When that guard with the long thin cock forced his fuckstick all the way down my gullet.  With three cocks plugging my holes, … I must have passed out.”

While lying there, she dimly remembered the many bottles and goblets of wine emptied during the orgy.  “My head must hurt from too much wine.  Was it somehow poisoned?”

Izora tried weakly to rise to her hands and knees.  The first attempts confirmed that she was no longer on the Baron’s carpet.  “I am lying naked on grass.  How?” were her thoughts.  After groans of pain from the forced moves, she sat down on the grass and took heaving breaths from the exertion.

“Lass, you’re no longer the beautiful and energetic sexual creature of last night,” a soft man’s voice opined.

Izora moved her head toward the man’s voice.  A wet cloth struck her chest.

“Best to use that wet cloth to loosen the dried cum covering your eyes,” he added with humor in his voice.  “Hard to believe how much cum ended up covering your face after you became our throat-fucking whore.  You should have swallowed more, Dora.”

Izora fumbled about for the cloth that had fallen beside her.  “Did you drug me?” she whispered in a raspy voice.  Her throat was sore from too many fat cock heads swabbing her vocal cords.

The man responded with a laugh.  “No, lass.  I’ve never seen any woman take to sex with the enthusiasm you showed us during the night.  You were plenty eager to participate without needing drugs.  At least part-time, you’d earn much coin charging for your services.”

Izora trembled with the deep fatigue felt when she first awoke.  Defying her weak limbs, she held the damp cloth against her face, hoping to loosen the glue-like mess on her face and eyelids.  When she drew the dripping cloth away from her face, her eyes blearily focused on the guardsman sitting on the Baron’s chair.  See then looked briefly looked about.  “I’m in the tent but the rug has been rolled away, … leaving me on the grass.”

“Your vomit fouled the Baron’s carpet.  We had to clean it and move it away,” the guardsman offered.

She turned her eyes back to the guardsman.  A glint of light reflecting off her left wrist caught her attention.  For one long, horrifying moment, she focused on the gold and silver wires artfully winding around the thin black metal of the bracelet on her wrist.  Realization brought sudden clenching from her stomach and she fell forward with thin watery vomit erupting up her sore throat and pouring from her mouth.  Painful dry heaves followed; her stomach had already emptied itself when the bracelet was first placed on her wrist hours before.

“That’s exactly what ended our fun last night,” the man’s voice complained.  “You should better control your drinking when partying with men.  Your belly began rebelling from too much of our cheap wine just after the Baron left the tent.  He was in a hurry to prepare for the teams leaving through the Portal and missed your appreciation for the Loyalty Bracelet he put on your wrist.  You should be honored, few have that symbol of dedication to our Baron.”

“The Baron was here?” she gasped.  “He saw me wearing a collar?”

“He saw much more than just a bit of leather around your neck,” he laughed.  “He would have joined us in plundering your holes but he was with his bride to be.  He decided to wed Heidi Staff Coordinator despite the advice of his King’s Chamberlin.  She’s also wearing a Loyalty Bracelet.”

She realized with dreadful certainty that the Baron must have ‘gifted’ her the Nullification Bracelet that she refused to accept from his Sheriff.  The fact her Magic was now nullified far outweighed any humiliation she felt at being seen whoring with the Baron’s guardsmen by Heidi and the Baron.

“He said something about using the bracelets as signs of trust,” the guardsman continued.  “I’ve heard from others that King Ordimir’s Slave Queen modified them and artisans have worked with her to decorate them properly for men and for women.”

Journey-woman Izora wiped her face with the already fouled cloth and once again rose to her hands and knees.  Hands gripped her hips in a strong gasp and tugged her to her feet.  Her torso hung limply forward.  A hard rod thumped imploringly at the junction between her legs.  “Nooo,” she complained

“By the Gods you stink!” the guardsman hissed in her ear.  “But showing me your ass is too much to pass up on.”

The head of the man’s cock found her sex and pushed in.  Izora moaned in despair as her bent over form was helpless like a rag doll in his grip as he fucked her with abandon.  Her breasts bumped against her knees and it was hard to breathe as he pummeled her cunt.  Weak and helpless, even her arms flopped about as the guardsman pleasured himself.

He finally spurted in her slimy hole and then let her fall bonelessly to the turf.  “Time to hurry, Huntress, the Baron and King Ordimir await you at the Portal,” he declared with a sigh of satisfaction as he tucked himself into his pants.  “The Baron found your Kingdom Bank deposit slip and deposited all your local coinage and anything linking you to this realm.  So, get going.  You’ve missed your group and you will have to go hunting alone in that other realm.”

[image: ]Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Gailan, Town of Woodhurst, theRaging River Inn

High Mage Bluefrost’s awakening as Gweneth the tavern whore was far more pleasurable than that of her mistress, Journey-woman Mage Izora, who was also a licensed Huntress and Slaver.  Gweneth was sandwiched in between the famous Hunter, Tan San, and his dark-haired slave, Mage Bunni.

Gweneth woke face to face to see Bunni smiling at her.  The Hunter was spooned up behind Gweneth and was softly snoring in deep asleep.  She wriggled a tiny bit and whispered softly to Bunni, “He’s got morning wood.  It’s starting to slip between my lips.  Want to switch places.”

Bunni didn’t answer.  Instead she brought their lips together and they kissed softly.  Gweneth moaned in enjoyment.  Her couplings with frenzied clients had mostly been eager to plunder and take advantage based on coin paid for use of her body rather than  mutually enjoying the sex.

The Mage Slave reached over with one hand and expertly caressed one of Gweneth’s breasts.  She pinched the nipple and even with lips locked in deep kisses, Gweneth could feel the lips smile.  Gweneth moaned again when Bunni’s other hand snaked down between them and delved between her legs.

The knowing fingers moved her labia apart and Bunni whispered, “I can feel his cock nestled in your sex.  Roll your hips back slowly and capture his fat stalk.”

“Ohhh,!” Gweneth whimpered in a low murmur.  “Don’t you want it?” Gweneth asked in a bare whisper.

“Enjoy it, love,” Bunni whispered back.  “His morning wood is bigger and harder.  It’s like a fat bough shaped perfect for your twat.”

Just as Gweneth rolled her hips back enough for the fat cock head to slip between her slippery lips, Tan San rolled his hips forward and sunk his stalk deep in her core.

“Ohhh!” Gweneth moaned as the Hunter took over and began to fuck into her from behind.  Bunni kept up one hand playing with her sensitive breasts and the other plying her clit like a pro.  “Eiiii!” Gweneth whimpered as she came quickly on the cock and fingertips.

The tavern slut felt the Hunter roll her toward Bunni and she found herself atop the dark-haired bedmate; breasts to breasts.  The force of Tan San’s thrusts increased and his fucking pace moved to quick-time.  Gweneth and Bunni mashed their mouths together in eager abandonment.  The three shook the bed with their writhing, plunging, gasping wanton sex.

Gweneth was left covered in sweat and cum as the Hunter and his Mage Slave reluctantly rolled out of bed.  Tan San set a Silver on the bedside table and grinned at the debauched tavern slut.  “This is both thanks for your skillful loving and to reserve our time together when next we travel to Woodhurst.”

“We’ll finish packing after our early breakfast downstairs,” Bunni explained as they left the room.

Bemused, Gweneth looked to the Silver and wondered at the extravagance.  “It was nice,” she admitted to self-explain her uncontrolled and wanton response to the duo.  “Over time, the slave collars must make Master and Mage Slave close; making them seem more like lovers than a regular slave relationship.”

Then, Gweneth started at her stupidity.  “The quiver,” she hissed aloud.  “They’ve left their war gear in the room while they break fast.”  In a flash she jumped out of bed and knelt down next to the bow and quiver of arrows leaning against the wall.  She picked it up and carefully pulled out the arrows.  She shivered at the sight of the single arrow that exuded a feeling of wrongness, … of thirst.

“Nothing inside the quiver,” she muttered in annoyance.  She turned it upside down and realized there was something extending the depth of the quiver’s body.  Gweneth tugged and twisted and the bottom finally popped loose exposing a space filled with cloth-wrapped arrow heads.  She hissed in disappointment and pulled the wrapped mass free.

Underneath, Gweneth saw an iron device looking similar to a wine bottle corkscrew.  Eagerly, she pulled it out of its leather recess.  “By the Merciful Gods, … it’s the Removal Tool for the Nullification Arrow.” With a deep sigh of relief, she replaced the arrow heads, and twisted the bottom cup-like piece back onto the quiver.

Needing to hide the device, she wrapped it and the Silver coin in the end of her waist silk covering, stuck it up her twat with a grimace, and finished wrapping the remainder of the silk around her waist.  She covered her breasts with the other scrap of silk and quickly pulled the sheets off the bed.  After bundling the sheets and towels together, she stood before the door and took deep calming breaths.  With her face blank, she walked out of the room and took the rear stairs to the kitchen and laundry.

“The Slave Master gave you leave to miss your kitchen duties this morning,” the Cook, a grumpy Free Woman, challenged her in irritation when Gweneth passed by.

“Yes, Mistress,” Gweneth replied softly with a slight bow.  “By your leave, … I’m off to the laundry now and then to check in with Slave Master Dannamore.”

“Slut!  You have the effrontery to be happy after three men paid for your services in one night,” was the Cook’s sour rejoinder.

Gweneth didn’t bother to explain that even though paid enough for three men, she only entertained one of the men and his Mage Slave.  With a grin, she dumped off the sheets and towels to the Laundress, herself a Free Woman doing the inn’s laundry for pay.

The morning chores finished, she checked in with the Slave Master.

“I see that you got another tip from that fat bastard the other night,” Dannamore offered as he looked up at his inn’s highest earning whore.  “Does he even know that he paid you three Bronze?  He is notoriously tight-fisted with his coin in the tavern.”

Mage Bluefrost ignored the question, fearing either a beating for admitting that she took what she was owed, … or chastisement for not taking more and sharing it with Dannamore.”  Instead, she responded with a sour expression with the lie she thought he most expected. “Don’t worry,” she said softly while glancing at the crude pottery jar on the shelf behind his desk that held her tip money, “I wouldn’t cheat either of us, … fifty-fifty is the split after all.  The three Bronze coins in that jar should be proof enough.”

She took a deep breath and added, “Don’t forget that Bronwen should have given you my twenty-five Bronze tip coin from the group in the hot springs, … the same group that used me last night and got me out of breakfast cooking duties.”

“She did,” Dannamore grunted, “along with the three fifty-bronze fees for your service last night.”  He paused, “You know full well I have no problems with your fulfillment of our contract with your owner.”

Bluefrost’s face took on a brief sour look at the reminder that Journey-woman Mage Izora had forced her into sexual servitude after claiming there was no other recourse.

“Well, then, what is it that you want, Gweneth?” Dannamore asked.  It was clear he was finished chatting with a slave in his kennel.

“Today’s my first ten-day,” Bluefrost responded.  “I’ve asked Rory, the stableboy, to take me to that waterfall that I’ve heard him talking about.”

“I can’t believe that Alexandra Innkeeper allowed you to have the day off after morning chores each ten-day,” he complained.  “I would have whipped you for whining like you did to your mistress, Huntress Dora, for that time off.  No other collared worker here gets a promised day off.”

“It’s all part of the agreement with Huntress Dora,” Bluefrost insisted softly. “Alexandra is also making the stableboy complete his own chores before we can leave, even though he’s not a slave or bond servant.  He had to start well before sunrise.”

“I’ve already paid Alexandra Innkeeper three Bronzes from your tip jar for the stableboy to use of the hot spring this morning,” he groused.  “I don’t know why you’re giving him any attention let alone paying for him to get clean, … he’s only a stableboy.  And, keep in mind that you had to earn six Bronze in tips to have the three Bronze to pay for him to use the hot springs.” 

Gweneth returned to the laundry room where she found a clean blanket, placed some towels on it, and rolled everything up tightly and bound it in a roll with a long cord.  In the kitchen, Cook scowled at her as she handed over a basket stuffed with food.  “I can’t believe you’re planning on perverting that fine young man,” she hissed.

Gweneth stopped in surprise.  “That’s purely crazy talk.  There is no such plan.  Besides, you always curse at him and describe him as a worthless orphan living off Alexandra Innkeeper’s charity.”

“Hmmpf,” Cook sniffed.  “As if you knew anything except what’s thrusting between your legs.  You be sure not to corrupt that young man.”

“This is not romantic or a date,” Gweneth insisted in wonderment about the Cook’s attitude.  “I’ve been stuck here for two ten-days and I’m allowed the day to myself.  I overheard Rory describing a beautiful waterfall that’s only two hours away.  It sounded wonderful and I’ve asked him to take me there for a relaxing adventure.  By the Gods, he’s only sixteen, you crazy woman.”  Still a bit angry at the woman’s misunderstanding of the plan, Bluefrost hurried toward the stables with the blanket, towels, and the basket.

The Cook looked at Gweneth’s back as she strode away.  “It’s like the slut doesn’t realize she’s only a year or two older than that boy,” she told herself.  “She might be getting all the cock that she needs.  But that boy is full of hormones and would fuck a knothole in a wooden fence.”

“Rory, the Raging River Inn’s stableboy was waiting for her in the stable.  He was holding the reins of a beautiful black stud and the lead rope of a mule.

Bluefrost halted in amazement at the sight of the boy’s transformation from a scruffy, urchin boy to a handsome young man.  She reappraised his age from fifteen or sixteen to eighteen or nineteen.  She was unaware that her new estimation of his age meant he was likely older than her own appearance indicated.  His clothing was clean and fitted him perfectly.  Instead of his normal bare feet, he wore a pair of gleaming black polished knee-high boots.

“Cleaned up, he looks older, taller, more muscular, and more confident,” she told herself.

“You like my clothes that the Laundress found for me.  And, … my hair?” Rory asked with a grin as he turned to show his hair pulled back and braided well below his shoulders.  “Bronwen did it,” he gushed and then flushed red.  “She did it while I was naked,” he admitted with a deep blush.  He didn’t admit to the pretty blonde tavern slut that Bronwen had been very surprised, and pleased, to see the size of his hard cock.  “She had no choice about continuing to think that I was just a little boy,” he told himself with satisfaction.

“He looks like a rakish young nobleman now,” she realized.  After a moment’s hesitation, she wondered if the Cook had things backward.  That the young stableboy might be the one to take advantage of her.  She sighed and looked down at the shapeless smock she got from the Laundress and her bare feet.  “I’m the one that’s dressed like something off the street or from the poorhouse.”  Her hand involuntarily touched her stiff leather Bond Slave Collar. 

“Rory, you do look very nice,” she replied.  “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you came here to the inn from the Baron’s estate.  One of his trusted young workers.”

Rory grinned and puffed up his chest at the complements.

Bluefrost turned away to throw the rolled up blanket and towels over the mule’s back and set the basket of food in one pannier and the bag of coal in the pannier on the other side.  Then, she turned to look back again at Rory.  He had already scampered up on the tall black horse and was grinning down at her from.  He was seated comfortably on the back part of a saddle pad secured in place with a snug girth.

“Come on,” he called down as he extended his hand downward.

The Mage without Magic gasped as he easily pulled her upward and set her before him.

“Wait!” she complained, “I should sit behind you.”

Rory simply chuckled and used his hands on her waists to center Bluefrost’s body on the saddle pad.  Then, with a tap of his heels against the horse’s sides, a clucking sound with his tongue, and the soft command of, “Walk on,” the stud moved smoothly out of the stable and entered the yard beside the inn.  The mule followed behind placidly, led by the lead line held in Rory’s hand. 

Bluefrost grunted in exasperation as his left hand swung possessively around her waist and his right hand held the reins and lead rope.  The fingers of his left hand spread out and cupped her lower belly over the threadbare smock.  Bluefrost moaned softly at the feeling of satisfaction from having his hand on her lower belly, over her womb.

Standing, the hem of the loose smock went down to her knees.  Sitting with her legs spread on either side of the horse, the smock rose to mid-thigh and exposed expanses of white, alluring flesh.  Shivering from the unusual feeling of contentment, she shook her head and leaned forward to tug the smock’s cloth toward her knees when the arm around her waist tightened.  “Stop that, don’t shift your weight,” his voice hissed in a command voice into her ear and the arm pulled her body back to his belly.  “I need you to stay balanced or we’ll spin this blanket sideways and fall off.”  Bluefrost shivered when the commands sent his breath across her right ear. 

She settled down obediently atop the saddle blanket.  “He’s as tall as me,” she realized and that he was also more muscular than expected with his body work-hardened from the stable.  She felt the lump of his thickening cock through his trousers and the flimsy material of the smock as it pressed against her rump.  “By the Gods,” she moaned in reluctant acceptance that she wasn’t going to get much of a chance to relax at the waterfall.  “This might not have been the best of plans.”

“Careful, Rory.  You aren’t using the reins,” she observed sharply at one point when his right hand crept forward to rest above the hand on her lower belly.  The bottoms of her breasts rested on his right forearm.  They felt full, blood engorged and her nipples began to ache.

“I don’t need bridle or reins with this horse,” he whispered.  “All this stud needs are cues from my legs and how I settle my weight,” he explained.  “I’m in complete control.”  After a moment, he set both the reins and lead rope in her hands.  “Hold these tight!  There, that’s better,” he whispered as the extended fingers on both hands slipped upward to cup her breasts.  There was nothing hesitant about it, … he had simply claimed her most obvious assets.

“Nooo!” Bluefrost moaned in response to the word and imagery invoked by the words ‘stud’ and ‘complete control’ and she tried to free her thoughts of the rightness of his hands possessing her body.  “That’s not why we’re here.”  She gasped as each of her nipples were discovered by the young man’s exploring fingertips, caressed, and then pinched.  “Eiii!” she whimpered softly.  “Please, stop!”

Rory ignored her and slipped both hands down to the hem of her smock resting on her thighs, raised it up to her crotch, and began exploring with his hands on her bared flesh.  As Rory found her slit with fingers from his left hand, his right hand squeezed more firmly on the naked soft flesh of her right breast.

“Both Bronwen and Cook told me that you were ripe and eager for attention,” Rory whispered in her ear.  “Plus, Bronwen gave me coin and when I gave it to Slave Master Dannamore, he and Alexandra Innkeeper agreed that the two of us have until after breakfast.  We don’t have to be back by nightfall.”

“Noooo!” Bluefrost weakly protested.  “This is my day off.  I’m not supposed to be working.”

“I already put thirty Bronze in the Slave Master’s hands,” he added.  “As you well know Gweneth, twenty is enough for a quick fuck behind a screen in the tavern and forty to fifty is enough for a full night.  Master Dannamore gave me a first-time discount, … he assured me that thirty Bronze was enough to have you to myself for the night.”

“Damn  Bronwen, damn Cook,” she thought as Rory continued exploring a woman’s body for the first time.  Programmed by the enchanted collar that had held her in thrall for only scant moments those so many ten-days ago at Watcher’s Guard, and the time spent whoring at the inn, her programmed pussy was soon gushing as her brain automatically responded to his touch.  Without her own thoughts of arousal, her nipples and breasts ached, and soft moans of lust slipped from her wide open, gasping mouth.

As the horse continued down the trail, Rory’s left hand returned to rubbing her labia and spreading her drooling sex lube around her opening.  She whimpered each time he took possession of her clit between thumb and forefinger.  His fingers used her slipperiness to fuel her rising lust.  “Eiii! What are you doing?” she grunted aloud in complaint even as she experienced her first orgasm.

“I’m more than one-hundred-ninety-years-old,” she moaned inwardly in response to a second, more overwhelming orgasm.  “How can a boy, barely eighteen or so, ply my body so expertly?”  She writhed helpless before him atop the saddle pad until she lost track of time and drifted into a state of unthinking bliss.  “Later, she would wonder if her easy submission to a potential sexual partner’s advances was due to the collar that briefly possessed her, her submission to Izora, of her acceptance of being a tavern slut.

Bluefrost was unaware that Rory had guided the horse off the main trail to a narrower game trail until the horse jolted her as he stopped within hearing of the tinkling sounds of water flowing down a rock fall.  Rory then expertly moved the horse a few more paces to slowed and stop before their destination, a small waterfall that fed itself over a corner of a rock wall into a large pool of crystal clear water.  The spot he halted at was in the midst of lush grass on their side of the waterfall and the pool of water.

Once they arrived at the waterfall, Rory worked quickly, eager to lose his virginity.  His bloated balls ached with a need for release as, in a blur of motions, he first dragged a bemused Bluefrost off the saddle and set her down on the ground.  “Stay!” he commanded in his whimper of discomfort as he quickly hobbled both mule and horse.  The entire time he was hunched over in an attempt to ease the agony from his blue balls.

As he moved around, Bluefrost’s eyes remained locked on the bulge between his legs.  Somehow, the Mage’s thoughts wouldn’t let her look away.

Then, in just a few more moments as she sat there on the grass bemused at his frenetic movements, the stableboy untied the blanket, folded it in half, and rolled it across a level spot.  He physically deposited Bluefrost in the middle of the blanket, pulled the smock off her body, and his clothes seemed to fly away from his body before he settled down beside her.

“You’re so beautiful,” he moaned as he pulled them together and laid both down on the blanket.  Side by side, he began with only a few kisses on her face.

“By the Gods of Fortification,” she hissed aloud.  Their kisses deepened into frantic lust, “He seems to know exactly what to do.  Has Bronwen been coaching him?”  She rolled atop him and spread her legs on either side of his waist.  Whimpering with arousal after the long ride where he toyed with her sex, her breasts, and her nipples, she gloried in his hands again exploring every bit of her body.

She leaned forward and guided his cock toward her needy cunt.

He moaned as her heat enveloped his cock from its tip to where it met his groin.  Rory almost immediately spurted his seed in a feeling of something between bliss and exquisite pain from his long denied release on the horse ride.

Rory’s tool remained stiff as he continued to pump upward into her hot cavern.  Each spurt of cum brought increasing pleasure as his balls started to empty without his cock getting limp.  The moans of the slut eagerly bouncing on his hard rod fueled his thrusts.

At some point, Rory rolled Gweneth onto her back and punched his still hard and throbbing cock back into her sloppy, slithery hole.  She screamed out in another, deeper, orgasm as his groin began beating against her clit.

When Bluefrost finally rolled of the boy, he’d shifted his fucking from cumming between her legs, to taking her from behind and cumming again in her sloppy hole, to returning between her legs.  His last thin spurts of seed were into her ass with her knees held up to her ears.  Both lay gasping side-by-side with neither aware of how many orgasms they had shared or the number of times his dick pulsed and his seed painted her body.

It was long moments before she could focus on her intended plans for the waterfall.  She looked sideways.  “The fucker is finally finished,” she told herself in relief at his look of deep satisfaction and the soft snoring from his slack mouth.  Still naked, the ex-Mage and now collared tavern sex worker stepped gingerly to her small pack and the sack of coal that Rory had thrown off the saddle. 

She glanced about the waterfall, exploring the site with her eyes for the first time.  To the left of the waterfall, the rock formed a nearly vertical cliff wall with a wide deposit of blue-gray clay descending to the water.  Her eyes crossed the waterfall to focus on the less steep rocky hillside to the right.  “There,” she hissed with satisfaction.  “There half way up the hillside is the spot of darkness in the rock where he said he’d found a small cave.”

Eager to access the cave entry, she scrambled carefully up the rocky slope, paused at the thicket that blocked her access to the small entry to the cave, wriggled through and paused in triumph at the entry.  It was just as he described; a small opening that she had to crawl through to reach the larger chamber within.

She set the sack of coal aside.  “I’ll use this next ten-day,” she told herself in satisfaction.  Then, she opened her small pack and brought out a canteen of water, some cloths, and the Removal Tool for the Nullification Arrow. 

Bluefrost leaned back against the cave wall and felt for the spot on her shoulder where the arrow had penetrated.  “Just under the surface,” she told herself, already sweating from the pain that she knew was sure to follow.  “There,” she said as she found the open end of the cylinder just under her healed skin.  She left her fingertip at that spot as she fumbled with the end of the tool that looked like a wine bottle corkscrew.

She took a couple of deep breaths to steel herself and then set the sharp end of the corkscrew against her shoulder and aligned it with the narrow entry of the cylinder under her skin.  The Mage cried out in pain as she pushed the tip downward and she gasped as the tip continued deeper to enter the cylinder itself.  Still gasping in pain, she twisted the tool and it seemed to bite deeper into the device that had released the slivers of Nullification into her chest.  She continued feeding the spiral end of the tool into the cylinder until the tool stopped.  Again gasping, she increased pressure to make it turn even further.  Now, she could feel the Nullification slivers being retracted back alongside the cylinder that had been at the end of the arrow.  When it would turn no further, she yanked outward and the foul device came free.  Bluefrost flung it against the side of the cavern and collapsed in relief.

Later, she laid down beside Rory while he still slept in sexual exhaustion.  She held a cloth bandage stuck against the opened wound in her shoulder as she forced herself to relax.  The Mage smiled as she felt for her Mana pool.  “It’s empty yet,” she told herself, “but it will start to regenerate.  At last, I’ve regained my Magic!”

She descended the rocky slope and took her place beside the snoring stableboy.  Even without a drop of Mana yet accumulated to fuel any real Magic, the Master Mage closed her eyes and entered a state of meditation.  She focused her will on healing the wound.  When Rory awoke the wound was still fresh but at least no longer wept blood.

Initially concerned at the sight of the wound, he was satisfied when she assured him it was just a shallow puncture from carelessly letting a thorny branch whip against her torso while exploring about the site.  “You were asleep and couldn’t protect me she teased.”

“Hummpf,” he grunted.  He rolled over to lay beside her and his open hand returned to caress her lower belly.  The stableboy grinned at the feeling of her soft skin.  “If you’re alright, then get on your hands and knees.  I want to watch your ass jiggle again as I use your cunt.”

The Mage felt a thrill of excitement that seemed to pulse from her belly.  Sighing in contentment at reawakening the youth’s sexual beast, Bluefrost obeyed and knelt on the blanket.  She let her shoulders fall downward as he pushed down on her head.  The move raised her ass, vulnerable and ready for his use.  He seemed more tentative as he set the knob of his shaft against her sex.  Each moaned at the feeling of his dick sinking deeply back into her.  “Eiiii!” Bluefrost hissed at the welcome rasping of the shaft against her inner walls.  “Yesss!” she added as the scraping touched just the right spot on the inner wall of her sex.

“Hmmm!” he gasped as the palms of his hands took possession of her hips to hold himself deep inside her cave of cock pleasure.  His fingertips reached across to rest atop her lower belly.  “You’re mine,” he hissed in a command voice.

Bluefrost’s eyes opened wide as something shifted in her belly.  Her Mana Pool filled with an unnatural rush as if fed by aRaging River and an overwhelming orgasm seemed to explode from her belly outward.  After long moments, while the orgasm crashed through her body, … she softly murmured, “Yesss, Master,” in deep contentment.

The basket of food and drink was ignored as Rory climbed back atop Gweneth and the pair continued the age-old dance atop the blanket in the beautiful grove.  The rushing, soft roar of falling water masked their cries of need and satisfaction as their animalistic moves continued.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Ordimir, Town of Stonehaven, the Gateway Beside King Ordimir’s Tent

Izora was humiliated to have the guard that had just matter-of-factly fucked her basically drag her through the field of tents and colorful banners to the most ornate of the nobles’ tents.  King Ordimir’s colors and family crests adorned flags atop tall poles sunk into the ground outside each corner of two attached rectangular tents.  Lesser nobles had smaller single rectangular tents of round tents with conical tops held up by a central pole.

Outside the entry side of the tent was an area of flattened clay surrounded by a circle of waist-high stakes painted bright red.  Except for a narrow entry way to the inner area of the circle, each stake was topped with a wrist-thick mooring rope.  Izora halted just for a brief moment to observe the open Gateway set atop a stone pad.  The roiling blue center identified it as a Gateway and not a Portal.

The guard yanked her elbow and she was virtually dragged the final feet to the tent’s entrance that was guarded by a pair of guards on each side.of the opening.  She was shoved into the tent and she quickly tried to correct the lines of her clothing to regain some measure of respect.   She looked about what was clearly the King’s command tent and her eyes were immediately drawn to a single large table in the middle that was piled high with maps and military movement orders arrayed around a map freshly painted in the wood top of the table.

“Its a map of Jarion,” she said as she stepped unconsciously to the table.  She leaned over and touched the map where an arched opening filled with red had been cunningly drawn on the map.  “A Portal at Watcher’s Guard,” she hissed as her eyes read the small text beside the Portal and the jumbled pile of rocks beside it.  Her eyes looked across the familiar landscape of her home world and she saw a network of more than a dozen blue filled Gateways that were likely connected to the blue Gateway near the Portal.

A man’s gruff voice cleared his throat.  “Hmmmpf!  Lady Huntress Dora Rowlands?” he asked as he stood from what was clearly a mobile throne.

Izora jumped in surprise.  Distracted by the map table, she hadn’t noticed that the upholstered chairs arranged along the long wall of the tent were occupied.  “King Ordimir,” she said, bowing as she spoke the words with a much reverence as she could collect given her disheveled looks and her inner anguish from having her Mana stolen away by the Nullification Bracelet on her wrist.

Her eyes widened at the sight of Baron Baron Bernard Corftey, Heidi, and Sheriff Finton Doyle sitting in three of the other chairs.  “Baron, … Heidi, … , Sir Sheriff, … well met,” she managed to croak out as her throat suddenly seemed dry.

Baron Corftey stood and pulled Heidi up to stand beside him.  His arm slipped around her waist and drew the two together. 

“Dora, thanks to the recent blessing of King Ordimir and King Gailan, it’s only proper that you address us as Baron and Lady Corftey,” Heidi’s stern voice cut through the previously pleasant atmosphere. 

Izora gulped and the King’s smile faltered at the suddenly cold atmosphere in his own tent.  Izora hoped with all her being that he wouldn’t find out the details of what had transpired with Heidi, the Sheriff, and the Baron’s guards over the last night.  “At least he addressed me as Lady Huntress.”

“I understand that you were unable to meet up in time this morning with the remainder of Baron Corftey’s sponsored team,” the King added awkwardly.

“Yyyes, Majesty,” Izora stuttered.  She looked to the Baron and flinched at his stony face.

“Huntress Dora Rowlands, I believe you should hurry to your transit slot through the Gateway,” Baron Corftey said in a tone meant to be obeyed.

“Of course, Baron,” Izora mumbled.  “Majesty, with your leave,” she added, bowed, and backed out of the tent.  Her heart was beating furiously at the awkward encounter.  “The Baron is no longer my advocate or friend,” she told herself with concern.

Her escort was standing outside with a wry grin on his face.  Izora blushed at the knowing looks between the four King Ordimir Guardsmen and Baron Corftey’s Guardsman.  The casual stance of the four guarding access to King Ordimir’s tent compared with their stiff positions of attention when she arrived were blatant signs of disrespect.  “I should tell them of your small worm-sized cock,” she hissed to her escort in a voice loud enough to be heard by all five men.

“Bitch!” he hissed at her to the laughter of the guards.

His hand closed on her upper arm in a grip that would leave bruises and her pulled her toward the area marking the Gateway.

“It’s what you deserve, you bastard,” she hissed back.  “I’m a famous Huntress and should be treated as a Lady.”

“Hard to be to respectful when I’ve had my dick satisfied in all three of your holes.”  He stopped at the narrow entry to the circle around the Gateway and pushed her toward a narrow path of recently laid paving stones.  “I distinctly remember your pleas at some points for me to ‘keep on fucking you’ and to ‘fuck you even harder’ even as you quivered in screaming orgasm.”

Izora pulled her arm free and wished she that the Nullification Bracelet wasn’t so efficient at stealing and blocking her access to Mana.  She had visions in her head of the razor-sharp bar of air that she would wield to cut off his testicles and cock.  “I’d do it as I walk through the Gateway,” she promised.

She approached the pair of Witchfinders guarding the Gateway and the leashed Mage Slave kneeling at each of their sides.  The women’s eyes were closed and they appeared to be in a state of meditation.  “Keeping a trickle of Mana flowing to the Gateway to keep it open,” was Izora’s first thought.  Then, when she looked at the stakes a handful of paces around the Gateway, she noticed a narrow line of blackened soil just outside the circle of stakes.  “They’re also keeping a death dome over the entire Gateway except for the narrow stone path to the entrance,” she realized.”  Izora snorted at her inability to see the weaves used in the death trap and cursed the thin bracelet on her wrist.

She paused before the Gateway and addressed the Witchfinders.  “Sirs, I’m Huntress Dora Rowlands.  I have a favor to ask.”  At their nods, she quickly added, “Without Magic, my plan is to blend in with the commoners while I seek a Mage or Wizard to capture or kill.”

Both Witchfinders looked at her askance. 

“Izora pulled out her Hunter’s wallet and showed them the three Gold stars and the single Silver star beside her Hunter’s Guild Badge.

The pair immediately stiffened in their first sign of real respect and one nodded, “Well met, Lady Huntress Dora Rowlands.  I am Witchfinder Chion Teague and beside me is Witchfinder Conor Doyl.  What is it that you need?”

Izora held up her wrist and showed the two Witchfinders the Nullification Bracelet.  “Two things.  First, Baron Corftey gifted me this as a sign of trust and respect.  The problem is I can’t remove it and fear it will draw unwanted attention to me.  Without being paired with a Mage Slave’s Magic to defend myself, I fear it makes me vulnerable if eyes are too quickly drawn to me.”

The kneeling Mage Slaves opened their eyes and their heads swiveled to observe the bracelet.  Each shivered at the malignant feelings they felt from the device.  “It’s bad, Master,” one whispered too quietly for their masters to hear.  “It should be removed.  Who would use such a foul thing to herald trust and respect in the wearer?”

“The other is this gaudy golden ear ornament,” Izora continued by touching the heavy gold earring after cringing at overhearing the Mage Slave’s comment. 

“Can you remove them, Mage Slave Oria?” Witchfinder Chion Teague interjected as he placed his hand on the head of the slim brunette that must have been his Mage Slave, Oria.

Izora felt her ear twitch from some external force.  Something tugged on it briefly and the two pieces of the gold claw ornament floated down to pause in front of her face.  Izora reached out and grabbed it.  “Thank you Mage Slave Oria.”

“Master,” brunette Oria explained warily, “the ear bauble was easy to open.  But, the bracelet was built to be fuse in place and to be unremovable.  If we can take it off, it will take both of us.”

Witchfinder Conor Doyl thumped his black-haired Mage Slave on the head and hissed, “Mage Slave Roisin, you heard her, wench.  Both of you work together to remove the bracelet off Huntress Dora Rowlands’ wrist.”

This time, the efforts of the two Mage Slaves, Oria and Roisin, caused a tingling vibration in her wrist.  The tingling began to burn and Izora worried that the bracelet’s Magic would fight back to defeat the efforts of the two Mages.  Unconcerned with the trivial task, the two Witchfinders were unaware of the strain starting to show on the women’s faces.

With the discordant crack of a dry aged branch breaking, the bracelet suddenly shattered and its pieces flew in all directions.  Izora sagged at the sudden removal of the cuff’s presence and the opening of her access to her Mana Pool.  Even empty, Izora sighed in relief.  “It will refill naturally,” she told herself with confidence.  “The cuff wasn’t on my wrist long enough to cause damage to the pathways like the arrow has done to Bluefrost.”

With looks of relief, both Mage Slaves exchanged quick glances with Izora as she opened her eyes in a clear sign of relief.  Izora shivered when she saw each woman form a deliberate wink at her.  “By the Gods,” she told herself, “they could have turned on me, rendered me helpless, and led me bound to the slaughter.”  She looked to the smug and arrogant Witchfinders and shivered internally at the thought of being owned and controlled while wearing one of the Slave Queen’s infamous slave collars.

“These two Mage Slaves aren’t treated well by their masters,” she internalized.

“Masters, I fear its destruction was the only way to remove the pretty thing,” brunette Oria whispered without a bit of surprise or guilt in her voice at recognizing another Magic User.

Witchfinder Chion Teague growled and reached down for one of the fragments.

Before he could either apologize or blame his slaves, Izora spoke up, “Sir Witchfinder, I thank you, despite the gift being broken,” She waved her hand away and fought a grimace of disgust when he offered her some of the fragments.  “No, Sir Witchfinder, please dispose of the remains of the bauble as I never came to enjoy its feel.”

Mage Slave Oria reacted by shuffling the pieces into a discrete pile with tiny gusts of air.  The bits and pieces of the Nullification Bracelet rose into the air and flew through a tiny Gateway formed by Roisin.

Izora nodded in respect to the two women.  “They have different hair colors,” she wondered, “are they sisters?”  With a sigh at being unable to save the women, she looked to the Gateway several paces down the stone pathway.  “I best be on my way.  I’m told the Gateway leads to the garrison by the Portal to the other realm?”

“Aye, Huntress, do not be surprised at the size of our armed camp beside the Portal to the realm of Jarion,” Witchfinder Conor Doyl explained.  “One of our hunting groups was recently ambushed near the place they called Watcher’s Guard and King Ordimir has reinforced both sides of the Portal to prevent another attack or a raid upon Ivarren itself.”

Izora nodded at those words and held back the wealth of questions the topic of an ambush brought to mind.  She had really only been somewhat aware of the initial battle at Watcher’s Guard.  Instead, she nodded, voiced her thanks, and strode toward the glowing blue interior of the Gateway.

She paused at the Gateway, quickly looked at her Mana Pool and let loose a worried breath that she’d held back.  “Thank the Gods, that the bastard Nullification Bracelet didn’t damage my Mana pathways in the short time that I wore it.  The Pool should be completely full at its normal rate in four days.”  With a grin, she took a deep breath, and smiled as she stepped through the Gateway.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Gailan, Gweneth’s Awakening at the Waterfall

The shadows of late afternoon had slipped over her body before Bluefrost woke from her orgasm-induced slumber.  She woke in part because of the cooling breeze that chilled her body.  The Mage sensed Rory beside her and rolled toward him to find him staring intently at her with his body parallel to hers.

“I know everything about your body, High Mage Gweneth Bluefrost,” he whispered in a soft but assertive voice as one arm reached around her body to hold them snugly face-to-face.

Panicked, Bluefrost tried to roll away and immediately felt for her Mana to prepare a defensive spell.  She mentally reached for it and felt the pool was, impossibly, completely full, … but, … “It feels different, thicker, and slippery … it refused to respond.  It won’t let me use it!” she cried to herself in full blown panic.  Shaken to her core, she ceased fighting against Rory’s greater physical strength.

Rory chuckled at her mental and physical distress, “Whatever that stuff is that you are trying to use, … it’s mine and you can’t touch it.  Does that mean I control your Magic?”

Bluefrost realized belatedly that his hand on her belly during the ride had been his unconscious attempt to find and control her Mana as his deep lust was fighting to let his powers as a Wizard emerge.  “You’re a newly born Wizard,” she whispered in dismay.  “On the ride, … you were feeling for my Magic.”

Rory cocked his head and considered her accusation.  “No,” he responded, “I was rubbing your belly as a step toward seducing you, … feeling a need to getting you to accept me between your legs.  I guess your womb is perhaps the gateway to your Mana.”

She silently screamed at herself the whole time Rory was explaining how he ‘found’ he Mana and linked to it.   “The Nullification Shards from the arrow drained my Mana Pool but also provided some protection from Magical influence, maybe even blocking access to the pool.”  She gasped and silently determined what happened, “Removing the bits of the arrow left my Mana Pool beyond empty, it was left wide open, direly wounded, and vulnerable like none ever in memory.”

She looked the stableboy in the eye, “During our last coupling, your hand on my belly took control of my Mana,” she whispered in fear.  “Then, just when you bred me, ... you filled me with your Mana and your Wizard powers came into being.  You used me as if I were some sort of artifact designed to hold your Mana.  Like my lost Mana Ring.  Oh, by the mercifulness Gods.”  Mentally, she ‘felt’ for the tiny river that had previously fed her Mana into the Pool and discovered that her link to that regenerative Mana was completely rerouted and diverted to the boy.

“Please, … Rory, … release me,” Bluefrost begged.  “I can’t be your slave.”

“So, I was right,” Rory said with a soft chuckle, “you really are mine.  I ‘felt’ something click in place when it felt like my seed was filling that thing you call a Mana Pool.  I think I can do anything with your body.”  He paused and giggled, “Feel this?”

Bluefrost’s body arched rigidly against his as another orgasm exploded from her womb outward.  She shivered and shook, unable to control her body at all.  Finally, it ended and she collapsed limply.  “Don’t,” she whimpered, “please no more.”

Rory cocked his head to the side.  Then, he smirked.  “I like you Mage Gweneth and my cock likes you as well.”  A look of worry crossed his face and he took a deep breath.  “My little sexy Mage, I’ve discovered that I now own you even more deeply and can’t let you go.  My seed has just taken hold in your womb.”

“Besides,” he added, “by King Ordimir’s law, no Mage can live unless collared, … bonded to a Master or Mistress.”

Bluefrost’s eyes widened in shock.  “No!” she hissed in denial.  “I can’t be your slave.  Impossible!  The Nullification effect held my body’s reproductive system in stasis.  I haven’t had a period since the day the Arrow of Nullification struck me.”

“I think you need to stop, focus, and tell me everything,” he answered.

It was like his words triggered a steel trap that slammed down tight onto her brain.  The command instantly stopped every free and sentient thought in Bluefrost’s head and she became merely a witness to the actions of her body.  She was powerless to do anything as her mouth responded on its own, calmly telling the complex story of her long life as a Mage on Jarion and of how she came to be in Ivarren and at the Raging River Inn and Tavern.  The torrent of words were organized and coherent.  Rory continued to smile and nod as she unwillingly bared her soul.

His caresses fueled further explanations, … more detailed than she’d ever revealed to a living soul.

It was full dark before Bluefrost ceased telling her story and the command ended.  Wide-eyed, she looked to Rory’s smiling face.  “You’ve captured me,” she admitted softly.  To herself, she added, “He has possession of my Magic and my soul in a way far beyond what the Magic imbued in the Slave Queen’s collars could ever accomplish.  Those collars are now powerless to control this body or my Magic as I’m already an instrument of his to command and use.”  In a way, she felt deep relief at being exempt from Izora or any of the evil Slave Queen’s Magic Slave Collars.  “My confusion on the ride is what started all this, … setting the stage for his seduction of a Mage more than twenty times his age,” she admitted.

“High Mage Gweneth Bluefrost, I repeat, you are mine, I own you,” Rory intoned, “and I’m your Master in every possible way.  You love, worship, and lust after me with every fiber of your being and you will never act against me, my thoughts, or my plans.”  He smirked as Bluefrost’s face contorted as the new reality imposed itself upon her.  “Bring the coal down here,” he commanded, “so that you can create the Diamonds you were to use to purchase your Bond Slave freedom so you could go pursue your ex-Apprentice, Mage Izora.” 

“Mmmaster,” she replied with a hint of fear as she raised a hand of caution.  “I expected someone to come looking for the source of raw Diamond stones I was going to present to the King’s Bank.  My hope is that the solid stone of the mountain would shield the discovery of any echoes of the strong Magic used in forming the Diamonds.”

“Alright,” Rory responded with a grin, “then, get your ass up the slope to the cave entrance.  I’ll follow to watch you create the rough Diamonds and then we can seed a few in the clay deposit across the waterfall pool as per your plan.”

Later, in the cave, Rory had to fed more Mana into her much depleted Mana Pool as she struggled with compressing and heating the chunks of coal.  He was learning about Mana and smirked at how easy it was to use her as a power bank.  Finally, the small pile of rough Diamonds cooled enough for him to pick them up and sort through them.  “I know nothing of Diamonds, tell me about these.”

Bluefrost swallowed.  She’d felt Rory’s Mana fill the rapidly dropping levels of Mana in her Mana Pool as she formed the rough Diamonds one after the other from the chunks of coal.  “Master, I have to go through the progression of coin values for you to fully understand what these rough stones represent.”

Rory nodded briefly.

“You already know that it takes one hundred Bronze to equal the value of a single Copper and that ten Coppers equals the value of a single Silver or one thousand Bronze.”

The stableboy’s eyes widened at the unimaginable thought of a thousand Bronze.

“What you may not know,” Bluefrost continued, “is that ten Silvers equals the value of a single Gold which is also the same as ten thousand Bronze.”

Rory’s eyes widened further as the values rapidly increased.

“Finally, Diamonds are next.  They are the most valuable of your realm’s coins.  Small, ‘S-graded’ Diamonds are worth ten Gold which is 100,000 Bronze.  Medium, ‘M-graded’ Diamonds are worth fifty Gold which is 500,000 Bronze.  And finally, Large, ‘L-graded’ Diamonds are worth two hundred Gold which is 2,000,000 Bronze.” 

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


Rory looked with wonder at the rough stones that he held in his hand.  “And unfinished Diamonds?” he asked.

“When selling, three quarters their final valuation,” Bluefrost offered.  “It’s more profitable to just pay the jeweler and only sell the finished product.  Also, here is normal for the jeweler to keep any Diamond chips left over from the finishing process.  In your hand are twenty rough Diamonds of which we should seed half in the clay bank beside the waterfall.  The rest, will ultimately grade out as four ‘S’ Diamonds, three ‘M’ Diamonds and three ‘L’ Diamonds; all worth three quarters their final value.  So, the value for selling ten of those rough Diamonds is (4*.75*10) + (3*.75*50) + (3*.75*200) or a total of five hundred ninety two Gold, … or, … 5.92 million Bronze.”

She paused and added, “Also, Master, after finishing and grading, the stones are sealed within a fingertip-sized crystal that’s been Mage-hardened and the letter, ‘S’, ‘M’, or ‘L’ embedded within in solid Gold lettering.  Also, each Diamond has a serial number cut into the crystal in nearly invisible, small numbers for tracking purposes.”

“Wait!  Wait!  You mean to throw away almost six million Bronze into the clay deposit?” Rory exclaimed in horror.  “Simply for others to find?”

“That was my plan,” Bluefrost whispered defensively.  “As a Bond Slave, I knew the Bank and Magistrate would demand to know exactly where my new wealth came from.  Master, how much more in riches do you need?  We can always make more Diamonds.” 

“Hmmpf,” Rory grumped, “Mage, remember that your ass is now included among my wealth.”  He did a quick calculation and decided that 11.86 million Bronze was much better that just 5.92 million Bronze.  “How much is your Bond worth again?”

“Five Gold,” she answered.

Rory reached over to look carefully at the shiny black tattoo on her neck.  He traced the text down below her ear.  She shivered at the touch.

“Who did this?” he asked.

Bluefrost blushed and replied, “You know the story, Master.  Izora, known here in Ivarren as Dora Rowlands, and I escaped to Ivarren with almost no funds.  Because of that, and because I had lost my Magic to the Nullification Arrow, my former apprentice created the false story of purchasing my bond from a destitute farming family to leave me here working at theRaging River Inn and Tavern.  Slave Master Dannamore did the math for the Bond amount, ten times the amount paid to my pretend family.  That came to five Gold which the Magistrate agreed to.  Dannamore used his own needles to ink the slave registration tattoo on my neck.  The twin circles on my cheek came from before, when I briefly wore a powerful Magic collar.”

“Can our Magic remove them?” Rory asked and then shook his head.  “No, forget that, I like leaving you marked as mine even after I buy your bond.”  He turned and gave her a fierce stare.  “Of course, you’ll immediately petition to be my permanent slave citing that you’d never earn enough to buy your freedom.”

Bluefrost’s heart leaped at the chance of evading Izora’s hold on herself even if it meant she would now be permanently owned by the stableboy.  However, Rory hadn’t given her the chance to chose.  “Yes, of course, Master,” she whispered.  “I’m your slave.”

In the cave’s chamber, Rory pulled her to sit with her back towards his as he leaned back against the rough stone.   They were each still naked.  She sighed as his hands took firm possession of her breasts and she leaned her head back against his.

“Master Rory,” she whispered, “after you buy my bond tomorrow, … will you pay off the inn for the days remaining in this moon cycle.  Otherwise, I will have to be their whore for another full ten-day.”

He ignored the question for now.  Instead, he asked softly, “Tell me Gweneth, in your world, your realm, were you considered a noble or of high class?”

Surprised by the question, Gweneth nodded.  “I was born a Lady to a wealthy family of minor nobility.  Then, when I earned my status as a High Mage, I was accorded a status equal to that of Duchess but without the formal title.  If social rank came into play, Master Rory, I preferred the title of High Mage which all knew was higher than my formal title among nobility as a Lady.”

“Hmmm,” he answered, “the transition of your status pleases me.  Once you were highly respected and with noble rank before your Apprentice Greenwilt acted such that you became hunted in both Jarion and Ivarren.  Here, as a refugee, your other ex-Apprentice Mage Izora, known here as Dora Rowlands, collared and registered you as a Bond Slave and then abandoned you in Woodhurst, forced to ply the oldest trade of all under a stern Slave Master.”

Rory remained silent for long moments.  “Tell me,” he finally spoke, “in Jarion are there fables told of the lower classes achieving riches and fame through trials and tribulations?”

Gweneth considered the fables of overcoming odds to achieve success that were told to children and the more cautionary and dire tales told to older children and adults.  “Yes, Rory, there are such tales; those telling of girls or boys becoming Princesses or Princes.”  In a more serious tone, she added, “Of course there are also tales of Princesses or Princes that run afoul of evil and their paths led to ruination.”

He took a deep breath and then grinned.  “In that case, I see you as the victim, falling far from your former position and now my complete and total prisoner.  Already, … you are no longer a Bond Slave.  Gweneth, High Mage, Bluefrost, or any combination of names are too formal in your new reality of my being fully my Mage Slave.  Instead, I name you, … Gwen, … just plain Gwen, or Slave Gwen.”

Gwen felt the change immediately and instantly felt her thoughts become removed from any desire to cling to her former life’s names or titles.  “Yes, … Master, I am Slave Gwen,” she whispered back.  Inwardly, she knew that Rory’s hold on her body and soul was at least as powerful as the most advanced collar designed by King Ordimir’s Slave Queen.

“Now, Gwen,” he continued in a firmer voice, “since you own nothing ,and all these rough Diamond stones are mine, I see no need to waste half of those stones seeding a false mine site here at the waterfall.  Unlike a slave, I don’t have to explain to anyone where I found my riches.   So, get up, you have work to do.  I see plenty of coal is left and I want another full set of rough Diamonds.  Why should I only have about twelve million Bronze in six hundred Golds when I can have three times that amount."

“Hmmm, before you go to the bank to buy back my Bond Slave Title, you need to first get clothing worthy of your new status.”  Gwen smiled, “Else those arrogant bankers won’t take you seriously.  I have enough tip money to buy them for you.  We can go shopping in the village tomorrow.

“Bronwen also has tip money that she will donate,” Rory added with a smile.

Gwen frowned.  She felt a flair of jealousy at the mention of the young woman’s name.  Despite being almost two hundred years old, she had no experience in romantic relationships beyond the one-sided affairs that she held with those apprentices that she brought into her bed.  She bit back any questions about Rory and Bronwen.


Chapter 4:  Questing for Slaves and Riches

Realm of Ivarren, the Portal to Jarion

Izora emerged from the chaos of the tent city at Stonehaven to northern Ordimir through a first Gateway.  Her sight was immediately drawn by the sight of the newly formed red glowing Portal by the cliffside.  “King Ordimir’s Mage Slaves formed it almost exactly where High Mage Bluefrost initially formed the first doorway between realms,” she told herself.  With a sigh at would could never happen, she let loose the romantic thought brought on by the sight.  “Yes, the first thought of Bluefrost’s original Portal brought forth an ache in my heart, … an ache for what could never be, … a restoration of things before Apprentice Mage Greenwilt acted so foolishly by disturbing the balance of political, military, and magical power between our two realms.”

Izora had ignored the bustle of military activity at the scene there in northern Ordimir and immediately strode forward to the Portal.  A single step later and she emerged at Watcher’s Guard in Jarion where, being confronted by the wreckage of her previous home, she stopped dead in her tracks in shock.

Realm of Jarion, the Ruins of Watcher’s Guard

Mage Izora had taken a single step in Jarion when she stumbled as the immense damage to Watcher’s Guard appeared in front of her, just a few paces away from the Portal.  The sight was nearly overwhelming.  The place she called home for two decades as Apprentice to High Mage Bluefrost was nothing but a pile of rubble.  There was no shape to the jumbled pile of stone and not a single tree or plant remained outside where the tower itself had stood.

Focused completely on the ruins, the first sign of activity she noticed were the long lines of poorly dressed slaves busy cleaning heavy stones of old mortar and hauling away those stones from the rubble.  “It’s organized labor,” she realized as her eyes traced the three observed lines of slaves hauling stone.  “Hundreds and hundreds of captured Jarion slaves?” she wondered.  She saw that two of the lines were bringing stones to what were new defensive walls being constructed skillfully with mortar and concrete hundreds of paces from the ruins.  “The other line is providing building material for buildings.”

She took the opportunity to spin slowly in place to see everything.  “Tents, … tents everywhere and observation towers already in place.”  She recognized among the many the banners that King Ordimir’s Engineers, Cavalry, and Infantry were widely represented.  She shivered when she realized that there were at least a dozen collared Mage Slaves busy supporting the massive construction effort.  A similar number of Witchfinders wearing rigid leather armor and multiple weapons, swords and long knives, were staged about to oversee the efforts.  Common soldiers and guardsmen were also present, armed mostly with bows and crossbows.

A small slender Witchfinder approached from the direction of a small cluster of tents.  He was accompanied by two women.  “A Witchfinder, a Mage Slave, and a Free Woman?” she wondered as they approached.  The shapeless gray tunic worn by the youngest looking woman, along with her slave collar, confirmed she was a slave to one of the two others.  The confidence of their movements indicated to Izora that they had been waiting for her arrival.

“Hail, Huntress,” the Witchfinder began, “be you Lady Huntress Dora Rowlands?”

“Yes,” Izora answered after a moment of hesitation.  Her senses were on high alert at being so quickly approached.  “Can I help you?”  Without thought or taking precious time to check, she knew the paltry status of her Mana.  “Enough for a very brief surprise and then flight,” she told herself with worry.

The Witchfinder smiled and bowed.  “Yes, Lady, we have much to discuss.”  He waved a hand toward a nearby tent.  “I recommend we move to your tent that is provided for your use.  We can more comfortably do introductions and begin our discussions.”

Izora nodded, and after being gestured to proceed, led the way to the tent.  She was pleasantly surprised to find an almost luxurious accommodation for a forward military fort still under construction deep in enemy territory.  “The logistics of working in another world make this even more impressive.”  She found a small field desk with a comfortable chair facing two other chairs.  A bed, a chest for gear, and a tent-wide rug finished the largest of the furnishings.

She sat down with a bit of hesitation; but, decided to remain as openly confident as possible.

Once inside and seeing the Huntress comfortably seated, the Witchfinder bowed once again and introduced himself.  “Lady Huntress, I be one of King Ordimir’s Witchfinders, Witchfinder Cormac Tierney.”  He pointed to the Mage Slave that had already knelt down beside him on the carpet.  “This is Mage Slave Aine Elowen Quayl, a captured Magic User from this realm, Jarion.”  He pointed to the apparently Free Woman.

“To keep secret that I’m a Mage, Lady Huntress, you should call me Slave Aine,” the young brunette Mage Slave surprisingly spoke forth.

“The others don’t seem to care that she just broke into the introductions,” Izora mused.

“Lady,” the black-haired Free Woman said with a head nod and a grim smile, “I be Elowen Quayl from King Ordimir’s Intelligence Service.  I’ve been operating independently undercover here on Jarion as a traveling merchant since the initial raid upon Jarion.  I came through immediately after the combatants.”

“A woman merchant,” Izora observed with a smile, “that’s brave and very similar to the manner to how I planned to operate while scouting Jarion for Magic Users.”

Cormac and Elowen both sat down and he affectionately patted his Mage Slave on the head.

After a long moment of silence, the woman cleared her throat.  “We have come up with a plan to capture and collar a powerful enemy Magic User.  With the information I’ve developed, the King’s Intelligence Service has judged her a high value target.  Since the fall of their Council of Mages and Wizards, she has declared herself a High Mage and covertly linked herself to the highly illegal and disruptive side of the Slavers Guild here on the continent of Alabar.  We don’t thing there is any cooperation between Slavers Guilds on the other continents of Jarion.”

“Who is this dangerous High Mage?” Izora interrupted.  “A powerful Mage linked with the equally powerful and invasive Slavers Guild sounds like something for a large force to address.”

“Even if you studied carefully the culture, geography, government, and personalities in this realm as outlined in the Witchfinder Chronicles, I doubt that you’ve seen her name and description,” the undercover spy explained. “She is High Mage Eavan Weaver.  We’ve searched exhaustively but found no record of her anywhere, even in the library of the Council of Mages and Wizards.  She seems to have popped up from obscurity.”  She took a deep breath and added in a serious tone.  “However, we do judge her to be very powerful and King Ordimir has agreed to double the bounty for her capture.”

“One thousand Gold?” Izora asked in amazement.

“Which we plan to share equally among the three of us,” Witchfinder Cormac Tierney offered with enthusiasm.

Izora held back a sigh.  “Sir Witchfinder, Lady Spy, I withhold must exercise caution and agreement until I’ve heard the plan that you seem so eager to draw me into.”

Elowen Quayl took a deep breath.  “Simply put, we know with certainty that High Mage Eavan Weaver has set up the center of her operation at the main Slavers Guild Headquarters.  We also know that she has a strong dominant streak and a kink for acquiring and training young women as her personal sex slaves.” She took another deep, calming breath and added, “She has contracted with a known Slaver, Guild Mistress Niamh Curran, to acquire four blonde slaves that she hopes to wield into a competitive Ponygirl racing team.”

Izora held up a hand.  “I can already see where this is going.  Elowen Quayl you are black-haired and a merchant so you aren’t volunteering to be one of the four poor blonde bitches.  Do you seriously think that I will agree to pretend to be undercover as one of your four blonde slaves, … to risk permanent enslavement by a high-level Mage and a leader in the Slavers Guild, … to be a sexual toy and a Ponygirl?  By the Gods of Stupidity look elsewhere!”

“Look here,” Witchfinder Cormac interjected with heat, “this is a good plan.  Elowen has a history of doing business with the Slavers Guild.  She’s actually much more than a common merchant, she is officially a Slavers Guild Agent; low-level, but nonetheless registered and known for her discretion.  That’s how she found out that Mage Eavan Weaver has put out a call for four unmarked blonde slaves and her deputy, Niamh Curran, is the point of contact.  Elowen has perviously met Niamh on a couple of other occasions and they’ve agreed to meet up at the Guild’s Central Trading Post to exchange Gold and slaves.  Just so you know, Elowen has a permanent cabin at that Trading Post and is known there as reliable when auctioning or trading slaves.  Yes, you will be one of the four blondes sold; but, you will be followed every foot of the way from the Trading Post to the Guild Headquarters where we can draw out and ambush Eavan Weaver.”

“Lady Huntress,” Elowen continued, “after Niamh leaves with the blondes from the Trading Post, I will follow you and Slave Aine will follow both of us using Gateways and her Combat Magic ready to use if an early rescue is necessary.  Another Witchfinder and his Mage Slave will be pre-positioned nearby the Guild Headquarters.  The Witchfinder will trigger the actual attack against the High Mage, backed up by two Mage Slaves and myself.”

Witchfinder Cormac Tierney added softly, “I was told by King Ordimir the Fifth himself to hold something as a final offer unless it looked as though you would not participate because of the danger of the mission.  Do this, and the King will offer all three of us a full one thousand Gold bounty and he will pay off your bank loan.  As an added bonus, we can split the reward for the head of the High Mage’s Slaver, Niamh Curran and anyone else we capture or eliminate.”

Izora gasped at the information that the King would not only pay each a one thousand Gold bounty but added in another one thousand Gold to pay off her bank loan.  The lure of two thousand Gold made up her mind.

I’m still not happy about this plan,” Izora explained with a sigh, “but I admit to be happy to have two Mage Slaves and a Witchfinder involved.”  She turned to the spy.  “Otherwise, no disrespect Elowen Quayl, but I would have refused.”

“Good,” Witchfinder Cormac Tierney exclaimed with a smile, “the next step is to pause for two more days to let Niamh Curran arrive at the transfer station.”  He stood up and moved to the tent’s entrance.  Before he left he waved, “Good luck Lady Huntress.  See you the second morning from now when we depart for the Trading Post and things get interesting.”

Elowen rose and gestured to the tent flap.  Mage Slave Aine quickly rose from her knees with a grace Izora couldn’t help but admire, and scurried over to the tent’s entrance to tie the flaps closed.  Elowen’s face transformed to a stern visage.  “Huntress, as you fully realize, there is no room for error in this plan.  We only have two days to get you prepared to merge in flawlessly as the fourth of my three blonde captives: Aoife, Vivian, and Kieran.  From this point on, you are to refer to Aine and I as Mistress.  We want no fuck ups.”

Mage Izora had a brief flash of deja vu at the words; ones almost exactly as she’d admonished Bluefrost before allowing her to join her on the trip to Ivarren.  A quick slash of a riding crop in Mage Slave Aine’s hands to her butt cheek brought a hop and a yelp of surprise.

A menacing look from Elowen brought confusion to Izora.  “What?” was her incoherent answer.

“A slave answers back to her Mistress with a ‘Yes, Mistress’ you idiot!” Aine hissed angrily to her ear.

Izora had learned enough in this realm that Aine’s actions were way out of the norm.  “Yes, Mistress.” she answered to get this embarrassing scene over with.  “How will she pass as a Slave Mistress or a Free Woman while wearing a Magically Imbued Slave Collar?”

“Yes, Mistress Aine!” Aine added in a stern voice that matched the visage on Elowen’s face.

“Slave Dora, I expected quicker learning from a Huntress,” Elowen responded with a sigh of disgust.  “Our client, the Mage, will only pay for four nearly identical slaves that she said to me, ‘can be molded into perfect, compliant, unthinking bitches,’ in her other words, ‘eager sex-crazed bimbos,’so, Aine, help this soon-to-be blonde bimbo to empty her pack on the table.”

Izora finally came to the late realization that she was going to be forced to slip deeply into the role of a newly captured and subservient slave well prior to the beginning of the mission.  She pushed down her need to be assertive and dominate, … and stood attentively as the two women sorted through her bag and tried to ignore their comments and actions.

“Set aside her two sets of Nullification Cuffs and the two sets of Two-Rune-Two-Stone Slave Collars for Witchfinder Cormac Tierney,” Elowen directed.  “He can put them to good use when we capture High Mage Eavan Weaver.  The Gold and other coins go into a pouch to return to the Huntress after the mission.  Lay out and fold all the clothing on the table.”

Izora was impressed at the speed and efficiency shown by the Spy in going through her things.  “Ah, … Mmmistress Elowen, I’ll need all that accounted for to get everything back after the mission.  As you probably know, Mistress Elowen, I go into this mission with few assets.”

Spy Elowen Quayl looked up and locked eyes with Izora.  She nodded and added, “That’s better Slave Dora.  We’ll take good care of the Huntress’ things.”

Izora hated the way they were already addressing her as Slave Dora and speaking of her possessions as if they belonged to another person, a free woman Huntress.  “This will require full immersion into slavery,” she told herself, already regretting accepting this mission.  “By the Merciless Gods,” I can’t survive without the Gold.  As High Mage Izora, I’m hunted in this, my home realm.  As Huntress, I need Gold to pay off my loan and try to buy out my slave obligations at that vile inn in Woodhurst, to Slave Master Dannamore at the Raging River Inn.”

Both women then stood up and faced her.  “Slave Dora,” Elowen said in the same stern voice, “time to get rid of your clothing so I can evaluate what kind of slave I’ve illegally captured and plan to offer for sale to High Mage Eavan Weaver.”

Izora gulped and realized it was far too late to opt out of this crazy scheme.  “Yes, Mistress Elowen,” she whispered as she visualized how two thousand Gold would improve her future in Ivarren.  “I can buy an estate and enjoy life with my four slaves,” she thought, ignoring the detail that she had promised to free Bluefrost.

Izora took off her clothing piece by piece and set them on the table as directed by Aine’s voiceless imperative motion with a simple hand gesture.  Deciding it was in her best interest to play along fully, Izora added, “Yes, Mistress Aine,” in a respectful answer to the unspoken command to put all her things on the table.

She shivered when Aine stepped up behind her and grasped her long blonde hair in a tight grip.  Elowen stepped up to her face and ran her fingertips down the long blonde tresses held tightly by Aine.  “My slave still has her long blonde hair,” she murmured softly in approval.  “The Mage will be pleased as she matches well the appearance of the other three blonde bimbos.”

“Aine, all four are to be delivered unmarked as registered, legally procured slaves, unshorn, and sexually unsullied upon capture.”  She grinned widely when her fingertips passed down Izora’s full and proud breasts and settled across her bald pubic mound and equally bare pussy.  “Thank you slut for shaving off your badge of a Free Woman,” Elowen said with approval and a grin.  “The other three were so humiliated when they were shorn bald as a new born and here you’ve already marked yourself as a slut.”

“Love, shaving those three whimpering blondes was a highlight of my time with you,” Aine murmured.  “Their tears were so arousing.”

Izora noted yet another sign of Aine lacking the proper respect that the brunette slave should be showing to a Mistress.  “Too casual a tone and demeanor.  What exactly is their relationship?” she wondered.  “Even in training for the mission, … would Elowen accept such familiarity?”

Izora felt Aine behind her moving her arms as Elowen continued to explore her body.  “Nice muscle tone and firm everywhere,” she complimented her new slave.

A loud set of clicks startled Izora and she struggled to wrench her arms forward in surprise.  They remained behind her back, locked in what felt like heavy steel slaver’s cuffs.  They were oddly heavy.  “Heavy, Mistress Elowen,” Izora complained softly.

“My slaves stay in proper bondage,” Elowen hissed as she grabbed Izora’s jaw.  “Out here in the wilds of Jarion, don’t expect lightweight polished steel cuffs.  These are iron, wrought by local blacksmiths.  They are indeed heavy and just as strong.  Remember, we can’t have anything fuck up this plan.”

Aine slipped the leather strap of a fat black ball gag over her head.  The two women worked together to force it between Izora’s lips.  “Better, Elowen,” Aine voiced in a happy tone, “your blonde captives are much better when silent and helpless.  This one just needs time to begin her conversion to a compliant slave.”

Elowen forced pushed naked Izora down to her knees and then continued to manipulate her helpless form to lay down on the carpet.  At the same time, Aine snapped another set of cuffs around her ankles.  Furious, at the unnecessary treatment, Izora could only glare at the two women.  She nearly exploded in action with combat spells when a leather slave hood was slipped over her head and the two women rolled her under the comfortable looking bed that Izora had admired and hoped to use.

“The bimbos are without water or food right now?” Aine asked.

“Yes, and this candidate slave needs to catch up with the others,” Elowen answered.  “When we meet up at the Trading Post, all four will have been without food or water for two to three days.”

“And they’ll all have fresh corrective whip marks too?” Aine asked in a too loud and too happy a tone.

“Yes, sweet thing, that’s an important detail.  You can whip some proper slave attitude into this one after our dinner tonight,” Elowen responded in a fond tone.  “It is well known that a new Master or Mistress must immediately demonstrate to their new slave what their punishment would be like for their infractions.”

“Yes, a proper first whipping teaches the penalty for lack of obedience,” Aine said with an obvious sigh of yearning and lust.

“No fucking the client’s toys,” Elowen hissed in annoyance.  “They need to marinate in their individual helplessness.  We can play together tonight to sate some of your lust.”

Izora wriggled angrily from her bound, gagged, and hooded position under the bed.  “Am I already a brainless twit to volunteer to be treated fully like a slave and agreed to be bait in a crazy scheme to capture a powerful and hated enemy Mage?”  She shook her head and then froze.  She was feeling the distinct need to pee.  “By all the Unfair and Uncaring Gods!” she swore.

Blessedly for Izora, Elowen and Aine soon returned giggling and unsteady from dinner after drinking too many mugs of wine.  Laughing at her glare as they bend her over the chamber pot, the resulting gush of hot piss that followed brought renewed anger and frustration at her inability to speak.  She dared not curse into the gag because she saw several canes leaning against the tent wall along with a variety of crops and small whips.

“I thought those men were going to run us over in their rush to get from dinner to fucking,” Aine laughed.

“With more than a thousand captive cunts here,” Elowen explained, “any man that can get steel in his cock will be thrusting and pumping their seed in captive pussy.  It’s the same every night after the work stops.  It’s all carefully orchestrated among the night security shifts.”

“And the male captives?” Aine asked in a hushed voice.

“They get castrated at any infraction,” Elowen laughed, “and when the construction projects are finished, every male captive will be castrated and pushed through a Gateway and dumped naked onto the next continent.”

“Unless they’ve been claimed as a pussy boy by some noble,” Aine added with a smirk and with a tone that pretended she was worldly wise.  “They might think that will save their balls.”

The pair laughed and fell down on the mattress over Izora’s body.  A sort of voiceless silence followed; silent except for the moans of lust that increased in volume, the rustling of the mattress stuffing from their movements eagerly stripping off their clothing and changing positions for better access to their twats, and the liquid sounds of tongues desperately kissing mouths and pussies.  Izora cursed inwardly as the two women exhibited every sign of being long-term lovers during long hours of mutual enjoyment.  Once again, Izora wondered, “Was Elowen the one that ‘captured’ Aine?  Did they know each other prior to that?  Were they lovers?”

At that moment above them, Aine sighed in deep contentment.  “Hmmm, Mistress,” Aine whispered in a throaty tone, “this is so perfect.  It reminds me of when, in our village in Ivarren, you took me as yours when you somehow discovered my focused love for you and the forbidden desire to submit.  The most perfect moment was right after I found out I was emerging as a Baby Mage and crawled to you, begging to wear your collar; it was pure bliss when you put your collar on my neck.”

Realm of Jarion, the Ruins of Watcher’s Guard, Two Mornings Later in Izora’s Tent

Hungry, thirsty, and well thrashed by Aine with her energetic and skillful application of canes and crops, a much subdued Izora stood up awkwardly with help and stood passively as Aine changed her ankle cuffs for a set of equally heavy hobbles.  Her only minor relief was the removal of the ball gag for a ring gag.  The pain in her jaws was similar, but breathing was far simpler.

Then, Izora had to endure the humiliation of watching Aine strip off the slave tunic she wore to done Izora’s own clothing that she’d planned to use for her Hunt within Jarion.  She almost fainted when Aine removed what had to be a clever fake copy of a Magically Imbued Slave Collar.  “Elowen, baby, my neck isn’t red from wearing this stupid thing, is it?”  She then turned in place and preened at Elowen’s smile of approval.

Izora was confused, resigned, and still angry while she stood stoically still and fully naked as Elowen painted a glyph on her left cheek and neck while humming a happy tune.  “Slave Dora, the red and black body paint on your cheek is my personal Slavers Guild mark showing who is your temporary owner.”  She stepped back and admired her work.  “Yes, now, Dora, especially with that look of anger and the sullen attitude shown of resistance still on your face, you look identical to the other three waiting for us in my personal Guild Tent at the Trading Post.”

At that moment, Witchfinder Cormac entered the tent.  He had discarded everything that identified him as a Witchfinder and wore a shabby set of durable clothing that was once expensive and respectable.  A scruffy and half-full pack was slung over his shoulder.  The outfit made him look like a young businessman that had fallen on hard times.  “Ahh, Elowen my love, it looks like the blonde is prepped to match your other soon-to-be sex-crazed bimbos.  This plan is looking more like it may well succeed even as you planned.”

At Izora’s look of absolute confusion, all three laughed at her.  “Don’t worry Slave Dora, all is going according to our plan with the full approval of King Ordimir.  You see,” Elowen explained, “he knows full well that Aine is truly a Mage Slave and bonded to me as her Mistress.  When I explained my plan to the King, he agreed to have his Slave Queen use her most advanced and sentient collar on Aine.  She pledged her love for King, country, and to me.  The twisted presence in the collar permanently settled that reality on her body and soul.”

“Oh,” Dora exclaimed in remembrance, “the collar fought so hard and was so angry when the Slave Queen pulled it off my neck and set it around Elowen’s neck.”

Elowen laughed, “I’m no Mage but the Magic of the collar is powerful and shapes the wearer as its Master demands.  King Ordimir himself made me into a perfect Spy and also his slave and also owner of Aine.  Somehow, all three of use are bonded in a very special way.  With Aine, I know with certainty where she is at all times, I can also feel her thoughts, and can even control her Magic in a way.”  She turned to the Witchfinder and laughed, “Cormac was my first lover back in our village and I asked that he fill in as pretend Master to Mage Slave Aine.  Rest assured; I am the actual mission commander and while both of them might have been Babes with Magic and with Warrior skills when this started, they’ve each spent countless hours in the training grounds at Stonehaven.”

“By the Gods of Tricksters and Clowns,” Izora told herself.  “Is there any chance this will end well?”

“She looks so confused,” Cormac laughed.  “Have you fucked her yet?  Is that why she is so clueless?  You know that the other three are certainly well broken in to cock by now by your Slave Trainer and this one is far behind in that treatment.”  His lies flowed smoothly off his tongue and Elowen and Aine smirked at the look of fear that flew across their Huntress partner’s face.

A knock on the thick wood post by the door interrupted the explanations and a redheaded Mage Slave strode in confidently leading three very subdued Mage Slaves.

“Ah, Divination Mage Slave Bridgette,” Elowen exclaimed snidely, “and you’ve brought some of your little helpers to open our Gateways and save our Mage Slave’s Mana for the mission itself.”

Already unhinged at the prospect of having to endure repeated rape by some male Slave Trainer, Izora gasped and jolted in surprise and fear at the sight of the three broken slaves led into the tent by leashes to their nose rings held by the confident redhead,.  She recognized all three; Imma, Ellain, and Barable, as three of the Divination Mages that had been held in such low esteem by the defunct Council of Mages and Wizards.  “Maybe if they recognize me, they’ll just accept that I’m captured and a Mage Slave just them them.” Her thoughts failed to take into consideration that she wore no slave collar while standing docile like a calf being led to slaughter.  She tried to sink into the invisible role of a quiet defenseless little mouse hiding from a room full of hungry cats.

Cormac grinned at what he thought was Dora Rowlands’ discomfort at being in a small tent with four more Mage Slaves.  “Wait, please, Mage Slave Bridgette, the sight of your Divination Mages and their nose rings has reminded me of something forgotten by Mistress Elowen.”  He held up a heavy hinged bronze nose already held in a fist.  “Dear Elowen, you almost forget the final thing to make your four blondes match perfectly in every way for their new owner.  Slave Dora needs her nose ring and a leash.”

Two female hands gripped Izora’s head in an unrelenting grip while Cormac easily aligned the sharp puncturing end of the hog nose style ring to her septum.  He twisted the device so that the sharpened end punched through her septum and he guided that sharp end of the ring into the female receptacle on the other side.  With an audible snap, the ring locked in place.

Blood and tears were still streaming down Izora’s face when the four Divination Mages opened a Gateway to the Guild’s Central Trading Post and Slaver Elowen Quayl’s cabin.

None of the three captured Divination Mages gave a single glance to Izora standing naked and quivering in fear at their side.  Led first by the redhead Mage Slave and her subdued Divination Mages, everyone in the tent stepped through the Gateway to the first destination.   

Realm of Jarion, Guild Trading Post, Slaver and Spy Elowen Quayl’s Cabin

Izora stepped through the Gateway and emerged into the interior of a large room in a cabin that looked to be constructed of heavy timbers.  She was still scared to her core and fully aware that escape was impossible with five Mage Slaves crowded in the cabin around her.  Shocked and terrified by their presence, she attempted to completely ignore the Divination Mages and, instead, focused her attention elsewhere in the cabin.

Her eyes skipped from the iron bars and shutters of the few windows in this room of the rustic cabin to what looked like doorways to another room on each side of the main room.  Then, her attention locked on the sight of a very distinctive man sitting comfortably in what was probably Elowen’s personal chair.  He was very short and muscular, shorter by at least two hands than any woman in the cabin.  Topless, his massive muscles were showcased on his bare chest.  His short stature and his long black beard made him look like a diminutive overly muscled blacksmith; or much like a dwarf of fables and legends.

Unseen by Izora, who remained mesmerized by sight of the short man, the Divination Mages immediately made a second Gateway beside the original one.  Witchfinder Cormac Tierney slapped Izora softly on a bare ass cheek and stepped through to some building’s dark basement near the far away Slavers Guild main headquarters.  That Gateway then blinked out and the Divination Mages opened yet another Gateway that Mage Slave Aine stepped through with a cocky wave to Elowen.  She emerged on a rocky hillside overlooking the timber cabins arrayed around the stone walled compound of the Guild Trading Post.  Finally, just as that Gateway winked out, Mage Slave Bridgette gathered up the three leashes of her group, nodded in respect to Elowen and stepped back through the original Gateway to Watcher’s Guard.  It too closed, leaving Izora alone with Elowen and the man smirking at her naked and vulnerable body.

Even seated, there was nothing diminutive about the mighty cock that was coiled in his tight black leather pants.  At Izora’s continued wide-eyed stare, Elowen laughed.  “This is Finn, my long-time friend, my assistant, and a Slave Trainer of sorts.”  She laughed again even louder, “Slave Dora, unless you want to take Finn’s cock out for a test drive, you can look away.  Forget about our Witchfinder’s joke back at Witcher’s Guard.  Even though Finn is a typical man thinking only of pleasuring his needy cock, he hasn’t yet debauched any of our slaves because our client wants all four of you mostly intact and ready for sexual and physical training by the new owner.”

Finn stood up and the bulge between his legs was even more noticeable.  “Besides,” he added with a wide grin while he grabbed at the obvious protuberance between his legs, “I get plenty of eager cunt here at the Traders Post when Slave Trainers call me over to their cabins.  They most often want me to use the sight of my stiff cock to put a scare to any of their new stock acting reluctant to willingly take normal-sized cock up their previously virgin asses.  If my cock scares them enough, they usually start begging to receive the pleasure of a normal dick up their ass.   If they continue to resist and don’t beg for their Trainer’s dick or strap-on, … well, then, I get to use mine to ream out both of their oh so tight and wonderful lower holes.”

Keeping his grin, he reached over and took ahold of Izora’s leash.  “I’ve also porked most of the female Slave Trainers.  Their wails of pleasure and pain while they are forced to submit to me are amazing.” He paused and smirked again, “Slave Dora, most of them have called me back for more.  So, Slave Dora, ready?” he said rhetorically.  “Follow me and behave.”

Izora meekly followed where Finn’s light tug on the leash snapped to her nose ring led her.  Finn swept aside a section of heavy curtains and she followed him into the second room of the one-story cabin.  Three wide-eyed blondes were staring at their entry from their positions on that room’s carpet.  Arrayed along the long wall of the room was a row of six empty waist-high iron cages.  Finn pushed her down on her knees.  “Stay!” he commanded.

Izora in her forced role as Slave Dora watched as the short Trainer easily yanked each blonde upright from the carpet in a move that showed off his immense strength.  Then, he arranged them beside her in a line of four kneeling blonde slaves.  

He walked over to Izora first.  She held back an automatic instinct to pull away as he caressed her nipples and then her tits using the black leather flapper at the end of his riding crop.  “Nice,” he offered as he started by caressing the red and black body paint on her cheek and neck.  I see that you’re properly marked for inspection by the Guild representative here.  He then traced the raised red welts and purplish bruises decorating Slave Dora’s body. “Also, Mistress Elowen seems to have marked you well on your beating that introduced you to your new life as a slave.  Slave Dora, are you going to be an obedient little slut for me now that you know what disobedience will bring?”

Slave Dora’s personality came fully to the surface with Izora’s heartfelt, almost eager nod.  She’d already stopped cringing each time she need to play the role of an obedient slave.  “I must mix in with these women.  They must see me as just the fourth slave illegally captured by these slavers.”

Finn walked down the line asking each woman the same question.  He already knew that the others had received the proper beating and then had to observe each other getting the same introduction to slavery beating.  He paused before them and gave another nod of acknowledgement that they had been beaten into a proper subservient attitude.

“Lets get you organized, we have an appointment soon at the Trading Post itself.”

“In a moment I’m going to remove your ring gags,” he announced.  “Behave and I’ll not replace them.  Your buyer isn’t interested in your cocksucking skills anyway.”  He paused and looked sternly at each.  “Need I say that any use of your whorish tongues for anything save servicing your Mistress’ sex will result in even more severe beatings.  So, … talk and risk that punishment.  Plus I’ll ring the tongue to their heavy nose ring of any violator.”

“Slave Dora, will you behave and obey?” he asked again to be sure.  “Are you willing to be a nice little blonde bimbo?”

Slave Dora nodded her head without thought or concern, completely accepting of how once again, she was in over her head with a slave.  She was unconcerned that she was actually being forced to act as, and become, a true bimbo.  Izora moaned softly in relieved appreciation when the leather wrapped ring of bronze was pulled out of her mouth and her jaw could move for the first time in two days.  By the time she worked the kinks out of her sore jaw muscles, all four women were kneeling without gags and obediently silent.

Despite Finn’s easy explanation to the others that he was getting plenty of opportunity to fuck both Free Women and slaves, his cock was rock hard at the sight of the four naked nearly look-a-like women.  Mentally, he had a very strong image of one the blondes on her knees with her face in the carpet of the cabin while he skewered his wrist-thick cock in the grunting and gasping woman’s froth-covered pussy lips.  He grunted in need and could only readjust his cock into a more comfortable position in his pants.  “I need to visit some of the others,” he told himself and squeezed his cock.

In the main room of the cabin, Elowen Quayl listened to her old friend from her village put the four slaves through their first real lessons.  “Give them a nice beating,” she called out loudly,  “if for no reason other than that they’ve become slaves, let them marinate naked, in bondage, helpless for a few days, and they will be clean slates ready for true training after being sold.”

Realm of Jarion, Guild Trading Post, Slaver’s Cabins

Far too quickly after the short session led by Finn with the three other slaves which focused on slave positions and etiquette, Izora found herself outside led through the pathways between the handful of cabins owned by Guild Slaves like Elowen and a few independent registered slavers.  The cluster of sturdily built cabins were all off to one side nestled in a grove of trees.  A central pathway of smooth sandy soil led from the cabins to the entry gate to the walled Guild Trading Post which was guarded and defensible.  The area around the Trading Post itself was cleared to beyond bow range.

Izora raged at the humiliation of being led naked on a slave coffle by a nose ring and leash with her hands cuffed behind her back.  Worse was having to walk past male and female slavers lounging outside their cabins.  At first nobody made any comments to Finn and Elowen but Izora felt their eyes expertly appraising their value as prime female stock.

A slim black-haired female slaver hopped off her chair and approached them with a wide grin.  “Elowen, you bitch, you’ve got the blondes that someone at the Trading Post has been so desperate to acquire.”

“Lenna, you jealous cunt, they are all four of what I rate as 3P, Prime Pieces of Pussy,” Elowen chided her sometimes friend.  “Here, you can check them out yourself.  Tell me if I should raise the price.”

Lenna raised an eyebrow at that comment but she stepped forward slowly.  “Don’t you dare threaten the Guild, I hope you’re joking.  I heard rumors from a clerk at the Trading Post that Niamh herself was coming here in the morning.  She won’t take kindly to attempts to renegotiate this late in the transaction.”  While Lenna was chastising her friend, she approached Izora who was closest.  After Izora reflexively thrust her hips toward Lenna’s exploring fingertips, Lenna spoke up, “Nice, … Elowen, … you’ve got all the luck.  I don’t know your 3P criteria, but this bitch is slave hot, her twat is already juiced up and dripping just from a little bit of finger play on her pussy.”

Izora grinned.  “There is no chance that I’ll risk fucking with the Guild.  And, when I snatched this one off the street, she had already shaved her pussy.  Yes, she’s a slut and now that makes her slave hot!”

“Let’s go Finn,”  

Lenna stepped up to Finn and whispered, “I’m have trouble with one of my new ones and need some help with her.  I’m supposed to bring her to the Traders Post for evaluation before the next auction in the arena.”

“Lenna, love,” Elowen hissed, “there’s no secrets in our cabin and Finn hasn’t kept secret that he’s got you judged as slave hot yourself.   Better juice up your own twat before he comes over after we get our stock registered.”

“Too many bitches here,” Finn groused as being exposed as blabbering about his conquests.

“No, Elowen,” Lenna insisted in a sour voice, “I really do need help with my new bitch.  She’s really headstrong.”

Elowen was laughing softly as she dragged Finn onward with a gentle tug on his beard.  “Come on.  The faster we get these bitches registered, the faster you can go visit your pets. I know being cooped up here these last few days babysitting the first three blondes with nothing to fuck has been hard on you.  Just be back to the cabin at first light in the morning, well before the buyer’s agent arrives.”

Izora resumed walking down the sandy path.  Once past the forested section with the cabins half hidden among the trees, she had a clear view of the stone wall ahead of her which cut any sight of the Trading Post.  She quickly swiveled her head and realized that off to her left, the relatively large flat valley plateau they were on ended and shifted to low rolling tree covered hills.  To her right, the scene was similar with the flat valley floor rising to taller mountains with much steeper sides.  Analytically, she visualized that while somewhat secluded, they could probably be approached by a river flowing through the valley or a central valley road.  Paranoid from her failures, she wondered if that road or river access existed and would aid in her escape if needed. 

The double doors of the wide outer gates were closed and the access by foot traffic was through an open man-width door beside the main gates.  Their entry was blocked politely by two guards who simply wanted identification and an explanation for their entry.  “I see that Mistress has no permanent slaves here today so no Guild Slave Registrations are needed,” one offered with a smile.

“No weapons?” the other asked in a more serious tone.

“As usual, only our short daggers,” Finn responded with a grin and handed over their Guild Membership wallets for examination.

The other guard noted the slime between Izora’s legs with a smile of appreciation.  “Mistress, I be looking for something like this.  Is this one a private sale or will she be auctioned off on the arena floor at the Trading Post?”

“Sorry, Mate,” Finn replied with a smile.  “They are already spoken for, we’re already committed to a buyer.”

Izora met the man’s lecherous stare and lowered her gaze in embarrassment.  Waved onward by the guards, they continued on toward the Trading Post with laughter behind them from the two amused men.

Despite its relatively small size, Izora was impressed by the Trading Post compound.

Izora with her Ivarren Slavers Guild membership on Ivarren, was unprepared for the efficiency and knowledge of the Slavers Guild on Jarion.  At the entrance to the stone building, a young boy listened to their needs and escorted them to a nearby room where they faced two clerks at their desks in an otherwise austere room.  The only other furnishings were a long narrow, padded leather-covered bench and a similarly covered table. 

Without words, each clerk pulled down a bound book from the wall shelf behind them that was filled with a number of ledgers and books.  Izora had a clear view as the clerk closest to Finn flipped rapidly through the thick book that he’d selected.  It looked to be full of fact sheets with each page dedicated to a single male Guild Agent.  “By the Gods,” she exclaimed to herself.  “That is an almost exact rendition of Finn.”  She couldn’t read the text beside the image from her position, but assumed it described his role and license in the Guild.  Izora gasped slightly when the heavy sheet of paper was flipped over.  There was a second image of Finn that showed him completely naked with his body markings highlighted.  It even accurately portrayed his huge cock hanging in its limp state with measurements.  An enlarged image to the side showed a closeup of his erect cock with a bulbous head.  The thickly knobbed and veined tool looked like a battering ram.  Izora glanced to Finn who stood with a smug look on his face.

She wasn’t so happy when two women came into the room.  They were clearly free woman dressed richly but plainly in paint stained work clothing.   They took turns; one posing her while the other drew using a fine charcoal; then they switched places and the one drawing started using color paints.  She shivered at being manipulated when the one doing black and white sketches pinched her nipple and the one doing the painting peered closely at her breast to get it accurately recorded.

They murmured about beauty marks, moles, measurements, discolorations on her skin, even the pattern and specific color of her hair.  Izora blushed when they took turns looking at the fleshy flaps of skin protecting the entrance to her pussy.  When Izora was finally able to sit on the floor watching the other girls being processed, she realized with a quiver of fear that Dora Rowlands, now registered as Slave Dora could easily be identified as a slave from the Slavers Guild data.  “It’s almost magical how accurately they work,” she mused as they produced hand drawn copies of their work into sheets for an official registrar and hand-sized identification documents for an owners use.


Chapter 5:  Jarion’s Slavers Guild  

Realm of Jarion, the Continent of Alabar and the Kingdom of King Lugh Geralt,  Slavers Guild Headquarters, Communications Center

The Slavers Guild Headquarters and fortress was located in the midst of the continent where King Lugh Geralt of Jarion ruled.  While it was a small fortress compared to King Geralt’ palace or the Council of Mages and Wizards, it nonetheless was well defended and able to exercise iron control over all Slavers Guild policies, activities, and operations whether legal and sanctioned, or illegal.

The main castle-like fortress was located and sheltered by the rocky side of one of the twin mountain ranges on either side of a nearly inaccessible but lush high elevation valley.  The slavers fortress was high above the valley below with only a single steep and easily defensible access road from the valley floor.  Unlike on Ivarren under King Ordimir’s paranoid war against Magic Users, King Geralt had maintained a relaxed relationship with Magic Users and relied on the Council of Mages and Wizards to oversee, restrict, investigate, and conduct all corrective actions of things Magic.  With the fall of the Council, there was no longer any sanctioned kingdom force to maintain order with Magical combatant forces on Jarion.

Deep under the fortress was a large and secure room, the Communications Center, the command and control hub for the Slavers Guild.  The Guild survived and thrived through a sophisticated communication system with their agents that were distributed throughout the kingdom.  Similar to paranoid King Ordimir on Ivarren, Guild Leadership needed Magic Users, free vetted Mages and Wizards as well as those enslaved to tightly control Guild activities.  Beyond the high-priority acquisition list for certain Magical specialties, the Guild also paid handsomely for the high-quality enslavement devices gathered up from the realm of Ivarren which were far more advanced than the simplistic collars available in Jarion.

A Guild Mage Slave chained to her slate-topped work desk deep underground in the Communications Center looked to the array of sand-filled hourglasses before her.  Wearily, she reached forward, made a chalk mark on the slate desk top to indicate the passage of another hour and flipped over one of the sand clocks measuring the passage of hours.  She picked up and shook a small silver bell by its handle.

“Opening the Gateway to the Guild Trading Post,” she said, projecting her bored voice across the room.

A Clerk seated at a desk with the placard ‘Guild Trading Post’ looked up and waited for the opening of a small head-sized Gateway filled with blue glowing energies.  It popped open before her on top of the desk and a coin-sized wooden challenge chit matching the color and written code word for the day fell with a soft clatter to the desktop.  After just a quick glance, the clerk responded by tossing through the Gateway another wooden chit with the appropriate authentication color and code.

Several leather document pouches slipped through to thump lightly onto the desk top and the clerk then gently tossed back two pouches with correspondence from Headquarters to the Guild Trading Post.  With a glance of unconcern for the Slave Collar with its delivery tag waiting in her out box, she tossed it through the glowing Gateway.  It winked out and she sighed in relief to be finished with the small and dangerous Gateway.  She had nightmare visions at night of her fingertips being in the Gateway when it snapped shut while she was still pushing a package through.  “Runner!” she shouted.

A young Runner jumped up from the front of a line of young boys and girls sitting along the wall.  He ran excitedly toward the Clerk’s location.  He stood eagerly before the desk while the clerk finished filling out the log to account for the incoming and outgoing mail items.

“This pouch is high priority for High Mage Eavan Weaver,” she declared.  “Remember to personally hand it to Mage Weaver, … it’s Eyes Only.”  She reached down to another pouch with a different routing and shouted, “Runner,” once again.

The Runner took off clutching the leather document pouch tightly against his chest.  He ran past the bored guards standing outside the Communications Center and then ran up the stone stairs, taking two at a time.  He was excited to be delivering documents to the legendary High Mage for the first time.  As he ran, he remembered his conversations with the other runners.  “She doesn’t seem to attend the Guild meetings with the Slave Masters but everyone seems in awe and bear of the woman.  Now I get to meet her.”

No spies have ever infiltrated the Slavers Guild’s communications network.  Yes, messages had been intercepted while in the hands of couriers.  But, none were ever successfully decrypted.  Layers of multifaceted protection kept Guild communications secret.  First, documents and small items arrived and departed only via Gateways to dispatch centers which were opened on a strict schedule.  Challenge and authentication codes were exchanged prior to sending or receiving messages and items.  Finally, every note or document was encrypted with codes uniquely known only to the sender and receiver.

The out-of-breath Runner arrived at High Mage Eavan Weaver’s door on the fourth, and next to highest level, of the fortress.  Breathless, he tried to explain to the two guards at the door that he was to deliver an urgent message.  “For the High Mage, … its Eyes Only,” he exclaimed.

The seasoned Guild Guards looked at each other and smirked.  “Calm yourself, young one,” one admonished.  “You must still be new at this.  The High Mage has never skinned alive a runner yet.”

The other Guard had knocked softly on the door and stood waiting for a reply.

Niamh Curran stood from her seat on a couch in the luxurious apartment and walked over to open the door.  “Urgent dispatches for High Mage Eavan Weaver,” the guard explained calmly.

Niamh stepped out into the corridor and held her hand out.

“Mmmm,” the Runner stuttered, confused and deflated not to be greeted by the High Mage herself.  He tightened his grip on the dispatches and insisted, “Its Eyes only for the High Mage.”

Niamh sighed.  “Trust me, boy.  You don’t want to be facing the High Mage at the moment.  I’ll take it from you so that you don’t get your cock yanked off.”

The runner gulped and quickly handed off the package.  Then, he turned and ran away even faster than his speed coming up to deliver the package.

“Mistress,” Guild Agent Lorcan said with a chuckle.  “He’ll be spreading this story amongst the other Runners tonight over a watered down ale or three.”  After a moment, he nodded toward the dispatch pouch in Niamh’s hands, “Likely that’s from Conri, Mistress,” he added.  “If so, I’m ready to get this task over with.  You haven’t had us do anything this easy in years.”

“If you’re right, Lorcan, then be ready to leave soon,” she ordered softly knowing the other guard wasn’t one of her most trusted agents.

“Tonight?” he asked in confusion.  “Your plan was to meet them at the Trading Post just after breakfast.”

Niamh smiled, “We make plans fluid so that we can account for other factors, … such as catching by surprise people we don’t fully trust.”

Lorcan nodded but shivered at the cold look in his boss’ eyes when her brief smile didn’t travel to her face.

Niamh returned to her seat and opened the dispatch pouches.  Busty and blonde High Mage Eavan Weaver wordlessly tossed over her code book.  Black-haired Niamh held back a smirk at her blonde boss.  “The irony is that she only abuses and fucks blondes and she’s a natural blonde.  Her ideal pet is a look-a-like and she doesn’t even realize it.”

“Well?” High Mage Eavan Weaver asked in a petulant voice.

Niamh looked up from the document and quickly appraised Eavan.  “She’s so assertive and stern when dealing with the Guild and brokering influence within the kingdom.  But, she acts much like a hormonal teen when it comes to her toys and hobbies.  Even with those flaws, she’s effective as the uncontested power behind the Slavers Guild.”

“Yes, Eavan, all is well with the plan,” she replied in a non-judgmental tone.  “One of our low-level agents, an Elowen Quayl, has secured the product you’ve requested.”

“Can she be trusted?” Eavan Weaver burst out with in question.  “What is she offering?”

“Relax, Eavan,” Niamh responded softly.  “Guild Agent Conri is at the Trading Post and he’s confirmed that Elowen has received the fourth blonde and she’s completed registering them with the Trading Post.”  She took a moment to compose her answer.  “As you quantified, she has four nearly identical blondes, all early twenties, with unblemished white skin, and unprocessed as slaves.  They have no collars, brands, or tattoos, and retain the long hair of free woman everywhere except they’ve had their pubic hair removed.”

At the High Mage’s overly intense demeanor, Niamh offered, “Perhaps, you need a small dose of one of my elixirs.”  She looked pointedly to the middle of the room.  “It might help if I gave your newest toy an even stronger dose.”

Niamh cringed at the almost puppy dog response of the normally impressive and formidable High Mage. “Yes!” she replied while nodding her head too quickly and repeatedly.

“Hmmmfh,” was yet another protest from the middle of the room.  A plump black-haired woman was repeating her protest of her treatment through a particularly large ball gag stuffed in her mouth.  Though she was still fully dressed in the same court finery worn upon her arrival at the Slavers Guild, her hands were bound behind her back and a short length of chain connected an ankle cuff to a ring set in the stone floor which kept her anchored in place.  To increase her distress, and to keep her unaware of the discussions related to her offer, she was gagged, blindfolded, and had wax stuffed in her ears.  She was the envoy sent from King Geralt’s royal court that arrived that morning with a proposal for a meeting between King Geralt’s daughter, Princess Lonna Geralt and High Mage Eavan Weaver.

Niamh remembered clearly how distressed her friend and lover, Eavan, had been when she realized that somehow, her careful role as power behind the Guild was known to someone in the Royal Court.  That anger had resulted in the envoy’s current situation.

Niamh pulled a vial from a hidden pocket in her dress and she smirked as Eavan’s eyes widened in interest and arousal at the sight.  “You have work to do later,” she reminded her friend, “and I have to leave to pick up your new pets.  So, only a very light dose since I don’t want you to get carried away.”

Niamh, known only to a select few, was a rare oddity.  She was a particularly strong and gifted Hedge Witch but also had the Magic skills equivalent to a Novice Mage.  Potions, healing, body sculpting, telekinesis, and Gateways were her primary skills.  She had experimented with Witch’s Bane, a brew known by some Hedge Witches, and morphed it into something she named ‘Bliss.’ Bliss had had the normal Witch’s Bane effect of temporarily blocking a Mage User from using their Mana.  However, her Potion Magic added to the effects with additions of calmative and euphoric-creating additives.  The victim was left in an hours-long suggestive of utter euphoria.  The intensity increased with the amount of the dose. 

“Bliss?” Eavan asked in hopeful excitement.  “But, I want some of the other, too.  And ‘NIC’ too?” she added in a voice of whining need.

Niamh Curran smiled inwardly.  “She works behind the scenes as a cruel and unforgiving force to control the Guild and I work carefully and quietly to control her.  I might love her in my own way, … but, I’m the deadly spider and she’s the fly trapped in my web.”

“Yes, of course, love.” Niamh answered.  “We’ll get you and the envoy stripped down and I’ll attach her ankle cuff to a chain on the bed so she can’t get away when you orgasm out.  Then, I’ll give you both doses of Bliss and NIC and I’ll come back tomorrow.”

Both Bliss and NIC were addictive in different ways.  Both flooded the brain with pleasurable endorphins that a brain reacted to by yearning for more, for repeats of that state.  But, NIC was different.  Applied originally in cream form, NIC created focused neurogenic inflammation in the most sensitive neurons in the body.  The effect was a thousand-fold reaction to touches, caresses, or stimulation to the body’s erogenous zones creating almost instant, intense, and seemingly endless orgasms.  Full addition was achieved in only a few doses.  Over time, the victim becomes increasingly intent on repeated sexual use, becoming a sex-crazed bimbo.

The most fascinating effect of NIC learned through Niamh’s experiments on slaves was that, in strong doses, victims would also have the same endless orgasms while being whipped or otherwise tortured. The victim could easily become addicted to increasing levels of pain, destroying themselves in the process.

Later, as she stood in the doorway preparing to leave, Niamh looked to the bed where blonde Eavan and the nameless envoy were already thrashing about on the bed screaming out endless orgasms as they pleasured each other.  The bed was soaked and the room already stunk from the musky scent of feminine juices and hormones.  “I have to be careful,” Niamh cautioned herself.  “She’s already too easily distracted with the need for sex with her toys and pets while using NIC.  Too much more of this and Eavan will achieve that state of bimbo-ness she seeks in her toys and pets.”

Niamh Curran unbolted the door from High Mage Eavan Weaver’s suite and set the latch to reengage when she shut it behind her.  When the door opened enough for her to slip through, the wails of need and cries of satisfaction from the women nakedly squirming in uncontrolled debauchery on the bed escaped loudly into the hallway.  Niamh glared at the two guards outside in the hallway, daring them to say anything.

Walking down the hallway with her friend and protector, Guild Guardsman Lorcan, they exchanged glances with smirks.  Lorcan made sure they were far enough away from the guard left outside the High Mage’s room. “Mistress, perhaps one day you can slip me into one of her orgies?”  Then he laughed at the stupidity of the thought.

Niamh smiled.  “Lorcan, that would be the last time your cock gave you any pleasure.”

“Aye, Mistress,” he said forlornly, “once your potions wore off, that would be the end of my life.  I know she doesn’t like dick, … but it might be worth it if the was bound and blindfolded with strong doses of Bliss and NIC.”

“Hmmm,” Niamh muttered.  “If there were a way, ...”

Realm of Jarion, Slavers Guild Headquarters, at a Gateway Transfer Station

Niamh nodded curtly to the Chief Attendant of the Gateway Transfer room that she was ready.  “Please open my scheduled Gateway.”

“Open Gateway Number One at the Central Trader Post, the Chief Attendant ordered to the Mage Slave chained to a chair bolted to the stone floor at a slate-topped desk.  A spare Mage Slave was chained to a chair beside her as a spare should a crisis arise required multiple Gateways all at the same time.

The small section of six Guild Guards lounging about in the room popped to the full attentiveness needed when a Gateway to an unguarded, unsecured location was activated.  They were the first-level defensive force to keep potential invaders from entering the Guild Fortress.  Four of them loosened swords in their hilts while the other two pulled arrows from their quivers and nocked them in their short recurved bows.  Niamh herself readied her meager combat skills in case of danger and Lorcan stepped forward toward the circle on the stone floor where the Gateway would form.  He held a sword in his right hand and his long dagger in the other.

Blue light flickered across the walls of the small stone room from the pulsating energies of the opening Gateway.  At the Attendant’s nod, Lorcan jumped through, confirmed his brother, Conri, was there to give a thumbs up, and returned to the Transfer Room.  “All clear, Mistress,” Lorcan said in a voice harsh and grim from the adrenaline that always coursed through his body when preparing for combat.

Niamh turned to the Chief Attendant.  “This Gateway will open again in two hours?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he responded, “that is the schedule.”

Without another word, Niamh waved Lorcan ahead of her and the two stepped through the Gateway into the darkness of night and the pelting of heavy rain.  Their next steps led them far away to the Guild’s Central Trading Post at one of the six Gateway sites that had been carefully registered for precise use.  She cursed at the rain and looked about the Gateway. This one opened in a narrow space between a pair of slaver-owned cabins.  The ability to open so many surreptitious Gateways to known locations, without wasting the time, energy, and numbers of Mage Slaves to delve about blindly, was as important to the Guild as their message delivery system.

Niamh grinned at the ease of travel without using any of her precious Mana.  Lorcan stepped past her and hugged his brother Conri who was waiting for their arrival.

“Mistress, all looks to be in order,” Conri reported.  “Finn has left for the night to entertain one of the Slave Mistresses.  I’ve confirmed that Guild Agent Elowen Quayl has the fourth blonde and all four were in the training room of her cabin.  She didn’t note my presence because, from the sounds, she’s enjoying the oral attentions of at least one of your bitches in her comfortable bedroom of her cabin.”

At Niamh’s nod and smile, he continued with a smirk, “The Slave Mistress that Finn is busy porking is an independent operator named Mistress Lenna and she seems to enjoy being topped on occasion.  Finn has her bound naked and helpless in her own slave gear.  From her howls of joy, she must crave his pussy-destroying cock.  Perhaps you can find fault with something she does so that Lorcan and I can play with her as a punishment.  You can accidentally discover her deviant ways and use that to tie her to your service as a Guild Agent.”

Niamh looked back to Lorcan and a brief smile appeared on her face.  “You two give me the most evil ideas.  First with Eavan and now with this perverted bitch.”

Conri looked quickly to his brother.  “Eavan?  You must tell me about that.”

Niamh laughed as they crept through the dark following sandy pathways toward Elowen Quayl’s cabin.  “Focus on the job at hand, boys.  This should be simple.  Earn your bonus, get back to the Guild, and dip your dicks in some cunt.  For now, lets get out of this cold and cursed rain.”

At the moment that Niamh slipped silently into Spy and pretend Guild Slaver Elowen Quayl’s cabin, who was lying naked in her bedroom on her back with her head on a large pillow.  She had pulled her knees up toward her shoulders, lewdly exposing her sex, and a blonde head was busy burrowing its lips and tongue into her dripping snatch.

The blonde’s ass was pointed toward the entry to the bedroom where Niamh, Lorcan, and Conri stood watching silently as Elowen grunted in appreciation.

“Elowen sure has thick black hair on her cunt,” Conri whispered to the others.

“Mistress, I’d fuck her in an instant,” Lorcan added in a soft voice.  “I fact, I’d pay you to have a chance at fucking either the clueless free woman or that beautiful ass on the blonde.”

“The bitch still hasn’t let them put a Slavers Guild tattoo on her ass,” Niamh muttered in annoyance.  Her own Guild tattoo was a point of pride.

“She’s afraid of getting compromised when she’s on missions for the Guild,” Conri countered in defense of the woman who eyes were closed tight in orgasm and her mouth was open and soundlessly screaming her orgasm.

Something caught Elowen’s attention and she shrieked in surprise, threw off her bound bedmate, and scrambled awkwardly to get out of bed.  Her arms and legs flew akimbo with the effort, eliciting more looks of application from her admirers, especially as her tight little breasts bobbled about and her wet gash opened and closed from the quivers of her latest orgasm.

“Mistress, that’s a sopping wet cunt if I’ve ever seen one,” Conri observed in a voice loud enough for Elowen and her slave to hear.

“By the Gods of Submission and Slavery,” Lorcan hissed, “at least the slut still has her pubic hair.  Otherwise I couldn’t tell which was slave and which was just a collared slut.”

“Hush, men,” Niamh murmured, “She still has her long black hair.  Slavers Guild Agent Elowen was just putting her blonde captive to a good use.  After all, the High Mage want’s good oral skills in her pets.”

“Mmmistress, Niamh, … what a surprise.” Elowen sputtered in confusion while she stood trying to cover her breasts with one forearm and her pussy with a hand.  She looked about in desperation to explain her condition as she stepped about to quell the tingling arousal between her legs.  “Excuse the mess, I thought you weren’t arriving until the morning.”

Conri and Lorcan smirked at her exposed state.  There eyes traced the glistening trail of pussy lube running down her inner thighs.

“By the way, how are the oral skills of that blonde?” Niamh asked wryly.  “I assume from her looks that she’ll meet all of the High Mages criteria so that she can become one of the High Mage’s four blondes?”

Elowen nodded quickly.  “Yes, Mistress.  We’ve also got copies of the Guild Slave Inspection and Registration form for each even though there are no permanent markings on them, yet.  Just a reminder that we’ve been offered twice the normal price for an extraordinary female slave at two Gold apiece and four Gold for expediting targeting and acquisition of product to her specifications.  The final price is twelve Gold.”

Since Niamh didn’t respond, she added, “I assure you, there is an uncanny resemblance between them due to our careful screening of candidates.  Each is blonde with the same basic body type and they all have big soft white blemish-free breasts.  Only the bondage and their hairless pussies reveal their captured state and their status of soon-to-be illegally registered slaves.”

The stuttered and babbling explanation of Spy Elowen Quayl at the surprised appearance of the senior Slavers Guild Master Slaver and her guards brought forth whimpers of fear from faux slave High Mage Izora.  She looked upward in terror from her position on the floor.  A deep anger burned in Izora’s gut at the way her supposed ally in this crazy scheme had pulled her out of the slave kennels and forced her face between her legs.  “Bitch!” she canted in fury.  Her face smelled strongly of Elowen’s pussy slime.

Not for the first time, Izora wondered, “Is this going according to Elowen’s plan?  Will this stupid scheme actually work or are we already fucked.”

At that moment, a look of consternation crossed Niamh Curran’s face that quickly shifted in anger.  “A Gateway!” she hissed.  “Betrayal!, A Gateway just opened in that direction.” She actually screamed as she pointed to the side of the tent.

Before Elowen could ask what she meant, Niamh released a small leather bag filled with sand that she’d hidden in her left hand.  As soon as the tightly stitched ball of sand cleared her finders, Niamh’s main Magic ability grabbed it via telekinesis and it rocketed into Elowen’s naked belly.  The impact bent the fake Guild Agent over in vomiting pain.  As Elowen crumpled down the carpet, Niamh commanded, “Conri secure her and account for all the other bitches, Lorcan on me!”  She waved and a Gateway opened, consuming almost half her meager Pool of Mana.

Realm of Jarion, Guild Trading Post, Observation Point on a Hillside Overlook

Earlier, Aine had used a Gateway created by Mage Slave Bridgette’s Divination Slaves to move from Elowen’s tent to an oversight position on the steep side of a nearby hill.  Once there, she huddled down to monitor the Trading Post and to wait for planned reinforcements.  It quickly became miserable as the temperature plummeted with the coming of night.  Then it started to rain and Aine soon needed to find some kind of shelter.  She was freezing.

While her observation point behind a small pile of rocks was ideal in one way, it provided her with no cover from the rain.  She scrambled down the hillside to an overhang the provided protection from the rain.  Aine could no longer see the cluster of cabins nestled among the trees.

Much later, after dark, Aine’s eyes opened wide in surprise when her link to Elowen shook with fear and shock.  Then, it went almost silent.  From experience, Aine knew something had scared, hurt, and then probably knocked Elowen unconscious.  She stood, ready to Gateway back to the tent when she heard a rattling of rocks from her original observation site a bit further up the hillside.

Aine, who had no skill at Divination, hadn’t detected the Gateway opening above her.  Witchfinder Liam and his Mage Slave Lona stepped through to the agreed upon meeting site with Mage Slave Aine.  Liam looked about and cursed.  It was dark, cold, and rain was falling in heavy sheets.  “Where the fuck is that slave,” he cursed.

Mage Slave Aine, posing as a free woman also failed to detect the Gateway created quickly in reaction by a very angry Niamh.  Liam hesitated in uncertainty at the sudden arrival of the scowling woman who first stepped through the Gateway just feet away.  The leather sack filled with sand that flew from Niamh’s open hand struck Mage Slave Lona in the belly in a violent blow.  She was falling down struggling to breathe and vomit at the same time before the baby Mage even realized that threats had arrived.

Lorcan shoved Niamh Curran aside with his left arm to slam the hilt of his sword against the head of the shocked Witchfinder.  The force of the blow threw Liam’s sagging body to the side and he slithered bonelessly down the hillside.  Below them, Aine only had the warning of a few small rocks rattling down the hillside before Witchfinder Liam’s body slide past her.

Horrified, she huddled back in the meager protection provided by the overhang.  “Whoever attacked them above must have detected Liam’s arrival,” she quickly reasoned.  “I’m trapped here and if I open a Gateway, … they’ll surely follow me.”

Above them, Niamh turned to Lorcan and scowled.  “Idiot! Why did you push him off the hillside?”

Lorcan scowled back and dared to put his hand on angry Niamh’s chest to hold her back.  “Mistress, you did good to take out the immediate threat, the enemy Mage Slave,” he hissed in anger.  “But, a Mage Slave comes with a Witchfinder, his talent honed in long training and combat-developed instincts.  He already had his dagger in hand and your belly within reach.  I owe you my loyalty but we’re a team.  I won’t willingly let your arrogance kill us; or worse, fail and face punishment by High Mage Eavan Weaver.”

Niamh Curran paled at the thought of what Eavan might do to even a trusted ally that failed.  Then, her eyes narrowed and she looked at Lorcan with fear in her eyes.  “You wouldn’t?” she hissed in uncertainty.

“If you make of point of continuing to blame me,” he hissed back in defiance, “you might indeed find yourself facing one of her punishments.  Maybe we’ll ask to have you for corrective training for the next mission or two.”

She paled at the thought of leaving a Guild Headquarters Disciplinary Committee force her to wear a collar under Lorcan and Conri’s control.  The vision of her forced to ride one of their cocks like a cowgirl while the other pummeled his cock in her ass was too much to bear.

“Alright, … I apologize, Lorcan,” she begged in the softest, most differential tone of her life.  “You were right to step in.  Thank you for taking out the Witchfinder.  Let me learn from this and we can move on.”   

Lorcan realized that his hand had remained on her chest, centered over one of her breasts the entire time.  He nodded and squeezed her breast.  “We are all loyal to each other,” he growled, “but you will owe me one.”

He stepped back and gestured her to the downed Mage.  “Dose her with a strong dose of that Witch’s Brew,” he commanded.  Then, I’ll carry her down the slope and you’ll follow me to the Witchfinder where you’ll open another Gateway back to the cabin.”

“That will use the last of my Mana,” she whined and then cringed at her inability to quickly reset their relationship. and dosed with Witch’s Bane.  Her head slammed back at Lorcan’s brutal slap.

“This is between you and me!” he hissed in anger.  “Get yourself back together and we won’t speak of this again.  We have little time.  That Witchfinder had a Jarion Slave collar in his pack.  That means they were after you.”

Realm of Jarion, Guild Trading Post, Slaver Elowen’s Cabin

When Elowen’s body folded down after Niamh used her Magic to hurl something to strike Elowen in the belly, Izora immediately realized her danger.  “She’s a Mage!” Izora had screamed to herself from her cast aside position on the bedroom’s carpet.  “That woman was a Mage.”  Izora was helpless with her arms cuffed behind her back and her ankles wearing hobble chains and cuffs.  “She’s yelling something about betrayal,” she thought even as Niamh screamed out some commands to the men.

When Niamh opened a Gateway and stepped through with one burly guard, Izora released her Magic to grab and sling a kerosene lantern across the room to strike the other guard in the back of his skull.  Next, she easily used a tiny bit of Mana to remove the locking latches on the wrist and ankle cuffs and slipped them off.  Izora temporarily clamped off the blood supply to the Guild Guardsman to be sure he stayed knocked out.

Cursing at Elowen for getting distracted with sex and forcing her blonde slave partner into oral sex, Izora remorselessly rolled her over onto her belly, yanked her arms back and snapped the cuffs on her wrist.   She added the hobble cuffs and chains.  Lastly, she scrambled about to find an unused slave collar which she latched on Elowen’s neck.

Elowen was starting to recover and stirred around grunting something in irritation.

Still sizzling with anger at her partner, Izora put her hand on Elowen’s throat and shorted out the nerves to her voice box.  Grimly, Izora yanked Elowen out into the main room and tied her leash to a hook above her head.  The move left the slim black-haired spy standing naked and trapped in place beside the doorway to her cabin.

Desperate and unable to escape using a Gateway, since Mage Niamh would detect it, Izora decided their best chance was to escape on foot.  Her curses added Finn to the list of problems she faced.  It took only moments to organize the leashes of the other three blondes and tie them off on the hook next to Elowen’s leash.

Izora kicked Conri’s unconscious body and then she stooped down to tug off his boots, to steal his dagger, his sword, and then to steal his money pouch.  With a look of wildness in her eyes, Izora scanned the room for some random clothing, some slavery items, and Elowen’s small money chest.  With that loot and Elowen’s go bag slung over her shoulder, she grabbed the leashes and dragged everyone out into the dark night and the icy-cold rain.  Izora remembered Finn was spending the night with Lenna and forced her charges into a trot to the cabin.  She hoped the sandy pathways weren’t leaving traces of their escape.

“I don’t have much Mana for a Gateway and that bitch Niamh is clearly sensitive to their formation,” she reminded herself as they trudged through the deep puddles in the pathway.  They came out behind Lenna’s cabin and Izora spied Lenna’s small one-horse slavers wagon.  Since the three blondes were still gagged, Izora pushed them into the prisoner transport section at the rear and hissed, “Quiet for your lives.  Very bad people are hunting all of us.  I’ll bring blankets when I can.”  With that, she swung the heavy wood door at the rear entry, swung the latches down to bar the door shut, and then latched the lock that had hung loosely and open waiting for its next use.  She took the key with her.

Elowen tried to shrug herself free from Izora who sneered back at her, “Behave, you stupid bitch else I’ll drag you to the Traders Post gate and let the guards have you.  A tasty collared wench like yourself will have your hair shorn and your pussy bare before you can think about it.”  She then yanked hard on Lenna’s leash to get her going to the cabin.

Lenna’s cabin door was unlocked and Izora entered in hesitation.  “The main room is empty.  It’s similar to Elowen’s in layout.”  She glanced to the right where she guessed the bedroom was located.  Izora grinned at the sound of faint grunts of irritation.  “Does Finn have the horny bitch fucked and helpless.  “It’s also nearing dawn, has Finn done his regular thing of breakfasting at the Trading Post?”

Grinning even before she saw the scene atop the bed, she smirked at the wide-eyed look of horror on Lenna’s face.  She was naked and bound in a strict and helpless position.  Wide black leather straps of a head harness held a leather-wrapped bronze ring gag on her head leaving her with the look of a brainless bovine, … a cow.  Walking up beside her, even Elowen reeled back in disgust at the woman’s lewd position.

Finn had tied her wrists to her ankles and her elbows to her knees.  Lenna was held wide open on her back, legs spread wide, and her sperm-matted pussy exposed to all.  Izora noted that her vaginal opening was still open, not having closed all the way yet.  “Finn just left, didn’t he Lenna?” she demanded.  She noticed the shaving bowl filled with black hair and looked to the gleaming area of pale skin on her pubic mound.  “Lenna, you let Finn fuck you brainless, bind you like a piglet ready for slaughter, and then shave the hair of a free woman off your pussy.  If you were blonde, you’d fit in perfect with our latest shipment.”

Izora knew that even a low-level slaver would have a leather covered punishment or breeding bench in the combination kennels and training room.  The High Mage from Ivarren might not have regenerated all her Mana yet; but, she was still stronger than a normal woman.  She picked Lenna up who quickly began to grunt and wriggle in an increasingly desperate attempt to escape.

“Hep heee,” she screamed into the ring gag.

Izora ignored the foolish woman, supposedly a savvy slaver herself.  She was still muttering about how stupid the woman was to have put herself in such a vulnerable situation.  “By the Gods of Stupidity and Foolishness, Lenna,” she chided as she passed through the main room of the cabin and entered Lenna’s room for slave training and kenneling of her slaves.

A chuckle escaped Izora’s lips and she twisted Lenna’s body around from belly up to belly down.  The waist-high bench was perfect for dealing with slaves.  Izora ran the straps already on the sides of the bench over Lenna’s back and ratcheted them down snugly.  “Enjoy the feeling of helplessness for a bit longer,” Izora offered to the slaver with a chuckle.

As a final touch, she took the ring of keys from its hanger on the wall, dragged a chain with one end welded to a heavy eyebolt in the floor, wrapped the free end snuggly around Lenna’s neck, and snapped a lock in place.  Lenna was left naked, ring gagged, belly down on the bench, chained in place to prevent anyone trying to rustle the little piglet.  Worse, all three of her pleasure holes were at the perfect height for a man to take his pleasure.

Still urgently pressed for time, Izora returned to where Elowen awaited with her leash which once again hung over a hook on the wall above her head.  She drew Elowen over to the bed and pushed her backward to fall atop the mattress.  Izora reached over to a series of small hooks beside the bed where a cluster of punishment devices were arrayed on the wall.  She selected a cane and tested it by swishing it around.

Elowen shook her head in denial as she realized she was in nearly the same state as they just found Lenna.  Then, she wailed into the gag as the tip of cane whistled as it broke the speed of sound.

“Going to fight me?” Izora asked in a teasing voice.  “Or allow me to get a bit of revenge for your foolishness.  It was also bad manners to force me to pleasure you.”

Elowen did the only thing possible; she shook her head to show she would not resist.

Moments later, Elowen grunted in disapproval as the final knot in the bondage cords left her in exactly the same position as Lenna had been when they first entered her bedroom.  Izora stood for a moment contemplating the scene and realized that in order to match the scene with Lenna, Elowen needed one of Lenna’s head harnesses and ring gag devices.

After securing Elowen, Izora stuck her head out the door, saw nothing through the rain, and sprinted around the cabin to the wagon.  She unlocked, unlatched, and opened the door to throw in several blankets.  Then, wordlessly, she repeated the moves in reverse and softly shut the cabin door.

“Finn is gone to breakfast and the door was unlocked,” Izora muttered.  “If Niamh and her goons come looking as Finn is banging on the door, … all is lost.  So, … we’ll all have to hide in plain sight.  I have all the keys for the wagon, the chain around Elowen’s neck, the chain around Lenna’s neck, and, … the one to a kennel cage for me.”  Heart racing, Izora sped over to the training room, picked a kennel closest to the doorway, crawled backward into the cage so small that she could only rise on all fours, pulled in a blanket after herself, shut the cage door behind her, and reached through to latch a lock onto the door.  As safe as she could arrange, she carefully laid down in the tiny cage, rolled the blanket around her wet and naked form, hid the keys under the blanket, and tried to think calming thoughts.”

Realm of Jarion, Guild Trading Post, Slaver Elowen’s Cabin

Guild Agent and Mage, Niamh Curran burst through Elowen’s cabin door wet and furious.  Her face still stung from the slap across her face by her trusted guard and fellow Slavers Guild Agent, Lorcan.  In addition, the humiliation of the correction by a lower-level agent left her whole head flushed and red.  “Shit!” she shrieked, once again on the verge of losing control.  “We’ve been raided!  The Witchfinder wasn’t alone.  We have to hurry before they come back.”

Lorcan set down the bound and gagged Witchfinder, soaking wet and still unconscious on the cabin floor.  Things had gone wrong after Niamh finally made it down the rocky slope and failed to make a Gateway back to the side of the cabin.  After cursing wildly and gesturing senselessly like a crazy person.  Since Lorcan had the Mage Slave over his left shoulder, his right arm had been free to swing a heavy blow to Niamh’s head that knocked her down to the mud.  He kicked her and shouted over the roar of the rain and thunder,  “Stop screaming and complaining or I’ll pour your own potions down your throat and whip you senseless.”  He scowled and added, “Idiot, the cabins aren’t that far away.  Just make a Gateway as close to Elowen Quayl’s cabin as your Mana allows.”

They emerged only half-way to the cabins and had to trudge through deep puddles and the foul weather to reach Elowen’s cabin.  On entering, Niamh immediately noticed that Conri was sprawled on the main room’s floor and determined that they had been raided.   While she threw an emotional and nonconstructive temper tantrum, screaming about having no Mana to defend themselves, Lorcan knelt down to check his brother.

Lorcan saw that the Slaver Elowen was gone and there was no sign of the blonde slaves they were to pick up.  Seeing no immediate threats, he knelt down to check on his brother.  He sighed visibly in relief when he felt a pulse at Conri’s throat.  Then, his face hardened at the sight of his brother’s unbuttoned pants that left his limp cock exposed and covered with the red and blue skin paint used to mark captives.   His anger grew; but, unlike Niamh, he stayed in rigid control.

When he shifted his attention over his brother’s frame, he noted that Conri’s boots were gone along with his personal weapons and his leather money purse.  He then looked more carefully at the room and decided it looked to have been ransacked by thieves in a great hurry.  “Elowen wouldn’t have torn things apart even in her haste to escape.  It almost looks like a fight took place here.”  He double-checked to confirm that the training room and its kennel cages were empty.

He returned to Niamh who was still muttering with no idea of what to do next.  Deciding not to once again slap the normally controlled woman who was normally the strategic thinker, he walked up and kissed her.  He groped her ass and squeezed a tit.

After a long moment’s confusion, she pushed him away and scowled at his smirk.  “None of that!” she hissed in a more normal voice.  Trying to regain her composure, she focused on straightening her clothes, especially where his grip on her breast slipped it out of her breast sling.  After a moment, she looked up and locked eyes with Lorcan, “We’re going to have a conversation about how you’ve treated me.  I’m your superior and your Mistress.”

Lorcan smirked but dropped the issue for now.  “Mistress, we were raided.  Based on the Witchfinder and the Magic slave collar, I believe that Ivarren picked you as the target along with the blondes who are now gone, certainly taken as prizes.  Elowen’s role in this is uncertain.  But, again, I believe she was captured and taken away as well, probably wearing a collar.”

Niamh gasped at the news and shook her head to try to clear her thinking.  “We have to get out of here!” she cried with a returned semblance of panic in her voice.  “They could come back with reinforcements.”

“Yes,” Lorcan asserted, “but, even with that threat, we have to at least quickly search the cabins to be sure the attackers and your blondes aren’t still here.  Else, when High Mage Eavan Weaver personally interrogates us to determine how we lost her four valuable blondes, we’ll suffer long and painful punishments.”

“By the Gods of Torture and Death,” Niamh cried, “she’ll find out about me freezing and letting fear overtake me in combat, maybe losing her precious blondes in the process.”  She shivered after verbally confessing to Lorcan exactly what happened.  “You can’t hide anything from that woman.” 

“You can always submit to our punishment, Niamh,” Loran offered with a grin.  “Maybe she’ll have mercy on you if she knows we’ve already given you harsh corrective punishment and some remedial combat training.  After all, our only transportation is to take Elowen’s slave wagon on a long trip back to the High Mage unless you want to send a message right now from the Trading Post directly to High Mage Eavan Weaver?”

“No,” Niamh cried, “lets get going.  Please, we need to hurry so that we can claim truthfully that we searched the camp and tried to follow the slave rustlers.”

“Niamh, we best be careful,” he warned.  “If you were the target, they’ll have at least one more Mage Slave and her Witchfinder among their raiding team.”

Lorcan left his Mistress weeping and hoping for a way out of her horrid predicament.  “Perhaps my former Mistress?” he wondered as he went in search of the cabin’s water bucket.  Taking off its lid, he approached his brother, he tossed the entire bucket across his body.  “Wake up, idiot,” he hissed as Conri flailed about.

“Niamh, gather up all the blankets you can find, there isn’t much worse a ride than a wagon.”  Not wishing to miss the opportunity, he quickly rummaged through the training and kennel room and gathered up several trips worth of gear.  Finally, after taking what he was sure was too much time, he and Conri piled the loot and blankets in the back of Elowen’s slave wagon.

They returned to the wagon with the Witchfinder and the drugged Mage Slave.  Finally, he locked the back door of the wagon, exactly as Izora had done to Lenna’s slave wagon.

Conri, standing angrily next to the wagon continued complaining.  “I’m going to skin alive whoever stole my boots and gear.  That fucking Witchfinder’s boots are too small; they’re killing my feet.

Lorcan silently finished hooking Elowen’s mare up to the wagon.  He turned to Conri.  “Much of the blame for this fuck-up falls on Niamh and we need to protect ourselves from the High Mage’s wrath.  We should have prepared better and could have taken on the raiders and the Witchfinder.  Instead, we’ve lost High Mage Eavan Weaver’s blondes.”

Conri grimaced.  “We’ll speak more of this on the road.  For now, lets search the cabins.”

Showing more poor judgement, Niamh had gone ahead ahead of them and searched fruitlessly for Elowen and the blondes.

Unknown to the Guild Agent, Lorcan and Conri had much better luck when the first cabin he stumbled upon belonged to the independent Slaver Lenna.  “The door is unlocked,” he immediately observed and pulled his sword from its sheath.  “Conri, we both clear the main room.  Then, you go left and I’ll go right.”

They burst into the main room and easily confirmed that it was empty and there were no threats.  “The main room is empty,” Lorcan muttered even as he went to the heavy cloth drapery blocking the door to the bedroom.  He paused in instant lust at the sight of a slim black-haired slave bound upon what he was sure was the Mistress’s bed from the clothing of a free woman strewn wildly about.  He stepped closer and smiled when he didn’t see the mark of a licensed Guild Agent on her cheek in henna dye or any sign of slave registration markings on the side of her neck.  “We can be the rustlers ourselves,” he told himself with satisfaction.  “Unmarked prime pussy is easily taken for illegal registration and sale.”

“Little slut,” he said softly as he traced the ‘V’ between her legs, that was lewdly exposed in her bondage.  His finger slipped down to her ass and he grinned at her sudden attempt to free herself.  “Oh,” he added after a surprised grunt, “I thought you might have been newly captured but you seem to be squirming to escape like a free woman.”  He looked pointedly at the discarded clothing strewn about.  “So many uptight free bitches like you hate having their asses played with.  Perhaps you’re the owner of this cabin and you got in over your head playing pretend slave games with one of the other slavers here?”

Ready to take her away as a toy to use during their long, slow trip back to Slavers Guild Headquarters, Lorcan fumbled about with the chain around her neck, and cursed when he realized a beefy lock held it in place.  “I would go look for the keys but we don’t have much time.  Fuck, So much for having Niamh put her captor mark on you.  I can’t steal you away.”

Elowen’s previous horror at her predicament flared into something that made her nauseous when his look of lust returned.  With her head propped up on the pillow, she had a clear view of the Guild Agent through the valley of her plump tits as he buckled his belt and casting away his dagger, sword, and purse.  She gasped as he opened his breeches and his cock popped into view.  It wasn’t huge, maybe a bit more than normal in it’s length and girth.  But, with her voice box frozen, she couldn’t make any sounds of protest into the ring gag as he crawled up on his knees and fisted his cock.

Elowen opened her eyes wide when she felt pressure on her pussy and grunted in distress as two of his fingers skillfully spread her lower lips to expose the pink core of her sex.  With the knob of his cock nestled between those spread lips, he pushed, and Elowen’s head arched back at the suddenness and pain of a quick entry.

“Bitch sure is tight,” he muttered as he let his weight drill his cock down into her depths.  “Whoever bound you up must be a limp-dicked eunuch cause this is the tightest twat I’ve sampled in a long time.  Oh, its so fucked up that I have to leave you here.”  By this time, he’d pulled nearly out and then drove back in faster and deeper than his first attempt.  “Ahhh,” he said with a sigh.  “Nothing like a just captured and unbroken slave.  Tight like a free woman and still in denial about her new life.”

Elowen wriggled her hips, not to increase any enjoyment from her rape; but, to ease his entry to better lubricate his cock and to ease her pain.  “He’s no bigger than my sometimes lover and friend, Witchfinder Cormac Tierney.”  With his name in her head, she tried to visualize him being the one pumping so vigorously into her cunt.  The sensation of his cock’s head thumping against her cervix let her brain consider the pleasurable part of the rape, the part no woman would ever admit.  Every therapist would have told her that her body was simply unconsciously responding to stimuli.  But, to her shame, she orgasmed while thinking of her Witchfinder.

Above her Lorcan grinned at getting the uptight bitch to orgasm.  He knew full well it was just her body responding, but he enjoyed forcing her to cum.  “Such a whore,” he taunted as he continued to pump, “cumming on a stranger’s cock.”  Lorcan pulled out, grabbed his slimy cock, and fisted it to full hardness.  He adjusted the aim of his cock’s head down to her ass.

Elowen cried and shook as best she could to prevent him from raping into her virgin ass.  She had enjoyed some minor ass play with her girl friends but had never experienced a full-sized male organ or even a dildo.  Tears streamed down her face and any humiliation at having cum on a rapist dick in her pussy disappeared in the miasma of pain from the rape of her dry and unprepared asshole by his sizable cock.

Far too soon, Lorcan spurted his seed into her hole, leaving it full of his slippery male spend.  Reluctantly, he dressed again and continued his exploration of the cabin.  His cock lurched again at the sight of the piglet grunting and shaking under him in a futile attempt to free herself.

When he finished dressing, he saw the soapy bowl filled with black hair, a shaving soap brush, and a razor folded shut on a small nightstand.  “Is there a slave in the other room that just got her twat shaved?” he mused without knowing Finn had indeed shaved his sometime lover’s pussy and that his brother had already found that denuded pussy.

Lorcan had no time for finesse, he ignored the shaving cream in the mug and ran the backside of the razor through the slime oozing from her cunt and ass.  With a few practiced swipes, Elowen’s prized pubic hair was mostly gone.  He took just a few more delicate swipes to remove the remainder.  With a laugh, he left Elowen in distress with her newly naked pubic mound glistening with drying cum.

In the kennel room, Lenna’s face was facing toward the entry when the drape covering the doorway swished to the side.  She saw the smirk of discovery and lust on a man’s face as he entered.  “Hooo!  Hooo!” she screamed into her ring gag.   He’s a mercenary,” she cried inwardly, “nobody else would dare to raid a slavers settlement.”  Her instant fear was that he would haul her away with one of her own collars snugly locked around her neck.  Her eyes followed him when he walked around her with the look of a professional appraising product.  She was further horrified when he used that same phrase to her.

“Whoever owns you sure knows how to pick good product,” Conri exclaimed as he walked around the slave trapped belly down on the bench.  “No markings or tattoos, … absolutely fresh stock.  Whoa! Looks like your training has already started by being porked by someone with a really big cock.  Your pussy is still stretched open and drooling white jism.”  He looked closely at the chain locked around the newly captive slave’s neck and traced it to a heavy steel eyelet driven deep in the floor of the cabin.  Frustrated, he looked over to the naked blonde slave in the only occupied kennel cage and cursed again.  “Fuck!” he hissed in anger.  “No time to try and break out either of these slaves.”

He sighed as he reached down to unbuckle his belt and cursed. “I swore to skin alive the bastards that stole my weapons, my money, and my boots.  But, those rat bastards also took my belt as well.”  While Conri cursed, his fingers continued to undo his pants.

Lenna, was truly a slut and her pussy engorged with blood at the thought of being raped by a complete stranger.  The bondage added to her exhilaration.  The fear that the merciless mercenary would steal her away to sell at an illegal market only added to the thrill.

Even well fucked and well lubricated, Lenna still grimaced at the momentary pain of his first too forceful penetration.  “Eiii!” she screamed in a typical wail of pain and humiliation.  It was all mostly a ruse, she orgasmed with the first push into her swampy fuck hole.  

Conri and Lorcan had fucked many a helpless, and sometimes willing, bitch.  They both believed in driving hard into their conquests, sparing no thought of their pleasure.  Also like his brother, Conri finished by driving his slick, pussy-slimed, cock up her ass and pumping his cum deep in her colon.

The kinky slaver orgasmed again as his fat dick thrust to its base in a single thrust.

Two sexually satisfied brothers met in the main room of the cabin.  Each laughed at the other’s contented and well-fucked look.  Their plan to immediately leave was put on pause briefly as each pushed passed the other, impatient to see what had brought a smile of satisfaction to their brother.

Twin, “By the Gods!” exclamations of wonder echoed through the cabin.  “Fuck!” was the next unified curse as each brother discovered yet another prime candidate for illegal enslavement securely chained and locked in the cabin.

Frustrated, they met again in the main room and feigned victory with a hand slap as they stormed out into the dark rain.  Both had thoughts of the quality slaves that they were forced to leave behind because of Niamh’s fuck ups.


Chapter 6:  Enslaved

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Gailan, Town of Woodhurst, Gwen’s Bed at theRaging River Inn

High Mage Gweneth Bluefrost, now renamed simply Gwen, or Slave Gwen, by her new Master wasn’t too happy this morning with Rory.  “The sex at the waterfall and then in Rory’s bed in the stables during the night was glorious,” she reluctantly admitted internally.  “I’ve orgasmed plenty when servicing paid clients here at the inn.  That was acceptable because I have learned that I could focus and pretend that I’m elsewhere and let my body react by itself.  My whorish body was responding, not me, orgasming from those men fucking me and using me like a meat puppet.”

With a sigh, she turned her head and looked at the bondage cords holding her in an uncomfortable and helpless position.  “My Magic is useless unless Master Rory, a Wizard, tells me specifically what to do with it,” she moaned.  “It is almost the same as one of the Slave Queen’s collars except I can refuse Rory some things except in the use of my Magic.  Of course, … there are penalties when a man owns control of your body.”

She sighed again and concentrated on the welts on her ass that her position on her back irritated.  “He got angry when I didn’t show him enough respect.  A lesson I should learn.  For a mere Stableboy, he shows deep understanding on the relationship with slaves and masters.”

“After early breakfast, he brought me up to my room and left me naked on my back with my legs widespread and exposed like a dead cockroach,” she complained.  He tied off each of my wrists to the ankles on that same side of my body.  Then, he did the same with my elbows, tying them off to the matching knees.  Bastard left me defenseless.”  Gwen was fully aware that the bondage left both her pussy and ass upraised and exposed. 

“Rory surprised me with his skill with bondage cords and then he forced a ring gag and head harness in my mouth and over my head.”  Unable to swallow since then, drool had run down both sides of her face and pooled behind her head on her pillow.  With her face in its raised up position, Gwen had a clear view between her breasts to her upraised and bare pussy mound.  Her fat breasts sagged slightly to the outsides, opening up the view down her chest to her bare sex between her legs.

She looked across to the only other piece of furniture in her cramped room that was located up against the rafters of the inn.  It was the newest humiliation of the awful morning.  The young orphan she thought was her friend was staring at her smugly.

“Hesss isss hesiharry?” she’d asked Bronwen after she came into the room and just sat silently observing her predicament.

“Is this necessary?” Bronwen repeated the question, guessing correctly from the gagspeak what Rory’s new slave had asked.  “Even now I don’t hear the word ‘Mistress’ in that demand from Master Rory’s slave to a Free Woman.”

“Hess!” Gwen responded in irritation.  “Histress!” Even in gagspeak, her vocal cords ached and were still temporarily hoarse from eagerly swallowing her Master’s cock too deep and too often during the long night of debauchery.  She couldn’t help but squirm in remembrance of how she celebrated overcoming her gag reflex to get her lips wrapped around the root, the very base, of his rigid dick.

Bronwen, laughed softly from beside her.  “Watching Rory masterfully fuck you senseless in the stable on that straw-stuffed mattress, … fucking you into becoming a screaming cock-hungry bimbo desiring nothing more than endlessly being the tight and welcoming receptacle for his dick, … and his cum – it was more than just amazing.”  She paused and looked serious.  “You looked so desperate as a cocksucker, moaning and grunting like a pig to get her Master’s cock hard enough to be bred once again.”

“Hooah!” Gwen moaned into the gag in a lie that tried to deny her desperation for more of his hard cock during their animalistic couplings.

“Well,” Bronwen added in a firm voice, “soon, he’ll be doing that to me and then you can be the one watching jealously and then eating his cum out of my cunt afterward.”  She paused and then grinned.  “Today, I’ll tell him my true age.  I only look like a young teen because my growth was stunted and my breasts haven’t popped out yet because I was starved as an orphan.  I’m actually eighteen, not too much younger than Rory.”

Gwen confused and exhausted, slumped her head back down on the pillow. 

“Gwen, Rory took my tip money and the coins you hid from the Slave Master,” Bronwen said softly.  “He’s gone to do two things.  First, he’s going to buy proper clothes for his meeting with the Bank Manager, … clothes even better than the ones I set aside for him, … the ones he wore with you to the waterfall.”

“Between the three of us, he had enough tip money to buy the clothes and to rent you for the day,” Bronwen added with a smirk.  “Dannamore and Alexandra Innkeeper both find humor in knowing that a mere stableboy has bought your time, … that you have to acknowledge him as your Master.  That’s why Dannamore let you off your chores this morning and why Rory was able to tie you down in the bed.  So that Rory can use you as he wishes.” 

She paused and the Bath Attendant added what she felt was the most important part.  “Won’t they be surprised that when he’s finished with the bank, … he’ll own you legally and totally.”

Gwen was still torn about her ownership being transferred from her Apprentice to the newly emerged Wizard that was once a mere Stableboy.  She was still wondering about her future when Bronwen picked up a leather pouch and walked toward her position on the bed with a malicious grin.

“The problem with men,” she told Gwen as her knees walked up beside her on the mattress, “is that they are in too way too much of a hurry to stick their dicks into one of your holes, pump a few times, and then pump their seed into your hole.  That’s their idea of sex, no foreplay.”  She reached into the bag, searched around, and pulled out a small bundle of black horsehair strands.  “I’m going to show you how to focus a bitch on endless orgasms.”  Then, selecting one single strand, she stretched it out, and found the midpoint.  Bronwen leaned down and lightly kissed each of Gwen’s nipples.  Then, she teased each one with her teeth.

Gwen watched the black strand in horror as her nipples responded and automatically filled with blood and then pleasant sensations as the young girl pulled back with a popping suction as her lips let loose the nipple.

Bronwen set the midpoint of the horsehair strand about the nearest nipple and began firmly wrapping it around the base of the erect nubbin.  After four or five complete revolutions around the nipple, she tied off the horsehair in a double knot and let the ends hang downward.

Bronwen yanked down experimentally on the horsehair strand, pulling her breast downward by the nipple, and grinned at Gwen’s moan of protest as her breast plopped about with her tugs.  She completed the second nipple the same way, leaving two sets of double horsehair strands lying across her belly.

She next pulled a handful of narrow leather thongs out of the bag.

“Hooo,” Gwen moaned in helpless protest as the midpoint of the first black leather thong was wrapped around the base of one of her plump breasts.  “Hop!” she cried when Bronwen wrapped the base of her breast in an even firmer fashion than her nipples.  She continued with wrap after wrap upward from the base of the breast until the long black leather thong was fully employed and then tied off.  Her fat breasts had been forced into tall upward pillars of reddening flesh.

Once Bronwen finished the second breast, she took the ends of the first strand of horsehair tied around her right-most blood gorged nipple and fed those ends through the right side of the ring gag.

Gwen grunted and tried to pull her face away from the strands.  “Awwwwow!” was her response when Bronwen’s right palm slapped against her left cheek.   Then, before she could fruitlessly resist further, her head was pulled forward and the two horsehair strands trapping her aching left nipple was also pulled taut and tied off to the left side of the ring gag.  The last torture was the removal of the pillow she had been resting her head upon.

“Eiii!” Gwen screeched as her head reflexively fell backward and the result was a strong yank upward on her nipples and the tall pillars of her breasts.  Gwen raised her head back up as far as possible to relive the pull on her tortured nipples.  She was soon panting at the effort to hold her heavy head upward.

Gwen cried in pain and humiliation as Bronwen brought up another strand of horsehair,  showed it to her disbelieving eyes, formed a slipknot in the end, and then leaned forward to delve with her lips to find Gwen’s clitoris hidden in the thick lips of her pussy.  The electric tingle from her clit brought forth more lust.  Even in pain from her bondage and the throbbing pain in her nipples and breasts, Gwen humped her hips upward to get Bronwen to continue playing with her pussy.

Bronwen slapped a hand against her breasts. “Not yet, little slut,” she admonished.

After the torture method on her nipples, Gwen fully expected what came next.  Bronwen had tied off the midpoint of that black strand of horsehair into a slipknot.  She pulled her mouth off Gwen’s little ‘man in the boat,’ that was now standing proud, fully engorged, and wrapped the loop of horsehair around that most sensitive nubbin.  Bronwen slipped the knot securely around the small bundle of flesh and guided each free end upward, one at a time, to be tied off tautly to the horsehair strands around each of the nipples.

She sat back and critically examined her work.  “Let your head fall back!” she commanded.

Gwen looked at her with disbelief.  “Hooo!” she replied and wondered at being commanded to pull back on her nipples and clit.  When she saw Bronwen’s hand draw back for a brutal slap against her face, Gwen obeyed and let her head draw back. Immediately, the move tugged harshly up on the horsehair strands leading from her ring gag down to her nipples and then to the lines going down to her poor clit.  “Eiiii!’ she cried as the palm of Bronwen’s hand held her head down.

Gasping, Gwen struggled to bring her head forward again.  “So, heavy,” she whimpered to herself.  “My head is just so heavy to hold up.”

Bronwen picked a final item out of her bag and slipped around Gwen’s leg to face directly at her puckered asshole and her blood-gorged pussy lips.  She let her fingers explore around Gwen’s lowest set of lips.  “Do you know what I’m doing, Gwen?” she asked in a soft voice.  Her lips pursed in thought before she replied.  “In the hot springs down in the grotto I saw how your body responded so strongly and whorishly to the touch of stranger, both male and female.”  She took a deep breath.  “Then, last night and early this morning I saw the same thing with Rory.  But, Gwen, it was obvious that your brain had drifted away to let your body be the whore craving sex.  Only long after your body responded did you finally accept that you’re a sexual beast.”

“Even now,” she continued as her right hand’s fingertips delved just inside the glistening entry to her sex, “your mind is starting to pull back to let your body react without accepting the reality of your need to be dominated, … to serve, … to be ruthlessly fucked.”

She pulled the object held in her left hand into view of Gwen’s eyes that were already pleading for mercy.  The thing taken from Bronwen’s bag of toys, things assembled just for Gwen’s current lesson, was a small cat.  It was a whip with a short handle, short enough to be sized for the small hands of the bath attendant, and a bundle of thin leather strips on the end that were no longer than the distance between an extended thumb and little finger.  Unlike a more dangerous cat-o-nine-tails, the soft leather strands on this whip held no knots or slivers of flesh-cutting steel.

With a soft left-handed sidewards swing, Bronwen brought the whip around against the outside of Gwen’s right-most breast.  The ends hit the hyper sensitive breast meat that was purplish, swollen, and hyper-sensitized from the blood trapped within.  It hurt but it was nothing to the pain brought on from the whip strands strumming the taut horsehair strung between the ring gag and her nipples.  The vibrations elicited electric nerve pain from her nipples and clit.

Gwen’s head jerked about with each slash, increasing the tension on the horsehair and bringing forth more stimulation and pain.  Bronwen ignored her muffled cries and continued with the strokes.  “Come on Gwen!” she spit out harshly.  “Stay with me!  No retreating inward!  I’ll continue until I see you accept the pain and orgasm.  Orgasm, you stupid whore!”

It was too much for Gwen.  She couldn’t escape the pain focused on her most sensitive nubbins.  As the pain continued, her focus narrowed to that pain, pain that radiated outward relentlessly.

Seeing Gwen was close, Bronwen took her right hand’s fingertips, drenched from Gwen’s gushing pussy juices, formed a cone with those four fingertips, and jammed all four fingertips into her tightest hole.  She pushed with all her strength, relentlessly sinking into the tight hole until the fingers penetrated Gwen’s ass to her knuckles.

“Eiiiiii!” was Gwen’s long drawn-out cry.  Then, … the most powerful orgasm of her life roared uncontrollably to consume her body.  Her brain ceased to function as the orgasm was triggered by the fingers deep in her ass.  The torture, pain, and rising arousal had set the scene for the wild orgasm set off by the cat punishing her clit and nipples.

Bronwen watched the sweat-drenched Mage Slave quiver and shake while she grunted and moaned like the true whore Bronwen had brought forth.  “There!” Bronwen exclaimed in victory when she thought Gwen had finally come to her senses.  “You now know you respond with orgasms from pain as well as love.  Gwen, accept fully that you are a sexual beast and a whore.  No more mental escape while your body orgasms without your mental acceptance.”

The back of Gwen’s head was once again fully resting on the pillow mercifully restored by Bronwen.  Bronwen flicked out a razor-sharp knife and cut each of the taut strands of horsehair.  Then, needing to continue the lesson, Bronwen climbed atop her bound prey, reversed herself, and settled her own hairless pussy down on Gwen’s ring-gagged mouth.

The Mage Slave was in no condition to resist Bronwen’s demands.  She simply extended her tongue and began to pleasure the bath attendant’s cunt through the ring holding her mouth widely open.

Bronwen sighed at the wet, slobbery attention but forced herself to do the same to Gwen’s sopping wet cunt.  She grinned in success when her tongue wrapped around the bound clit and the Bond Slave hunched her ass upward to get more pressure against her sex.

Gwen moaned in yet another orgasm simply from Bronwen’s manipulation of her tortured clit.  Gwen’s own ministrations with her tongue, lips, and mouth on Bronwen’s pussy ceased as she orgasmed.  It was too much for the Mage Slave to do anything accept focus on enjoying her own orgasm.

Bronwen reached down with both her hands to find Gwen’s nipples.  The move changed her weight so her face was forced deeper into Gwen’s sex.  Both Bronwen and Gwen moaned in appreciation at the enhanced sensations.

“Cum for me!” Bronwen demanded as both her hands brutally squeezed and pulled on Gwen’s nipples and the pillars of abused breast flesh.  She immediately felt Gwen’s belly muscles spasm and her hips moved about to keep the sensations coming.

“That’s a good bitch,” Bronwen praised as she rose her mouth off Gwen’s pussy.  “You’re such a good little whore.  Keep on cumming.”  She dropped her face back between the swampy mess between Gwen’s legs.  Her teeth found the erect clit and she nipped at the swollen nubbin. 

“Eiiii!” Gwen, the former free and powerful High Mage howled in orgasm into her tormenters pussy.

“Slave Gwen, you’re mine now, … do you hear me, you’re my bitch now,” Bronwen crowed in victory.  Inwardly, she was wondering if she could find a jeweler in Woodhurst that could pierce and ring Slave Gwen’s nipples and clit.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Gailan, Town of Woodhurst, the local King’s Bank

A collar-wearing female Bank Clerk guided Rory to the Bank Manager’s office.  “Master Quinn,” she announced, “this is Master Rory.  Master Rory, this is Quinn Bank Manager.”

Rory, now illegally a free Wizard in King Gailan’s Kingdom, watched the attractive Bank Clerk gulp at Quinn’s lecherous look toward her.  She scurried out of the office and both men’s eyes followed her taut twitching hips.

“What can I do for you Sir Rory,” Quinn said with an oily smile as he gestured to a comfortable leather wrapped chair.

[image: ]The Stableboy held back a grimace as he sat and the stiff starched white shirt and new pants rubbed him in a fashion very different from his normal threadbare and comfortable clothing.   His new boots also pinched his feet.  “Well met, Sir Quinn,” he started, “I’ve several goals to accomplish this morn.”  He reached for his leather purse and set it on the Bank Manager’s table.  He pulled out and oriented one each of the ‘S’, ‘M’, and ‘L’ rough Diamonds atop the desk.  Even unfinished, some of the natural light from the window reflected off the rough surfaces of the stones.

Quinn’s fingers twitched at the sight of the three stones.  In his mind, he already visualized them as the much more valuable finished Diamonds Magically encased in indestructible crystal with the gold lettering of their sized.  He mentally weighed the heavy appearing bag from which they were removed.  “Where did you come across these?” he asked with a look of pure greed.  “How many do you have?”  The banker’s heartbeat had increased with excitement and he barely kept from licking his lips in his greed.

“Ahhh, Sir Quinn, that’s the first business that I wish to conduct,” Rory responded with an easy grin.  “I’d like to open an account and use the value of some Diamonds that I’ve been acquiring over the last few moon cycles as a deposit.  Once that’s finished, I wish to make some large commissioned purchase offers using your services.”

Quinn smiled, pleased at the chance to deposit the riches that he imagined were within that plain looking leather purse as well as the commissions he’d receive for the services hinted at.  “Please Sir, proceed.”

Rory carefully laid out thirty of the forty rough Diamonds within the purse.  He started with twelve of what Gweneth had estimated were ‘S’ Diamonds, then added nine ‘M’ Diamonds, and finished with nine more ‘L’ Diamonds.

Quinns eyes grew larger with each stone that Rory carefully arrayed across the desk.  “Amazing,” he muttered.  “Truly amazing.”

Rory looked the astonished banker in the eye.  “I’ve had these informally broken out and roughly assessed by size and believe that the standard three quarters percentage value of the total value of the group is just at eighteen million Bronze, or 1,800 Gold.”

At the banker’s gasp, Rory continued.  “Using the industry standard, Sir Banker, the jeweler who did my valuation told me that the purchaser would stand to make something close to six million Bronze, or six hundred Gold in the transaction less what was paid to jewelers for the cutting and shaping.  I would also offer that if cut properly, three of the ‘L’ Diamonds could easily also yield a single ‘S’ Diamond each.”

Quinn Banker’s jaw dropped at the thought of earning six hundred Gold less the minor cost of a jeweler to make the needed cuts.  He was already searching his mind for the cheapest and hungriest of the respected jewelers that he knew.

“Of course,” Rory added, “if we agree on the 1,800 Gold for the lot I won’t quibble about accounting for the three ‘free’ ‘S’ Diamonds.”

Quinn gulped and nodded in acceptance.  Then, after a long pause, he added, “Of course, I can release one thousand of the Gold for your use today.  I’ll need a formal appraisal and then can release the additional eight hundred Gold deposit.  All that is of course subject to my independent valuation of the stones.”

Rory grinned and set out ten more Diamonds in a separate disorganized pile.  “I want the full 1,800 Gold available today and the bank can hold these ten Diamonds as surety for the full amount discussed while you proceed with your valuation.  We can discuss their redemption later at what I expect will be around six hundred Gold.”

Quinn’s head was bobbing as he greedily hoped to be the agent brokering the last ten Diamonds into Golds.

The same flustered female Bank Clerk ran back and forth to gather the appropriate documentation as well as tea and muffins for the men as they waited.  Rory happily evaluated her soft bouncing breasts as she hurried about.  “Totally fuckable,” he told himself with a grin.  At his young age, his cock was constantly firming up at the merest thought of sex.  Finally, Quinn handed over to them a small Bank Book showing 1,800 Gold deposited.

Wizard Rory nodded in appreciation.  “Now, for my next order of business,” he said briskly, “I want to purchase the Bond for the slave known as Bond Slave Gweneth.  The amount would be five Gold plus a ten percent commission fee for yourself.”

Quinn Banker nodded.  “Yes, I remember the case.  The Magistrate has our Bank holding the deeds with Huntress Dora Rowlands as owner.”  He again called for the Bank Clerk.  “Slave, pull the file on Bond Slave Gweneth!”

“Hold on Sir Banker,” Rory softly commanded as he held up a hand, “I haven’t been introduced to the young woman doing so much good work for us today.”

“Hmmpf!” Quinn huffed.  “She is nothing of interest, a mere Bond Slave herself.”

“Oh,” Rory grinned, “and the name of this nothing?”

“She is my junior assistant, a Bond Slave owned by the Bank, Bond Slave Muira Cailborn,” Quinn admitted.

Rory smiled at the blushing redhead.  She looked downward in a subservient role and handed the file off the Quinn without catching his eyes. “Well met, young Muira,” he said softly to her further embarassment.

Quinn waved off Bond Slave Muira, dismissing her without a word or thought, and turned to examine the file.  “Actually, Sir Rory, you are correct in that the redemption amount of the Bond is indeed five Gold but there will be an additional ten percent tax for transfer of title plus my own ten percent commission fee.  That would be a total of six Gold.”

“Five and three-quarters Gold, or five Gold, seven Silvers, five Coppers,” Rory corrected softly.  “That amount is agreeable,” Rory added.  When the Banker started to respond, Rory held up a hand.  “There is much more business to conduct.  I also want you to make several offers to Baron Bernard Corftey.  I understand that he has come into several properties.”

“I’d be happy to contact his agents,” Quinn said with a quick smile, already anticipating more commissions.

“There are rumors that he’s come into possession of a couple of new female slaves,” Rory said with a smirk.  “I understand there is some controversy over how he came to own them and I fully anticipate that he’ll be eager to take my offer.”

Quinn’s face took on a somber look.  “Ahh, … yes.  I believe the rumors speak of events in Stonehaven and the former Baroness Corftey and the former Lady Forester.  I believe the son has also been enslaved.  All those enslavements been approved by the Magistrates in both Kingdoms and they are temporarily on loan to a Huntress.”

“I’m interested in taking on all three slaves, Sir Quinn,” Rory offered with a grin.  “I realize it’s far too much for such debased stock but I want you to offer the Baron’s agents five Gold for each of the three.”

Quinn’s face showed surprise at the high price offered for a slave.  “One Silver is enough for a common female slave and I’ve never heard of a collared bitch going for more than a single Gold,” he told himself.  Then his face colored in a blush.  “Ahhh, Sir Rory, that is indeed generous.  Bbbut, this is a rather delicate matter.”

“Of course,” Rory replied with a smile, “that’s why I’ll offer you a twenty percent commission and I expect there will be a ten percent taxation fee for title changes in each kingdom.  I believe that would be a total of, …”

“Twenty-one Gold,” Quinn added happily at the prospect of a three Gold commission regardless if the offer was accepted by the Baron’s agent.

Before Quinn could do more than take notes on that offer, Rory added in another offer he wished the Banker to make.  “I would also like to buy from him the ex-Forester estate that is located just north of us here in Woodhurst.”

Quinn raised his eyebrows in uncertainty.  “Sir Rory, there hasn’t yet been a full valuation of the estate.  Our King’s Magistrate needs that accomplished so that he can set amounts for the transfer fee and taxation rates which Baron Corftey must pay five percent as a transfer fee and ten percent for taxes.” 

Rory smiled and responded, “Surely the taxes are up to date as I understand that the former Lady Lillian Forester was a rather rich widow, although of dubious moral fiber.”

Quinn smirked at the innuendo about Widow Forester’s amorous and sexual escapades.  He’d heard enough rumors over the months to try and imagine ways to take advantage of the lusty widow.  He sighed internally at never having a future chance to sample the juicy bitch’s charms.

“So, Sir Quinn, I wish you to make an offer of 1,500 Gold for the estate and I’ll pay the five percent transfer fee and a five percent commission for yourself.  That would be, …”

“Sixteen hundred fifty Gold,” Quinn finished with a gasp.  “Sir, that might well be too much Gold for the estate.”  He gulped at the thought of losing a chance for the seventy-five Gold commision.

“Do it!” Rory commanded in a terse tone.  “I want it done!”

“But Sir, in total you’ve committed nearly all of your newfound wealth, a total of 1,676 Gold (6 + 21 + 1,650).

“Sixteen hundred seventy five Gold, seven Silvers, and five Coppers,” Rory corrected with a grin and added, “Well, I guess I’ll have to redeem the last ten Diamonds, that’s another six hundred Gold to deposit.”

The fat Banker could only nod his head dumbly.  “Is that all, Sir Rory.  Since it will take days for all these transactions to take place and move your funds to the sellers, I’ve credited your account with the full value of your Diamonds.  After these expected expenses, you now have seven hundred twenty-five Gold remaining in your account.

“I thank you for the donation of that three-quarters Gold,” Rory laughed.  “It was making the math rather difficult without a ledger book.”  Rory did some quick calculations in his head and decided that he’d need Slave Gwen to come up with more rough Diamonds.  “Sir Banker, I’ll have to bring in more Diamonds soon.  But, in the meantime, my next to last transaction is a firm offer to purchase Huntress Dora Rowlands’ (Izora’s) loan from the bank.  That nonnegotiable offer is seven hundred Gold, leaving me with twenty-five Gold in my account.”

Quinn gasped.  “No Sir!  That’s not possible or fair.  Her loan is a bit less than one thousand Gold as she’s made at least one three Gold loan payment.”

“Sir Banker,” Rory responded, “if you were paying attention, you’d have realized my offers have taken away from her the only four slaves earning her funds to make the loan payments.  Also, I have it on solid information that she has fallen from Baron Corftey’s good graces and will have to travel alone on her hunt in Jarion.  Lastly, she has at least one hundred Gold deposited in this bank and large amounts of other Gold in the King’s Bank in Stonehaven; all of which you can claim as you transfer the remaining seven hundred Gold obligation to me.  Frankly, her loan is in huge risk of default.”

“Bbbut,” Quinn stuttered, “the Baron arranged for a loan guarantee from our king.”

Wizard Rory, in his newfound confidence, grinned and waved away the Banker’s hope for the king’s continued guarantee for a disgraced Huntress.

The two men stared at each other for long moments.  Finally, Quinn Banker nodded his head.  “Yes, … alright, … I’ll place you as owner of her debt.  Does that conclude our business?” he said wearily.

“Not quite,” Rory responded with a smirk.  “My rough math tells me that today you have profited eight hundred in Gold for your commission on forty Diamonds plus the amounts in commissions for the slaves and the estate.”  He tilted his head to the side, “Your fees today can make you a much richer man and I’ve also saved you from defending a bad loan.  All that surely has some value.”

“Are you asking for some sort of kickback?” Quinn sputtered.

“No,” Rory hissed back, “I find myself in need of a trustworthy accountant for my holdings and my new estate.  I want you to gift me the cute little bundle of joy, Bond Slave Muira Cailborn.  She seems to be afraid of you anyway.”

“No way!” Quinn hissed in anger.  “I had the Bank bought her Bond from an accountancy house after she was fully trained and certified for accounting.  They charged us an exorbitant fee for her Bond.”  He huffed and added, “I haven’t even fucked the little bitch yet.”

“I won’t threaten to take today’s business elsewhere, Sir Quinn,” Rory responded.  “But, I’ll need to soon redeem at least the same number of Diamonds.  Today you earned a King’s Ransom with the only costs being the paltry fees to jewelers to cut your Diamonds and then a Slave Mage to embed them in crystal.  Do you want to risk a similar amount in the future?”

“Fine, the bitch is yours,” Quinn hissed in defeat.  “I can buy a prettier slave from the same place.”

“Sir Quinn, then please call in Bond Slave Muira Cailborn to perform her last duty for the bank; the processing of her transfer of title to me.”

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Gailan, Town of Woodhurst, the Raging River Inn

Alexandra Innkeeper glared at Rory.  “I’m to call you Sir Rory?” she exclaimed in confusion and frustration.  “And, you plan to steal Bond Slave Gweneth from our service?”

“That’s plain crazy,” Slave Master Dannamore added with heat in his voice.  “She’s our best earner.  We get rave reviews from everyone that pays for her time; young, old, pretty, and even women.”

“I was going to buy out the remainder of her service period for this moon,” Newly awakened Wizard Rory responded calmly.  “But, since she’s nearly completed this moon’s service, you can just keep her earnings and her share of tips and we’ll call it even.”

“But, she’s owned by Huntress Dora Rowlands,” Alexandra insisted.

Sir Rory, secretly Sir Wizard Rory, held up a bundle of documents.  “These documents show that I’ve been awarded a noble patent as ‘Sir Rory’ by the Magistrate.”  He didn’t mention that anyone with two hundred to three hundred Gold could buy the same, the lowest level, noble patent.  “They are also my titles of ownership.  I bought out Bond Slave Gwen’s bond service, I freed her, and then she immediately petitioned the Magistrate to become my full time slave.”

Alexandra Innkeeper looked sternly at at the humiliated woman, “Gweneth, you know there’s no release from this?  Did you freely make that decision?  If you were coerced, we can petition the Magistrate to overcome your permanent enslavement.  Otherwise, you are now a slave for life.”

Mage Slave Gwen, previously Bond Slave Gweneth, previously High Mage Bluefrost, colored in red humiliation.  Keeping her voice soft and contented sounding, she replied, “Mistress Alexandra, my name is now Gwen or Slave Gwen.  Also, Mistress Alexandra is not entirely correct.  Master Rory placed a proviso in my slave contract that is included in my slave registration, … I cannot be sold, and if stolen and the thieves captured, they would be charged with illegal enslavement of a free woman and put to death.”

Inwardly, Gwen was almost happy that her long uncertain future in the Realm of Ivarren had been decided.  “Belonging to Rory is better than the uncertainty of a future with Mage Izora.  In either case, my fate was to remain in this realm with no chance of return to Jarion.”

“Now that we have my ownership determined,” Rory continued, “Alexandra Innkeeper, I understand that Huntress Dora Rowlands owes eighteen days personal slavery service from the Free Woman Alcove Challenge that Slave Master Dannamore runs in the tavern.”

Alexandra nodded slowly.  “Yes, that’s the case.”

“I’m offering a Silver to everyone that she owes a day’s bondage and submission as a result of your Free Woman Alcove Challenge,” Rory added.

“You’re buying out her obligation, Rory?” Dannamore interjected.  “She owes me three days, … I’ll happily take the three Silvers.  I can buy a young, beautiful, and compliant slut from a slaver for that amount.”

“I’ll offer the Silver to each person transferring their tokens to me,” Rory clarified.  “Plus, I’ll pay a five Copper bonus to you and Alexandra for each one you broker to transfer to me.”

“If we get them all for you,” Alexandra said with a smile, “Dannamore and I would split the half Silver bonus per token.  Dannamore, that’s a nine Silver bonus we’d share, … almost a Gold split evenly.”

“Sheriff Finton Doyle is in Stonehaven with Baron Corftey and he might well not accept your offer,” Dannamore worried aloud.

“Then two Gold for his two tokens and a Gold in bonus for you,” Rory shot back.

Alexandra looked pointedly to Rory, “I’ll make it happen.  Consider all eighteen tokens to belong to Sir Rory.”

“And if the Sheriff doesn’t agree?” Rory asked.

“For two Golds,” Dannamore said with a grin, “he’ll agree.”

“Give us a day or two to pay the locals for their tokens and a bit more than that to get Sheriff Doyle’s approval,” Alexandra promised.

“But, boy,” Dannamore interjected with a scowl, “there’s a lot more documents in your hands than just for a royal patent and one slave’s title.”

Sir Rory smiled.  “I’m also owner of a Bond Slave previously owned by Bank Manager Sir Quinn, Bond Slave Muira Cailborn.

“The redhead,” Alexandra gasped.  “She’s exquisite.  By the Gods of Brothels and Whorehouses, I’ll happily buy her from you.”

Rory smirked.  “Thank you, no.”  He turned to Dannamore and answered more of his question.  “The remainder of the paperwork is for three other slaves I now own; Slave El, Slave Lil, Slave Mari, as well as the former Forester Estate.”

Alexandra and Dannamore both drew in their breaths at that news.  “Boy,” Dannamore said with worry in his voice, “if those names are who I think they are, beware of dealing with real royals and their quirky rules of honor.”  He paused and added, “You seem to be going on a spending spree.  Beware also of getting in debt.”

“Be sure not to let a hint of gossip cross your lips, Rory,” Alexandra admonished in a stern voice.  “If the Baroness wants word to get out about his wife and son, or the widow, let him spread that story without any comment of your own.

Rory smirked.  “Alexandra Innkeeper, I thank you for letting me live in the stables and work for you.”

“I’ll admit that this is upsetting to me,” Alexandra said, “but, you’ve been a good worker.  I wish you the best of luck, Sir Rory.”

Sheepishly, Rory added, “Umm, also, … Bronwen is coming to live at my new estate, now named the Trouvaille Estate.  For now, she’ll be Mistress of the Estate.  We’ll see where things go in the future.”

“Trouvaille Estate?” Alexandra asked in confusion.

“Something I read about from the inn’s small library in your office, Alexandra,” Rory answered.  “By the way, you should practice more at calling me Sir Rory, Mistress Alexandra Innkeeper.”

After Rory left, Alexandra turned to her Slave Master, “From pauper to owning five slaves and a Lady’s estate, the second largest in the Barony.  How did he manage that and how did her gain the arrogance of a noble so quickly?”

“You’ll never get Quinn Banker to tell you anything,” Dannamore said, “he’s notoriously tight-fisted with coin and information about the bank’s customers.”


Chapter 7:  Jarion’s Slavers Guild  

Realm of Jarion, Kingdom of King Lugh Geralt, Guild’s Central Trading Post, Cabin of a Debauched Slave Mistress

On and off during her long wait from her belly up dead cockroach position on Lenna’s soiled bedding, Ivarren spy Elowen in her role as a Jarion Slavers Guild Agent fought and struggled fiercely against her bonds.  “My ass burns from where that mercenary fucked me,” she complained and tugged again at her wrists tied to her ankles.  “Dora set me up,” was a mantra that ran through her mind.  Deep down, she knew that she and Lenna had served as a useful distraction from the mercenaries searching for her and the blondes.  “The chain, the lock, and hiding the keys worked to keep me ‘safe’ from being rustled,” she admitted with reluctance.

Her head fell back in exhaustion just as Finn was returning from his breakfast.  He was very eager to continue harshly treating his sometimes lover, Slavers Guild Agent Lenna.  He shivered under his thickest cloak as he shook it out before hanging it on one of the hooks by the cabin entry.  The heavy rain had diminished as dawn approached but was still misting in a cold deepened enough to leave a thick layer of frost on the ground.

“Hoo!” Elowen tried to screech into her ring gag when she saw Finn slipping under the privacy drape into Lenna’s bedroom.  Her voice box muscles were still frozen and no sound escaped from her attempt at telling him no.

He took her silence as Lenna’s approval for what he planned next.

“Oh, Lenna, love,” he taunted with a malicious grin, “your newly bald pussy is so inviting.  And, … that brainless bovine look on your face from your multi-strap head harness, … so much the alluring bimbo look.”

Elowen shook in desperation to somehow demonstrate to Finn that she wasn’t that slut Lenna.  Finn grabbed one of her taut breasts and tugged on one of her nipples.  “When I’m done fucking you like the slut you are,” he whispered, “I have a decision to make.  Should I just ring these nipples or do that and mark you as a captive and register you at the Trading Post.  Or, should I keep you in bondage as my sex toy for awhile.”  He cocked his head and added, “You are a hot fuck, but a lousy slaver.  Your kennel is empty and maybe you should live there for awhile.  You would certainly be a better trained sex slave than a slaver.”

The spy wriggled again and sighed in defeat when all it did was draw Finn’s attention to her bobbling breasts and the raw and enflamed set of labia around her sex.  Elowen wept real tears as he stripped down while talking and then nearly fainted at the size of the massive pole standing out erect from between his legs.

Finn crawled up toward the lewdly exposed ‘V’ between her legs and let his hands wander down her trim form from the long black hair on her head, across her taut mid-sized breasts, to the bald cunt.  He smiled at the still open petals of her labia.  Just like Lorcan, he used the fingers of his right hand to simultaneously spread those still wet lips to set the head of his cock in the recess. 

Something a bit larger than a fat and juicy plum wriggled about the entrance to her sacred pleasure and breeding cave.  Elowen cried silently to no avail. 

His left hand balanced his torso as he let his hips move forward.

The shock of his penetration was a shock that drove the breath from her lungs.  “Big!” she cried inwardly.  “By the Merciless Gods!  Too big, … eiiiii!  My poor pussy.”

Finn sighed in appreciation when the head of his cock bumped against her cervix.  “Lenna, slut though you are, your cunt recovers tighter than ever after each abuse.”  He pulled back and the suction yanked that tight grasping cunt and her hips toward him.

The massive cock pulled out and then drove back with slow non-stop torture.   After a few strokes, Elowen felt herself loosen to absorb the monster.  Her juices also eased the friction against her cunt walls.

She cried out silently again as Finn sensed the same loosening of her cunt and the juices flowing to better coat his breeding tool.  Knowing what was coming didn’t make it any less horrible; she’d seen him in action destroying captive slaves.

He slowly picked up his fucking rhythm to one of blistering speed.  The sensation of his cock dragging over her clit and the fat head scraping over her most sensitive bundle of nerves on the side of her cunt forced her into an unwilling orgasm.

Finn grinned evilly at the clasping muscles of her cunt and belly quivering around his cock.  “That’s the first orgasm Lenna.”  He reached over beside the bed and lifted up a riding crop.  He leaned back, keeping his hips thrusting his cock in and out.

Elowen was too focused on the orgasm that caught her by surprise and riding out the rolling waves of unexpected pleasure to see the crop show up in Finn’s hand.  The loud splat of a vicious blow to her nipple, followed by the wave of pain that followed took her once again by surprise.  Somehow, … it prolonged the orgasm.  More blows followed along with the continuous movement of his cock in her pleasure sheath.  Eventually, Elowen passed out.

Finn frowned at the comatose bitch under him and released his cum with a sigh.  He pulled out and hissed, “Bitch just delayed my pleasure from fucking her ass.  She has to be awake and aware before I take that tightest hole.”  He pulled his no longer rigid cock out of her tight hole.  It dangled between his legs like a slime-coated snake of huge girth.

Izora, Huntress Dora Rowlands, pretend ally of the Ivarren team led by Elowen, heard the cabin door open.  After a long silence, she decided it might be Finn.  She wriggled about to find the keys and found it was awkward to slip her fingers through the bars to find the lock, orient it properly, and fit the key inside.  Finally, the lock opened with a click and Izora crawled out on her hands and knees.

Still fully naked and wearing the leather slave collar Elowen put on her neck to force her between her legs in her own bed, Izora readied her defensive combat Magic and crept silently into the main room of the cabin.  She smirked when she saw Finn’s cloak hanging by the door and dripping to a wide puddle on the floor.

Knowing what she would find, Izora was nonetheless shocked at the sight of Finn’s spent cock just as it pulled out of Elowen’s abused cunt and flopping down between his legs.  “How was Elowen’s pussy?” she asked in a loud voice.

Finn spun around at Dora’s voice and a look of confusion came across his face.

“Elowen acted as a distraction when the Mage’s men came here looking for her and the blondes,” Izora explained.  “She had me unwillingly between her legs when the Mage and her minions burst into the cabin.  I thought payback was called for.”

Finn shook his head.  “A Mage came to steal our blondes?  She must have been sent by the High Mage herself.”

Izora grinned at the way Finn focused on the big picture and not on how he’d just fucked his childhood friend. 

“Tell me more,” he growled as he slid off the bed, picked up his sword and paced through the main room and to the training room.

Izora explained the events quickly while Finn checked for any threats that Izora might have missed.  He paused at the entry to the training room to quickly examine the sword, daggers, and belt from the Mage’s guard.  “A Slavers Guild belt buckle,” he hissed as he lifted the belt up.  “This was absolutely a scheme of High Mage Eavan Weaver.  She must have sent one of her pet Mages to steal our blondes.  Else, we’d all be dead right now.”

He turned to Dora and eyed her naked form with clear lust and then dragged his eyes to the black-haired woman tied belly down over the punishment bench.  “Someone fucked Lenna,” he observed, “cunt and ass both.”  Then, he turned to glare at Dora, “Did the second guard do the same to Elowen, both cunt and ass.”

Izora shrugged.  “I have no idea,” she said as she pointed to the small kennel cage, “because I was locked in there.  All three of us were safe from rustling because I had the foresight to put chains and locks on their necks and a lock on my kennel cage.”

Finn’s cock had noticeable stiffened up at Dora’s explanation.  “The other three blondes and Aine?”

“The blondes are in Lenna’s slave wagon and Aine hasn’t been seen since the Mage responded so angrily to something.”

Finn sighed, “That would have been our reinforcements, Witchfinder Liam and his Mage Slave Lona arriving to back up Aine while she followed us to the Slavers Guild Headquarters.”

“A Witchfinder and a Mage Slave, … when the fuck were you two idiots going to tell me that,” Izora cried out in anger.

“That’s Elowen’s business,” Finn responded with a flat look.  “Now, Dora, on your honor, you agreed to this plan.  So, until I figure out what we’re going to do, I want to see all four of you collared and kneeling in the living room.  Be sure to replace ring gags and cuffs and snap leashes to your nose rings.”

At the reminder, Izora shivered and a hand went up unconsciously to touch the heave hog-style nose ring through her septum.

A grin began to take over Finn’s face.  “For now, my balls are aching and I’m getting ready to fuck something senseless and Elowen is off limits.  So, unless you want all three of your pleasure holes reamed, I’d suggest you shut the fuck up and go bring in the other three blondes.  Then, return to your role as our unwilling blonde slave.” 

As she was leaving, Izora paused at the entry to the main room to look back over her shoulder toward Finn.  There, in the center of her view, was Finn’s hairy naked ass pushing forward, holding in place, then slowly withdrawing only to repeat the moves.  “He’s face-fucking Lenna,” she thought with amusement.  “Elowen once told me he has the stamina of a goat.  He needs to empty his balls at least three times in each fucking session.  Elowen makes one, Lenna’s mouth is two, and I wonder where his last load will go.  From his level of frustration, … her ass will probably receive his last gift of sperm.”

Realm of Jarion, Kingdom of King Lugh Geralt, On the Road Away From the Guild’s Central Trading Post

Lorcan grunted as he tried to gently guide Elowen’s mare away from pulling the wagon through the next giant puddle in the swampy road.  He glanced to his brother and cursed again at Niamh Curran’s mistakes during this mission.

Conri looked over at him and asked the question already addressed more than once during the miserable ride.  Dawn was behind them by several hours but the heavy dark cloud cover spoke of more rain to come than just the drizzle of the moment.  He adjusted his soaked cloak and asked, “So, she just froze in place after charging through the Gateway without a plan?  A move that left me without backup when they attacked me?  I could have been killed.”

“She was lucky that I knocked down the Witchfinder,” Lorcan repeated, “his reflexes were quick and he was ready to carve her up like a butcher with a hog.  The only thing she did correctly was to take out the Mage Slave first of all.  Even then, it was only the Mage Slave’s inexperience that saved us.  A moment more and we would have been the ones flying down the hillside; injured or dead.”

After a moment he added bitterly, “After saving her life, Niamh had the gaul to verbally attack me when the Witchfinder was the one that fell down the hillside.  She was ready to order punishments.”

“But she drank her Witch’s Bane while I was still out cold?” Conri asked.

“No, in fact, she forgot to immediately dose the Witchfinder’s Mage Slave out in the rain on the hillside.  I had to slap her about to get her attention before she poured the Witch’s Bane down her throat,” Lorcan replied.  “She didn’t drink the Witch’s Bane herself until we got to the cabin and I confronted her about her grave errors.  She did that only after I told her that our punishment would be far gentler than that of High Mage Eavan Weaver. That’s when she agreed to don her potion and kill her access to Magic.”

Conri laughed.  “She promised to be our slave until that punishment was removed by the High Mage herself?”

“It took some persuasion,” Lorcan responded with a grin in fond remembrance of slashing at the woman with a riding crop.  “After we got the Witchfinder and Mage Slave in the wagon, I got such a hard-on when Niamh started weeping like a newly captive bitch, blubbering for mercy while promising to do anything to make it stop.”

“Make a woman naked so she feels fully vulnerable and then she her a leather slave collar and a whip or riding crop,” Conri laughed, “and they fall apart.”  He paused to look behind them through a small window of iron bars into the box body of the wagon where the three naked captives were huddled up together for warmth.  Niamh was unbound but naked and craved their warmth.  She had indeed cried and begged for mercy and only crawled into the wagon with the two prisoners when each brother stroked canes across her body.  Only then did she crawl in and arrange the blankets in the covered bed of the wagon.

“They should be happy to be dry in the box-body,” Conri observed bitterly.  “We’re the ones stuck out in the weather after Niamh’s disastrous failure.”  Not long afterwards, Conri had enough of the bitter wet weather.  “Time to pull over, brother,” Conri decided.  “We’ve no shelter up here on this blasted bench seat.  I want a bit of shelter, a hot fire, and some steaming tea in a mug to warm my hands and my belly.”

Realm of Jarion, Kingdom of King Geralt, A Hidden Campsite Off the Road to the Slavers Guild Headquarters

After pulling off the road onto an almost invisible trail that wound between trees, Lorcan had recognized a perfect campsite behind a pile of building-sized boulders.  Lorcan fought the horse to back the wagon into a break in the boulders.  With three sides protected by the rocks, he was able to rig a tarp from the top rear of the wagon to the pile of rocks.  The far sides were angled slightly upward by running a pair of lines from the corner of the tarp to short branches which he wedged in between some of the rocks. They ended up with a snug shelter nestled between the back of the wagon with rock walls on three sides.

While his brother wrangled the wagon in place, Conri arranged head-sized rocks in a fire ring against the rear rock wall, using the rock to reflect extra heat from the flames and coals back into the sheltered area.  Then, he gathered up rain-soaked fallen branches and starter kindling which he arranged into a small pyramid to act as the fire base.  From his pack, he took out a scrap of leather wrapped around a dozen or so finger-thick sections of fat-wood, a highly resinous pine harvested from age-old pine stumps.  He slivered some pieces off a section of fatwood and nestled it in the heart of the unlit fire.  With just a handful of strokes of the edge of his dagger against a piece of flint, the fatwood burst into flame.  He fed in a couple of larger slivers of fat-wood and the wet kindling caught fire.

While the original idea had been to prepare a hasty camp for a few hours to warm up the two cold and wet drivers, they almost immediately decided to spend the day and night recovering at the site.  So they ended up hauling in a couple of large logs for bench seats and more firewood.  Once their water boiled, they sat in the warming shelter appreciating the chance to warm up.  They hung their sopping wet cloaks to dry.

The sandy bottom of their camp was surprisingly dry.  They put down a ground cloth and then laid out their sleeping bags, one on either side of the fire.  Without working out the plan, they worked to haul a section of chain and anchored on end tightly around one end of a log.  “For the Witchfinder,” they both explained to the other at the same time.

Niamh was still fuming mad huddled in the slavers wagon when the door clanged open.  “Let me out,” she begged, “I need the bathroom.”  At their grim-faced beckoning, Niamh was sure she wasn’t forgiven by the two brothers.  Putting on a false brave front, she dragged a blanket behind her as she gingerly stepped out of the wagon completely naked.  Glaring at the two, she shuffled off quickly behind a human-sized rock to pee.  There was a cost to having privacy, she got rained upon.

Conri grinned as Niamh pushed him aside from his seat on the log closest to the fire.  She opened her blanket wide to catch the heat on the blanket while exposing her entire body to the radiant heat from the deep bed of coals.

Niamh silently watched the equally naked Witchfinder led out after her.  He had been stripped down naked and bound up using slavers gear pilfered from Elowen’s cabin.  There, they pulled his hands behind his back to cuff his wrists and a short hobble chain was cuffed to his ankles.  A leather slave hood was pulled over his head and buckled in place around his neck.

It took both men to get the two captives out of the wagon and to lead them over to piss and shit.  The Witchfinder’s wrists were chained to the log farthest from the fire.  Two blankets were thrown over the miserable man.  The Witchfinder was soon leaning back against that log with his feet toward the fire.  With the hood on the entire time, he was blind to the brothers’ activities.

The Mage Slave was laid down on her knees atop one of the sleeping bag.  Neither captive spoke because of the head harnesses and ring gags each wore under the slave hoods.

To keep Niamh’s status as a temporary slave a secret from the two hooded captives, they spoke of her simply as their new slave ‘Filly’ which greatly angered Niamh.  The temporary name reminded her far too much of the High Mage’s intended role for the blondes, … as unwilling ponygirls, destined to pull pony carts, hauling riders sitting comfortably on the carts wielding whips to urge them on.  Niamh cringed at the thought of that as her own fate.

Niamh’s persona was the result of a lifetime of being rich and pampered, learning arrogance from knowing that she was far superior to those around her, and from being absolutely certain that her every command would be obeyed.  That background was making it difficult for her to transition to the necessary submissiveness and slave demeanor demanded by the brothers as part of her punishment.

Back at the Traders Post, Conri had been happy to pilfer the Witchfinder’s gear, finding his boots, although a bit tight, were a good enough replacement for the ones stolen from him.  Arranging the Witchfinder’s quality sword, dagger, belt, and crossbow on his person had brought a huge smile to his face.  He now grinned just as happily as he removed the weapons and stacked them close to one of the sleeping bags.  He reached for the buttons on his pants.

Niamh looked with horror at Conri’s face and hands at his crotch.  “You wouldn’t dare,” she hissed and wrapped her blanket even more tightly around her naked form.

Conri simply smirked and pointed to the empty sleeping bag.  “Slave Filly needs to kneel down on that sleeping bag.  Keep your blanket for now.”

Niamh balked at the brisk command but followed Conri’s eyes to the stack of flexible punishment canes.  “Yyess, Master, Conri,” she spoke as if the words were ashes in her mouth, “Slave Filly obeys.”  Forced to accept the consequences of disobeying was the only reason she complied with a gulp of fear.  She also remembered that the High Mage had indeed skinned more than one person alive.

Lorcan was also stripping down.  “So, brother, we’ve decided to eat later?”

“Yep,” Conri grinned, “fuck now, eat later.”  He held out a closest fist.  “Me to the right for first choice of bedmates.  On one, two, three!”

Each man used the ancient way of determining first choice by dropping their fists each time on the count of one, then two, and on three dropping their fists down with the number of digits exposed for their ‘count’.  The total between the brothers was five; ‘three’ for Conri and ‘two’ for Lorcan.  Since Conri had started the challenge, he counted himself as one, Lorcan as two, himself as three, Lorcan as four, and finally himself as five.

Conri grinned widely at winning the challenge for first pick of the bitch to share his sleeping bag.  “I chose the Mage Slave to warm my bed.  Lorcan, you get first dibs on breaking in her majesty, Slave Filly.”

Both Lorcan and Niamh looked at each other with unease.  Lorcan was more than ready to fuck anything after the long trying day but was also more than a bit afraid of Niamh’s reaction and possible revenge after her punishment was over and behind them.

“Slave Filly, you’re on Lorcan’s bedroll!” Conri commanded to get things going.  “Get up on all fours and shake that skanky ass about.  You’re getting ready for that breeding that we bought you for.”  The misdirection was to keep the captives from knowing that the Mage that attacked them had not left for elsewhere and was still among their captors as a slave herself.

Lorcan grabbed an extra blanket and wrapped it around his naked back to hold off the cold.  Then, somewhat protected from the mid-day cold, he knee-walked naked up behind Niamh’s gently swaying butt.  Even in the shadow of their shelter, her exposed pussy and ass beckoned him onward.  He leaned down over her unblemished back and let the blanket drape over them both.  His hands slide around her sides to each grasp a tight handful of her tits.  He pulled back on her dangling bits and used the leverage to let the tip of his cock bounce about blindly searching for an entry point; pussy or ass, either was a good start.

“The question is, Slave Filly,” Lorcan taunted as his dick bobbled about searching for a hole to plug, which hole should I take first.  Don’t let any of your pleasure holes be jealous for not being selected first, … tonight, I’m going to use you in every way; mouth, cunt, and ass.”

Niamh’s head rose as the head of Lorcan’s cock found the indentation at the mouth of her pussy.  “Nooo! Please,” she begged softly.  “I’ll be good and follow your every command.  You don’t need to fuck me.”  Then, regardless of her pleas, she felt a bit of pressure against her opening as the cock found a hole.  She made the mistake of moving her hips forward to keep the cock from continuing forward rather than twist her ass to the side and unseat the head.  Lorcan’s hip continued pushing forward, following her hip’s attempt to escape, and then his cock’s head popped into her hole.

Lorcan tightened the grip on her tits and pulled her torso further backwards, forcing her cunt to swallow his cock, inch by inch.

“Eiii! Nooo!” Niamh protested as his hips brought the stalk of his cock into a corkscrew motion which drilled his swollen length all the way down to her cervix in just one downward push.

Hours later, the brothers pulled on their pants and shirts.  Beside them were two weeping women fully debauched from the rounds of sex.  “Next time,” Conri grunted as he slipped his boots on, “we switch places.  The Mage Slave was a dead fuck.  She needs corrective training.”

Lorcan grunted.  “You gave me the dangerous task and you dare to complain.”  With a look of disgust at his brother, he pulled three hog nose rings from his pack.  “Because of that,” he decided aloud, “You can ring the Ivarren Mage’s nose, the sack holding the Witchfinder’s balls, and Niamh’s nose.”

“By the Merciless Gods,” Niamh’s muffled voice came through the blankets, “do you really need to do that?”

Later, weeping at the unaccustomed pain, the blood dripping from her nose, and the utter humiliation of being ringed like a true slave, Lorcan sat down looking at her proper upright kneeling position on the sleeping bag.  “Filly, until you are released from this punishment by High Mage Eavan Weaver herself, you must promise on your honor to serve us and the Slavers Guild as a true slave,” Lorcan intoned to the scared woman.  He tossed her a slave collar and his shaving kit.

Niamh looked up at her new owners.  “I agree, Mmasters to be your true slave.  But, Master, … do you mean for me to self collar and then to shave my own pussy?”

“Hmmpf!” Conri grunted.  “Yes.  After all that, I’ll cut the black hair on your head to a proper length.  We’ll petition the High Mage to leave you in our charge until your hair grows from the length of your ears to touch your shoulders.”

“Nooo!” Niamh wailed.

Realm of Jarion, Kingdom of King Lugh Geralt, Guild’s Central Trading Post, Cabin of a Debauched Slave Mistress

Finn walked out of Lenna’s kennel room with a fully contented look on his face.  He held a leash in his right hand that was connected to the puffy tear-streaked face of the former Guild Agent Lenna.  Her newly cut black hair, raggedly sawn off to just below her ears, the bleeding nose ring, the wide black straps of the head harness with its leather-wrapped ring gag, and the stiff black leather slave collar proclaimed her slave status.  She was only missing her brand or tattoo on her ass and the Jarion standard tattoo of her slave registration on the side of her neck.  He led her to kneel beside the four blondes.

Lenna knew better than to move.  Finn’s cum dribbled from her lower to holes and ran downward in thick white runnels from her face.  “Marked, in almost every way,” she groaned inwardly.

Finn walked arrogantly into what had been Lenna’s bedroom to meet the glaring anger in Elowen’s eyes.  He reached over to a cane and swished it in the air.  “You were supposed to be waiting for Niamh’s arrival,” he declared in a harsh tone.  “Instead you were playing slave domination games over our Ivarren ally, Dora Rowlands.”  He swished the cane again.  “Dear friend, I admit that my cock seems to rule my life,” he admitted.  “Yet you’ve never had need to correct my focus on the mission.”  He swished the cane over Elowen’s body.

“Dora saved you all by hauling everyone here to Lenna’s cabin, setting you two girls up as a distraction no mercenary could resist.  She even protected you from being rustled by making it impossible to remove you from the cabin.  They simply didn’t have time.”

He sat down on the edge of the bed and ran an appraising hand down her inner thighs, ignoring the spent slowly drooling out of her cunt.  He ignored her quiver of distress.  “You really weren’t responsible for the capture of Witchfinder Liam and Mage Slave Lona because it seems they too arrived early, soon after Niamh also arrived early.

“Ivarren Spy Elowen Quayl, the only reason I’m not permanently collaring you, ringing your nose with a fat ring, and shearing off your luscious black hair just like your near look-a-like Lenna is because I know of a way to save our mission.”

He smirked at the sigh of relief from Elowen’s ring-gagged mouth.  He reached out with affection and caressed her cheek.  “I’ll admit, you were just as energetic and wild a fuck as Slave Lenna and part of me feels regret over leaving you free.”

Elowen’s moans of despair at hearing of Lenna’s fate went unheard from her frozen vocal cords.   “He really could do the same with me.”

Finn pulled out his dagger and sliced through the bondage cords at her wrists and ankles.  “Get yourself pulled together and meet back in the main room.  We have planning to do.”

While Elowen fought to move her cramped arms and legs, Finn sat down at a table in the main room.  He’d set his writing supplies on the table and he composed the coded message he planned to sent to High Mage Eavan Weaver from the Trading Post.

“Esteemed High Mage,” he encoded and wrote.  “Our planned transfer of four freshly acquired blonde slaves selected just for your from King Geralt’s University was foiled by the carelessness and unprofessional reactions of your agent, Niamh Curran.  She overreacted to sensing the arrival of a kidnap team from Ivarren and King Ordimir and attacked your trusted and bonded agent, Slaver’s Guild Member Elowen Quayl.”

Finn paused and flexed his right hand to loosen his cramped muscles.  He double checked the codes memorized in his head and continued.  “Out of respect from our previous association, we agree to continue with our original deal at the exact same price (two Gold apiece and four Gold for the expedited targeting and acquisition of product to your specifications).  The final price for the blondes remains twelve Gold; however, with some provisos.  First, Niamh is to be punished without linkage to our demand; it must be done as your own judgement.  Second, take fifty Gold from Niamh’s for our hardship and near-death experience.  Her reckless pursuit of the Witchfinder left her own agent in peril and we barely escaped with our own lives and with your blondes.  You will pay us the original price plus Niamh’s Gold.”

He cursed and shook out his right hand.  “Slavers don’t need to write.  I’m out of practice.”

Finn continued, “Lastly, we don’t trust any of your minions.  Niamh’s own men will probably want revenge and we don’t want to get caught up in that turmoil.  We will be long gone when you receive this message but you can arrive alone at a place of our choosing where we will simply exchange the sixty-two Gold for the four blondes.  When we are ready, a message will arrive with the time and place. Mistress, with respect and sorrow for this mess created by Niamh.  Signed: Guild Agents Elowen and Finn.”

He looked to the bedroom where Elowen was still comporting herself and delaying her return to the main room.  He leaned down to whisper in Izora’s ear.  “Slave Dora, tell Mistress Elowen that I’ve gone to the Trading Post to send a message to the High Mage.  Add that I’m taking Slave Lenna along as well and remind her how easy it is to convert any unwary woman to a full-time slave in Jarion or in Ivarren.”

Izora gulped and watched the now stern spy stalk out of the room pulling the leash of freshly prepared Slave Lenna.  The roar of the resumed rain outside drummed down loudly as the door opened.

Finn, accustomed to the relatively comfortable life of a slaver permanently living in Elowen’s cabin shivered at the foul weather.  A picture of Elowen’s exposed star-shaped ass grommet came to mind and he once again regretted using that oh, so, tight hole.  “Bitch!” he cursed.  “Just because you’re not collared, Elowen, doesn’t mean you are forgiven.”

Realm of Jarion, the Continent of Alabar and the Kingdom of King Lugh Geralt,  Slavers Guild Headquarters, Communications Center, Late that Afternoon

Deep under the fortress, the Communications Center maintained its continuous operations tempo day and night.  As she’d done at least a hundred times, a weary Guild Mage Slave chained to her slate-topped work desk looked to the grouping of sand-filled hourglasses before her.  A mark on the slate before one exceedingly large hourglass indicated the moon cycle.  A white chalk mark on the next shorter hourglass indicated which ten-day they were within.  The same with the next mark and hourglass; they showed the day within that ten-day cycle.  The last mark and hourglass showed the current time.

With a sigh, the Mage Slave, wearing a Magically imbued slave collar stolen from Ivarren agents, reached forward, made the chalk mark to indicate the passage of another hour and flipped over that hourglass.  After confirming on the schedule, she picked up and shook a small silver bell by its handle.

“Opening the Gateway to the Guild Trading Post,” she said, projecting her exhausted voice across the room.

The Clerk seated at the desk with the placard ‘Guild Trading Post’ looked up.  The ringing of the bell brought her to awareness and she waited for the opening of the Gateway to the Trading Post.  It popped open and she went carefully through the challenge and authentication ritual with coin-sized wooden challenge chits.

Then, a leather message pouch slipped through the blue glowing energies of the Gateway.  With no reply in her outbox, the clerk ignored the Gateway and called for a runner.  The same, now much more experienced runner sat up in his chair.  With a look of horror, he remembered where the last message from the Trading Post was sent.  He looked in silence to the young girl beside him with questions in his eyes.

“No fucking way!” she hissed.  “My turn is after you.  Go deliver the message.  If its to the High Mage, … so be it.  Just keep an eye on your balls.”

Gulping, the runner responded much slower on his route to the proper desk. He blanched in terror at the receiving clerks bored voice proclaiming that, “This pouch is high priority for High Mage Eavan Weaver.  Remember to personally hand it to Mage Weaver, … it’s Eyes Only.”  With no other choice, he picked up the pouch, turned, and ran.  He knew full well that the receiving clerk added a date and time stamp to every outer envelope within the pouch.  He was judged and rewarded or punished based on his speed and efficiency.

High Mage Eavan Weaver was at her desk sorting through her notes and updating her thoughts on the upcoming meetings and operational meeting sessions.  A guard opened the outer door to her suite.  “Mistress, a runner is here with an ‘Eyes Only’ message.

The High Mage was distracted as she absently took the pouch from the trembling runner.  He turned and sped off before she again picked up the message and noticed the senders.  “Guild Agents Elowen and Finn?” she asked herself.  Already, the prickling sensation running down her spine was telling of bad news.

“Fuck!” was the cry loud enough to be heard past the thick door.  The two guards, neither was Lorcan or Conri, glanced at each other.  “Run, boy,” one growled at the runner.  “No need to get wrapped up in Mistress’ anger.  It must have been bad news.”

She screamed, “Fucking Niamh.  Why am I hearing from a lowly Guild Agent about your fucking up.  She took a few deep breaths to try and calm herself.  “Yes, Elowen and Finn, I still want my blondes,” she hissed.  “I’ll bring them the promised twelve Gold payment and triple Niamh’s penalty to one hundred-fifty Gold.”

She gestured and a glowing blue Gateway formed.  Still angry enough to chew bricks, she stepped through to the main guardroom.  Without preamble, she turned to the ‘Charge of Quarters’ and demanded, “On my authority, I want a reaction team of Infantry, company strength, in the Transport Room in ten minutes.  Alert the Cavalry platoon that I want them deployed as well.  They can follow us to track the road toward our headquarters from the Guild Trading Post.”  She turned and stepped back into her room to gather supplies.”

Ten minutes later, the official in charge of that shift’s Mage Slaves turned to her for guidance.

“Once my reaction team is here, a Gateway to the Central Guild Trading Post’s entry gate and another again in two hours.”  The High Mage took the brief time before their arrival to settle her gear and pack upon her person.

To the flushed face of the sweating Company Commander, she hissed, “We’re arriving at the Central Guild Trading Post, … the main gate.  I want a platoon to secure the Trading Post and the remaining three platoons to search the Guild Agent cabins.  You are to secure anything suspicious, especially enemy Witchfinders from Ivarren.  Treat with respect four blonde slaves should you find them as well as the Guild Agents holding them.  If you find my Agent, Niamh Weaver, secure her at all costs.”

Eavan Weaver watched impatiently as the first two platoons flowed through the Gateway followed by the Company Command Section.  The High Mage stepped in front of the final two platoons and stepped through to the Guild Central Trading Post.

Fifteen minutes later, thirty-five Guild Cavalry troops popped through a larger Gateway.  The thundering of their hooves disappeared in the direction of the road down to the valley where they would turn on the valley road toward Slaver Guild Headquarters.

Realm of Jarion, the Continent of Alabar and the Kingdom of King Lugh Geralt,  Far Side of Mage Slave Aine’s Second Gateway

Mage Slave Aine slumped down in full exhaustion as the final half of her Mana drained instantly from making a second long-distance Gateway.  They had traveled as far as possible via Gateway from the point where their horses collapsed during their race away from the Guild Trading Post.

Elowen stepped through and paused beside her.  “Thank you, dear Aine,” she whispered.  “Sit down and rest while we prepare a camp.  We should be here for a day or two for your Mana to restore.”  She reached out and touched her head is consolation. “With luck, our dear friend Witchfinder Cormac Tierney will realize that Niamh Curran isn’t going to arrive at Guild Headquarters today with the blondes.  This is a planned rally point only two days from his hide spot.  Hopefully, he will arrive with aid as well, since we’re down in strength since Witchfinder Liam and his Mage Slave Lona were both captured and stolen away by Niamh.”

Finn had returned to the cabin with his new slave, Lenna in tow.  Her face was red and flushed.  Half of that was from weeping and half from almost uncontrolled lust.  In addition to the slave collar, hog nose ring and leash, head harness and ring gag, shorn head hair and a hairless pussy that she wore when taken to the Guild Trading Post by her new owner Finn she now wore the fresh tattoo of a forever slave on her haunch and her new slave registration tattoo on her neck.  Lenna was fully and truly a slave.

She was so aroused from the humiliation and pain of her conversion that she was ready to fuck a herd of horny billy goats.

Finn and Elowen had shepherded everyone into Lenna’s two-horse slave wagon.  With five naked slaves in the rear prison section of the wagon, Finn and Elowen whipped the two-horse team into a frenzy as they pulled out of the cluster of cabins.  They chose the valley road in the direction opposite what they thought the Invarren kidnap team might have taken.

The horses quickly became lathered from the speed demanded by Finn and Elowen.  “Hurry,” she gasped, “we can’t be there when the High Mage arrives.”

Finn looked at her with a ‘no shit’ glare and offered, “No telling how angry she is everyone in sight.  I wouldn’t be surprised if she burns the cabins at the Trading Post to the ground and enslaves everyone there.”

Realm of Jarion, Kingdom of King Geralt, A Hidden Campsite Off the Road to the Slavers Guild Headquarters

Unknown to Lorcan and Conri, having exchanged partners and resumed their orgy of debauchery, a pair of Cavalry troopers were carefully following the recent deep ruts of a wagon’s tracks that they spied leaving from the main road.  The remainder of the thirty-five man platoon were arrayed around them in the woods.  The rain and the dampness of the forest floor covered their advance.

The first to realize they were in trouble was Niamh herself.  She had yielded fully and pledged complete obedience to the two men as their obedient slave until released by the High Mage herself.  She was no longer bound or gagged and she was lying on her back with her legs crossed around Conri’s waist as he pounded into her cunt.  Niamh opened her closed eyes just as she finished announcing her pending orgasm with a wail of uncontrolled lust, shouting to the world, “Fuck me!  Fuck me you bastard!”

Just as the words left her lips and she opened her eyes, an even dozen Cavalry troopers slid down the rocks on three sides of their camp and another four rushed around past the sides of the wagon.

Conri calmly finished pulsing his cum into Niamh and raised his hands.  “Guild Agents Conri and Lorcan.  We yield until this is straightened out.”  He looked sheepishly at the half platoon of combat hardened slaver agents that glared down at them.  His cock popped as he pulled it out of Niamh’s cunt and it hung slimy and shining in the light of the campfire.

“This is Slave Filly,” he said pointing to his newest conquest, “and those are Witchfinder Liam and his Mage Slave Lona.”

At those words, the troopers bristled and raised their weapons to the throughly debauched Lona as she rose, her face flushed from the humiliation of being fucked in front of other Guild members.  Grinning, Lorcan pulled his expended cock out of her hole.  They had just finished a frantic doggy-position fuck that was throughly enjoyed by both of them.

“Hold men!” Conri ordered, “we’ve pulled the teeth of the enemy Mage.  She’s dosed with enough Witch’s Bane to keep her from her Magic for a ten-day.”

The Platoon Commander walked up and softly ordered the Guild Agents to provide their identification.  The troopers roughly pulled Niamh and Lona upright from the sleeping bags and placed them kneeling in a proper slave position.  They tightly bound Lona’s wrists and ankles.  The troopers stuffed a simple ball gag and its single strap around Lona’s head, dragged a black heavy leather slave hood over her head, and eased her into a slave sack.  The lacings were tightened and Lona was left helpless.  Other troopers did the same with the Witchfinder, … slipping him into yet another slave sack.

Niamh knelt in naked and sexually used humiliation before the troopers as they completed their assigned tasks.  Every trooper stared long and hard at the slave and wondered if she really could be the stern and dangerous woman they knew as Niamh Curran.  Still free of bonds except for her nose ring, the newly shorn woman held her position of ‘Present’ but wept at her fate.

The Platoon Commander gave an order to his senior sergeant.  “Take a full squad back to let the High Mage know we have her agents secured.  Add in a comment that Agent Niamh has been neutralized and may need paperwork registering her into her new status.”  The well-trained sergeant didn’t blink at knowing that one of the slaves just discovered being fucked soundly and screaming out her orgasm was the sharp-tongued agent Niamh Curran.

Two hours later, the platoon of Cavalry returned, thundering down the muddy road with the High Mage herself riding on the lead horse.  After being led through the woods to Lorcan and Conri’s camp, she squeezed past the wagon and confronted her men and glared murderously at Niamh’s kneeling form.  Her anger had grown to a pure fury and she first confronted the three men sitting around the campfire with a face to rival thunderclouds.

As with the first arrival of Cavalry in the sodden woods, Lorcan and Conri were surprised at her arrival as they sat drinking hot tea with the company commander.  Each was thinking thoughts of using the black-haired slave that was still kneeling on a sleeping bag.

“Leave us and put the Witchfinder and his Mage Slave in the wagon,” the High Mage hissed in a tone that none of the men wanted to provoke further.  “I want nobody to hear my conversation with my men.”

As the company commander himself dragged the two slave sacks to the prisoner box of the wagon, Lorcan and Conri sat silently and uncomfortably under her glare.  Then, without preamble, she commanded tersely, “Tell me exactly how to managed to get here without my four blondes but with a Witchfinder and his Mage Slave and with Niamh being fucked senseless before being stuffed in a slave sack.” 

The sheepish men looked to Niamh and decided it was best to simply ignore her presence.  They were then forced to rundown the entire fiasco.  They reviewed all the details beginning with their arrival at the Traders Post, entering Elowen’s cabin to find her stupidly playing with one of the blonde slaves, Niamh’s discovery of a nearby Gateway opening, her poor judgement in charging off through her own Gateway to do battle with the new arrivals, then of her freezing in the midst of battle, how Lorcan had to save her from the Witchfinder’s dagger, Niamh’s assault on Lorcan, the attack against Conri, and finding no traces of Elowen, the four blondes, or Finn among the cabins.

“Mistress,” Lorcan offered at the end, “we really did search for your four blondes to no avail.  It was Niamh that wouldn’t allow us to report to you at the Trading Post.  It was only later that we realized she was wrong, that she needed to be punished, and that the best move was to enslave her.”

High Mage Eavan Weaver simply grunted and dismissed the two men without a word.

Now alone with her previously trusted and high-level agent, she looked harshly at the sobbing woman kneeling in perfect slave position.  As Lorcan and Conri conducted the telling after action review, Eavan Weaver had noted Niamh’s silence and her silent sobs as her role was discussed.

Finally, a slight smile cracked the stern visage of her face.  It was the first sign of acceptance that, despite Niamh’s crude handling of the planned transfer of the four blondes, there was still a path to victory. “I understand, Niamh, that your name has been Slave Filly this day and that you’ve pledged yourself body and soul as slave to Lorcan and Conri to serve them and the Slavers Guild faithfully?”

Niamh nodded her head and softly answered, “Yes, Mistress.  I pledged myself to their service and to yours.”

“I also understand that you dosed yourself with a full ten-day dose of your Witches Bane and did the same to the Mage Slave?”

Niamh nodded, “Yes, Mistress.  To myself and to the Mage Slave.”

“You’ve told me proudly before that you take small doses all the time to increase your resistance,” the High Mage added.  “How many days does that ten-day dose last for you?”

Niamh waited a long count and then responded, “Mistress, I expect it will last two to three days based on my partial immunity to the potion.”

High Mage Eavan Weaver knelt down next to her formerly trusted agent.  “I’ve carried my anger against you this entire long miserable day.  Upon arriving here, my thoughts had you bound and naked upon an impaling stake in front of Guild Headquarters as an abject lesson to those who betray me of fail miserably in their duty.”  She grinned at Niamh’s wide-eyed look of fear just inches form her own face.

“But,” Eavan Weaver continued, “I find some justice in this punishment.  You’ve been shorn of the hair of a free woman, you used a razor to remove your pussy hair, exposing you to all as either a slut or a slave, and you wear the nose ring of a slave.  You’re only missing a proper slave collar and the permanent registration tattoos of a true slave.  So, I agree with Lorcan and Conri’s original plan.  I accept your pledge of self-slavery and service, on your honor, with the knowledge that with even the slightest hint of failure or betrayal, … you’ll die a long horrible death on a sharpened stake.”

Niamh Curran almost fainted in relief at the reprieve.  “Bless you, Mistress.  You won’t regret this mercy.”

The High Mage’s face took on a more stern visage.  “But, Niamh, I have some provisos.  You are fully aware of my preference for the toys you acquire for me, especially the blondes I want to wield into beautiful racing ponygirls?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Niamh admitted with worry and trepidation in her voice.

“The instant that you can once again access your Mana,” the High Mage ordered, “you are to reach down with that special Body Magic of yours as a powerful Hedge Witch to pull two eggs down those tubes and into your womb.  Your cunt is awash with their sperm and you are to guide Lorcan’s sperm to one egg and Conri’s sperm to the other.”

Niamh’s grunt of anguish was loud.  To her credit, she spoke not a word of protest.

“Yes, you are to bear each of them a child, and you will carry them as twins,” the High Mage commanded.

She smirked, and added, “Remember the body types of the blondes I covet.  At the instant of fertilization, you are to use your full Mana pool to begin changing your body into a chubby blonde and to grow your tight little titties into plump lactating cow-sized udders already full of milk.  Even before those changes develop, you will tell Lorcan and Conri that your new name is Cow Tits or Slave Cow Tits and you will keep your oath of slavery until I countermand that order.”

Niamh Curran already stressed to breaking from her fall from grace during the day, fainted dead away at the final horrid news.

“I’ll leave it to Lorcan,” she told herself while looking at Niamh’s comatose form, “to order her to next use her Body Magic to improve the flow of blood and the neural response of her most sensitive areas; her nipples, her clit, and that rough spot inside her pleasure sheath.  She is to become a highly sexed and responsive breeding cow.”

The Slavers Guild High Mage strode out of the rudimentary shelter to seek her Agents, Lorcan and Conri.  She had more orders to give.


Chapter 8:  Plans at Cross Purposes  

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Gailan, Town of Woodhurst, The Raging River Inn

Sir Rory sat comfortably on the bench outside the front of the Raging River Inn.  He was enjoying the mid-morning beauty and the chance to relax.  The newly minted noble, low ranking though he was, had already embraced his new position.  At the moment, his thoughts were upon observations of the world and people around him from the perspective of a baby Wizard.  He closed his eyes and ‘saw’ life force flows around him.

The shiny two-horse carriage set off to the side beside the inn came from his newest grand possession, the former Forester Estate, now renamed as the Trouvaille Estate.  The Magistrate himself had interdicted in the negotiations with Baron Corftey who approved the cash offer and signed quickly.  He wanted to enjoy time with his new submissive love interest, former Heidi Staff Coordinator, now Lady Heidi Corftey.

With his eyes still closed, he ‘saw’ the general form of the contented male standing next to the bright life force of the two horses.  He opened his eyes, revealing even more detail about the lad brushing the horses of his carriage.  He smiled, “Bronwen knew him,” he told himself.  “He was a homeless urchin that she supported with her tips, … a sixteen-year-old named Nolan.  A good choice for Head Groom and General Hanyman.”

Bronwen, now officially with the dual titles of Estate Manager and Lady Mistress of the Estate came out of the inn with a collared redhead bond slave following closely.  They were chattering nonstop in a way that made Rory grin in happiness that Bronwen had other outlets for her talkative nature.  “A force to be reckoned with,” he muttered very softly.

The brunette stopped talking to the redhead long enough to blurt out, “Rory, Alexandra Innkeeper will arrange for our supplies to come here from Stonehaven every ten-day.  I’ll make sure that Nolan comes here for pickup and delivery to our estate.”  Bronwen made one of her rare frowns and asked, “Can you tell me what the new name of our estate means?  I’ve never heard the word Trouvaille, Rory?”

He merely grinned and turned his head at the approaching clatter of harnesses and the thump of iron-rimmed wheels.  “I’ll explain that later.”

“I guess that’s a no,” Bronwen complained to eighteen-year-old redhead Bond Slave Muira Cailborn,  “Muira, as Head Housekeeper, don’t let that scamp Nolan know the schedule for picking up our supplies.”  She turned her attention to the approaching daily coach from Stonehaven.  “You need to find a nice supply of birch canes, Muira.  I expect you to keep iron discipline over our arriving slaves.”

Muira nodded with a bit of confusion.  “Mistress, I thought Sir Rory wanted me to do the accounting and record keeping?”

Bronwen looked pointedly at the young beauty beside her. “Dear, he’s a teenager filled to excess with testosterone and his dick would really like to get to know all your feminine charms.  For now at least, he’s mine Muira and if I let him get any recreational time with you or Gwen, … well, it’ll be my decision and not his cock’s.”

Muira gulped.  “Yes, Mistress.  Thank you.  I was a wondering if I owed him anything for getting me away from that awful banker.”

“I thank you for your honesty, Muira,” Bronwen responded in a soft tone.  “You will let me know if you think things are getting out of control.”  She took a deep breath and clapped her hands.  “Now, pay attention, inside that carriage are our three house slaves.  They are Slave El, a young brunette and the former Baroness Eleanor Corftey, Slave Lil, a young childless widow and former owner of this estate, and Slave Mari, another brunette and the only child of the former Baroness.  All three are simple Scullery Maids.”

The stagecoach slowed quickly and a cloud of dust drifted up and over the coach and the four-horse team pulling it.

Sir Rory roused himself and stiffened at the sight of the first passenger stepping out of the coach.  “Sheriff Finton Doyle,” Rory said as he greeted the man that could end his life if it was discovered that he or Gwen were actually a Wizard and a Mage.  “What brings you here?”

“Well, Sir Rory,” the Sheriff drawled, looking pointedly at Rory, “part of that reason is to see you.  It isn’t everyday that an orphan peasant such as yourself buys a patent of nobility.”  He then pointed to the back end of the stagecoach, behind the comfortable two-bench section of the passenger part of the coach.

“Your Slave Gweneth’s prior owner, the Huntress Dora Rowlands,” he explained, “once rode in the back on her way to King Ordimir’s training area in Stonehaven.  Today, I’m personally escorting the three former nobles convicted and enslaved for deviant acts and your special surprise for Alexandra Innkeeper.”

“No luggage then?” Rory asked with a grin.

The Sheriff looked confused for a moment, grinned, and then laughed.  “No, Sir Rory, the three are disgraced and wear your collars.  I have the necessary transfer paperwork in my satchel.  You’ll have to inspect and approve of the other two and I have their ownership paperwork here already in your name.”

The first to emerge from the prisoner transport section at the back of the stagecoach was the former Baroness Eleanor Corftey, followed by her son, and lastly by the former Lady Lillian Forester.  Sheriff Finton Doyle arranged them in a line.

Rory was surprised at their dress and overall condition.  They had been bathed and dressed in proper matching servant clothing including black slippers, white stockings, a black calf-length skirt, a starched white shirt, and a white cap atop their shirt brunette hair. Each wore an identical black leather slave collar with a brass medallion inscribed with ‘Property of Sir Rory.’

“Sir Rory,” the Sheriff spoke formally, “may I introduce you to your three newly purchased slaves; Slave El, Slave Lil, and Slave Mari.” His voice harshened to a command voice and he continued, “Slaves, kneel to your owner Sir Rory of Estate Forester.”

The former Baroness knew full well her new role in life, she instantly fell to her knees and bowed her head deeply.  “Master, Slave El at your service.”

Her son fell down beside her and looked directly in Rory’s eye. “Master, Slave Mari at your service.”  The girly-boy distinctly licked his/her lips.

The former Lady Lillian Forester was the slowest to react.  She had gasped in surprise at the knowledge that her new owner had also bought her beloved estate.  Ultimately, she fell to her knees beside the other two and essentially repeated the same phrase, “Master, Slave Lil at your service.”

“Sir Sheriff,” Rory said as he turned to the Sheriff.  “Do I have you to thank for their appearance today as proper servants.  I see no sign of the disgraced harlots and whores that I was told I had purchased.”

“My pleasure, Sir Rory,” the Sheriff answered with a friendly smile.  “I might add that they aren’t wearing slave cuffs or cuffs and hobble chains.  There’s no need since their training is complete and they’ve verbally accepted that it is death by impaling for them to escape or attempt to escape.”

All three kneeling blushed in remembrance of their time in the tents at Stonehaven and then shivered at the mention of impalement.

Bronwen and Bond Slave Muira Cailborn stepped up to stand between the men and the three slaves on their knees.  “Slaves,” Bronwen spoke in a firm voice, “I’m your Mistress and both the Estate Mistress and Estate Manager.  You will address me with respect simply as Mistress.  Beside me is Bond Slave Muira Cailborn who is also Mistress to you three as she is the Estate Head Housekeeper.  Mistress Muira, as you will address her, will control your daily destiny as lowly Scullery Maids and she has the same authority to punish as do I.”

The Sheriff and Rory signaled the three to rise and turned to guide the trio toward the estate carriage.   Bronwen yanked Slave Mari out of the group and Bond Slave Mauri quickly appeared to stand by her side. 

“Let me make one thing clear, pretty little Slave Mari,” Bronwen hissed. “I’ll give you this warning only once.  If I catch you making cow eyes at Sir Rori or I see you trying to get your mouth around his cock, I’ll personally take a pig’s deballing knife and slice off both your balls and your cock.  If you try to get his cock buried up your tight girly-boy pussy, then I’ll jam a glowing red-hot rod fresh from the forge up your ass.  Are we clear?”

Slave Mari gulped visibly and nodded, “Yes, Mistress.”  She turned to Muira, “Yes, Mistress Muira this slave understands.”

Satisfied, Bronwen shoved the girly-boy away.

Bond Slave Muira Cailborn blushed and whispered, “I wish I knew who did his makeup, … she’s exquisite.”

Rory looked at her askance and laughed softly.  “Bronwen, Muira Cailborn, please put our new servants into the carriage.  They won’t give you any problems.”

“Hmmph!” the Sheriff interrupted.  “Sir Rory, don’t forget your gifts to Alexandra Innkeeper.”  He reached into the prison cage and lifted out a young redhead with her wrists properly cuffed behind her back wearing a leather slave collar with a dangling brass tag that read ‘Roaring River Inn & Tavern’ and her cheek had the fresh intertwined rings denoting a slave on Ivarren.

“By the Gods, Sheriff Doyle, what a beautiful young woman!” Rory exclaimed at the sight of the beautiful slave.  Like the three debauched and disgraced nobles, the Sheriff had clothed the young woman in appropriate wear for working in a respectable job in an inn.

Sheriff Finton Doyle reached back into the slave cage and pulled out a second young woman.  Like the redhead, this black-haired woman was exquisite and properly dressed.

“Finton,” Rory hissed, you’ve done so well.  How did you find them?”

Sheriff Doyle kept a calming hand on the shoulder of each young woman.  “There’s a flood of captives coming from Jarion.  Witchfinders and Hunters from three kingdoms are hauling back prizes judged as extraordinary.  These two were part of a large haul of captured students from the King’s College of Learning at the Royal Library. I found these two at the new slave market opened in Stonehaven in the central area where King Ordimir had Witchfinder, Hunter, and Mage Slave training taking place.  All that’s gone now; but, there are literally hundreds of newly collared young women available.”

“Mauve, the luscious redhead is sixteen and a virgin.  Jullian is the same, an amazingly beautiful sixteen-year-old virgin.”

“But Finton, they must have cost a fortune,” Rory exclaimed, “I only gave you four Gold.”

The Sheriff laughed.  “Rory, you need to learn about costs and finances.  Before the raids into Jarion, a common teenage slave was going for about a single Silver.  An extraordinary one, … maybe double that.”  He grinned and added, “More than one hundred slaves were in the pens and everyone was listed for sale at only five Coppers.  Can you image, slaves like this for only half a Gold?”

Sheepishly, the Sheriff added, “I didn’t want the girls to think they were so cheap.  I actually paid a Silver each.  I hope you aren’t angry.”

“Sheriff,” Rory replied with a grin, “to me, they would have been a bargain at one Gold.”  He took on a serious look.  Now, Finton, I want you to present these to Alexandra Innkeeper and because you did so much to select and bring them here, please tell her they are gifts from both of use.  There is an absolute proviso, no whoring them out.   They revert automatically to me if Dannamore gets his hands on them.”

“Finton Doyle laughed.  “Mistress Alexandra is a tight-fisted mercenary twat; but, she’ll honor your provisos since by putting these two to proper jobs, she can turn over the few slattern servants wearing her collar to Dannamore.”

Bronwen and Bond Slave Muira Cailborn came up at that moment and Bronwen put her hands on her waist and threw Rory a stern look.  “Rory, hands off the two children, you have your own eager and willing fuck toy waiting for you at the estate.”

Muira Cailborn pouted and turned to the Sheriff.  “Master Sheriff, who did the makeup on Rory’s three new slaves?  Master Sir Rory didn’t tell me when I asked earlier.”

The Sheriff flushed deep red in color.

“By the Gods,” Bronwen giggled.

Realm of Ivarren, Kingdom of Gailan, The Trouvaille Estate

Slave Gwen, formerly the powerful High Mage Bluefrost until she was Magically bonded and enslaved by Rory Stable Boy, knelt nervously in the entry of the beautiful mansion on the Forester Estate.   She waited patiently for his return wearing a simple black leather slave collar and an altered, but mostly respectable, version of a maid’s costume.  Without being lewd, it was created more for a free woman’s intent to arousing lust in her lover by showing a bit more leg and breast than was proper for everyday wear by a servant.  The bodice dipped a bit too deeply for a free woman but not as deep as that of a courtesan.  The skirt was too short for a free woman but not as short as a whore’s.

Gwen was no free woman and Mistress Bronwen wanted it known that she was property.  In truth, Gwen was owned heart and soul by Rory ever since he laid his hand above her womb and ‘took’ her using lust and a Magical power he didn’t even know he had.  As an emerging Wizard, he felt drawn to Gwen in the typical way any eighteen-year-old would.  He wanted to possess and fuck the woman he thought was his own age.  That need to sexually posses Gwen resulted in his Magic unconsciously bonding her in a way that linked their surface thoughts while totally controlling her very access to Magic.

Thoroughly alone for the first time in many moon cycles, she still ‘felt’ Rory as he waited at theRaging River Inn.  He was miles away but their bond connection made her aware of his location and of his surface thoughts.  That bond was as powerful and controlling as if she wore a Magically imbued collar created by King Ordimir’s vastly talented Slave Queen.

She was fully aware that her body yearned for his touch along with a deep understanding that she now existed only to serve him.  A lesser part of Gwen’s brain, the logical part, understood and accepted that bond created the addiction for his touch.  The greater part of her brain, the emotional part, felt empty without him.

“Rory and Bronwen have a brotherly love between them; one of deep respect without lust or sex,” she thought while thinking of the other two women already captured in Rory’s sphere of influence.  “Slim and beautiful redheaded Bond Slave Muira Cailborn is no threat, even with those soft big breasts.  Rory has taken her into his care and won’t take her as a love interest.”

Gwen blushed in realization that she had submitted sexually to both Rory and Bronwen.   “In different ways,” she admitted, “I’m a slave to both.”  The time alone kneeling expectantly was her first opportunity to think about her bond with Rory.

Next, Gwen looked at herself.  “Mistress Bronwen made me wear this,” Gwen admitted.  “She knows I belong to Rory; but, she wants it clear that in her household, I’m more of a slave than any collared Bond Servant.  I’m their toy but not to be interpreted as their whore.”

“I knew the most powerful Wizard of my realm, High Wizard Othir,” she mused, “and I was his apprentice from the unusually old age of twelve until I turned eighteen.  Even in that short apprentice period, I never saw him exhibit any powers like Rory, … and he had more than four hundred-fifty years of study and experience to build his Magical powers. So, is Rory merely an unusually strong and gifted mutant Wizard, … or, … is he just especially powerful?”

[image: ]She couldn’t help but get distracted by a fit of uncontrollable giggles at the knowledge that King Ordimir’s extremely powerful and evil Slave Queen, the enslaved former High Sorceress Cilia Raven, had personally shifted bearded and ancient High Wizard Othir’s body into a near perfect copy of the beautiful blonde High Mage Maureen.  Both were now blonde sex slaves with very plump outward projecting tits, narrow waists, and  were ‘eager’ to use their three tight pleasure holes to ‘entertain’ hordes of rabidly horny workmen, merchants, and nobles.  They now served as pawns to King Ordimir’s interests   

“Even a bit older than one hundred-ninety years myself, with strong talents in Illusion, Air, Fire, and Lightening Magic and secondary skills in Psychic, Teleportation, and Artifact Magic, Rory’s Magical Bonding skill was shocking. Even now, I can feel that he’s sitting calmly and meditating.”

Across the bond, Gwen felt Rory’s contentment as he waited at theRaging River Inn for the arrival of his newest slaves, the disgraced ones taken from their role whoring in pleasure tents.  Rory’s emotions of expectation rose and Gwen thought that the moment of the slaves’ arrival at the inn must be at hand.

Gwen’s eyes popped open in jealously as a sudden spike of sexual arousal flowed from her Master, Sir Rory.  Gwen gasped at the realization that at least one of the three new slaves was distracting him to the point where she felt his cock twitch and swell and he had the need to adjust his cock in his pants.

“The bitches!” she hissed.  “There must be someone among them that arouses him.”  After long moments, Rory’s brain returned to a calm state and Gwen relaxed.  “Still,” she thought sadly, “its inevitable that among the estate slaves, I will have competition for Rory’s attention … and for his cock.”

Gwen, slave and lover to Sir Rory and Lady’s Maid and lover to Bronwen sighed and sought to calm herself and meditate until Rory returned to the estate.  She was fully aware that thoughts of her Master had brought blood and sensitivity to her sex.  Her inner thighs were slippery with lubrications drooling from her cunt.

Realm of Jarion, Kingdom of King Geralt, On a Road Leading Away From Slavers Guild Headquarters

Finn, the spy and undercover Slaver, bounced yet again on the lightly padded drivers seat as the wagon stolen from Guild Slaver Lenna hit yet another muddy pothole.  “At least the sun is out and its stopped raining,” he observed to his silent companions crowded along side him on the driver’s bench.

Elowen winched in discomfort at the abrupt bump and shiver of the wagon as its two left wheels lurched through the deep pothole.  “I want you to explain what your plan is,” she complained in anger.  “I’m feeling lucky that you didn’t throw me in the back with the blondes and your lover Lenna.  That part about the cabin I want to erase from my memory.”

Seated on the other side of Elowen, their third partner, Mage Slave Aine, observed the two bickering with some amusement.  “I too want to know the plan, Finn.” 

Finn glanced over at his long-time friends.  “Elowen, we’ve known each other from our village since long before your breasts budded out and you had to stop running around topless on adventures with us other younglings.  I never once thought I’d have a chance kissing you let alone getting time between your legs.”

“You raped me,” Elowen insisted.

“Hmmm,” Finn responded with a questioning tone.  “Even the Magistrate would agree that I was simply treating my rather kinky love interest exactly as she wished.  After all, you’re both the same basic body type and have the same hair color.  Your pussy was freshly shaved just like Lenna’s and you were bound and ring gagged wearing her head harness.”  He shrugged.  “I’m not the one guilty of putting you in that situation.  Besides, you made a fantastic distraction.”

Then, after steering the horses through yet another obstacle course of deep ruts, he turned back to Lenna with a look of satisfaction.  “Yes, … I could have left you collared and bound in the back of the wagon with the other bitches.  But, … I’ll never forget your tight clasping cunt as you shivered through more than one orgasm.  Face it, you may have hated being helpless but you loved being conquered by my cock.”

“As if!” the spy spit back in denial.  “Better accept that there won’t be any such opportunity again.  I still want to know the plan.  What did you do back at the Guild Trading Post.”

Mage Slave Aine, grinned as her two friends continued with their bickering.  To stir up the tension, she repeated with some amusement.  “Finn, remember, I too want to know the plan.”

Finn looked to his partners.  “We’ve lost both our backups.  Witchfinder Liam and his Mage Slave Lona are lost to us, captured and hauled away by Niamh Curran who we now know is some sort of Mage.  Also, by now, our friend from the village, Witchfinder Cormac Tierney has realized we aren’t making our rendezvous and is hopefully on his way to get a Gateway opened to our rally point.  That’s our destination for today.”

“And?” Elowen and Aine hissed back in annoyance.

“Yes, Finn, what’s next?” Elowen insisted.

“Well,” Finn said with a grin, “we’re gong to make camp and arrange our surprise for the High Mage.”

“Bastard,” both women hissed.

Finn twisted around on the bench seat of the wagon and looked back at the slave cage behind him.  The canvas sides that could be rolled up and tied off at the sealed timber roof were still down and tied off at the bottom to the outside of the wagon bed.  “Now that the rain has stopped,” he mused as he pulled back gently on the reins, “it’s probably getting hot and humid back there.”

“Aine, climb up on the roof, Finn ordered, “and I’ll roll up the canvas sides.  Use the ties at the edge to store everything on the roof.”

At the first side, Mage Izora glared at him from inside the iron-barred slave cage.  “About time,” she hisses quietly.  “We need a water and pee break as well.”

Finn ignored the complaining slave to ensure none of the others realized that Dora was more than the captured, naked, enslaved woman presented to them.  He pulled Izora out first and dragged her beside the road.

No longer worried with exposing her body, she squatted and sighed in relief as hot urine gushed from between her legs.

“Listen up, Dora,” Finn ordered in a whisper as Izora peed.  “When we get to our next camp, hold back any surprise you have when you figure out my plan.  Also, if you let the others see any sign of resistance on your part, I will have no choice but to beat you harshly.  That camp is our fall back rally point if anything went wrong.  Aine is pretty sure that some time tonight, a friendly Gateway will open there and the Witchfinders will have a way to get our message to the Guild High Mage that her little blondes are ready for pickup.”

Realm of Jarion, Kingdom of King Geralt, Slavers Guild Headquarters

Blonde, cruel, and beautiful High Mage Eavan Weaver looked at the two noble-born toys trussed up helpless and naked in her room.  The pair had shown up unexpectedly at Guild Headquarters for a secret meeting.  After detailing their proposition, they ended up completely at the High Mage’s mercy.

The older of the two, black-haired High Mage Ethna Tremaine, Lady in Waiting and assigned to King Geralt’s daughter, Princess Lonna Geralt since birth, was looking back at her with eyes dulled from too many strong doses of Bliss, NIC, and Witches Bane.  Her exhausted appearance with swollen bags under bloodshot eyes was also partially from unending oral and dildo debauchery with Mage Eavan Weaver.  In between being forced to orally service her cruel Mistress, she had been thrown to the mercy of selected minions.  The doses of Bliss ensured her compliance and forced enjoyment of the rapes.  The woman hadn’t slept in days.

“Ethna, for such an experienced Mage, credited with employing subtle strategy to achieve the King’s tasks, you were certainly foolish to go along with your Princess’ naive plan.” The Guild Mage cocked her head to the side and thought about what she would have done when faced with overwhelming and superior Magical force.  She smiled and whispered, “Unlike you, Ethna, I have a plan with a far better chance to succeed.”

High Mage Ethna Tremaine was too exhausted, disoriented, and virtually broken to a mere husk of her former self to respond.  Even High Mage Eavan Weaver had no idea of the long-term impact on Ethna’s mental acuity. A day earlier, during a rare moment of mental clarity, she forced herself to accept that her service of over one hundred years to the royal family had ended in shame and slavery.  “One hundred-forty-eight years old and I let my fondness for the Princess blind me to the danger of her plan.  What made me believe her idea that the Slavers Guild would back her father, King Geralt, against the invaders from Ivarren?  The royals are doomed against King Ordimir’s hatred of all things Magic.”

“Hmmmfh!” was yet another angry protest from the middle of the room.  The younger plump black-haired woman bound naked on the unyielding stone floor was repeating her protests of her treatment.  Her words were muffled and distorted by the particularly large ball gag stuffed in her mouth.  Unlike her Mage Lady in Waiting, eighteen-year-old Princess Lonna Geralt had not been thrown to the male guards and subjected to manly rape and abuse of her body.  But, every day, after Mage Eavan Weaver finished sexually torturing Lonna’s Lady in Waiting and turned her over to the guards, she turned her focus on Princess Lonna Geralt for the remainder of the night.  After a few doses of Bliss and NIC the young princess brcame totally addicted to sex with the experienced High Mage.

Mage Eavan Weaver critically examined the Princess for signs of addition.  “I want to cut her off from the drugs if she’s now addicted to the explosive orgasms from my touch.”

Eavan recalled the different ways the two drugs worked.  Both drugs flooded the brain with pleasurable endorphins.  But NIC essentially increased responses to touch and sensation by a thousand-fold.  Orgasms almost instantly overwhelmed the victim from simple touches, caresses, or stimulation of the body’s erogenous zones.  “The Princess’ Mage has had more than six doses; she should be fully addicted and withdrawal will make her beg like a sex-crazed bimbo.”

She looked again at the Princess.  “No, dear, your fate is to be much more aware of your humiliating fall from royalty to common sex slave.”

[image: ]One of her guards knocked on the door.  The High Mage looked around for an attendant and cursed when she remembered making everyone leave so she could deal with the Royal Brat.

“Ahhh,” she hissed in relief when Lorcan and Conri strode in passed her.

The two Guild Guardsmen were silent and looked at their Mistress with some tripidation.

Behind them, following with her head down and flushed with humiliation was Niamh Curran, Slave Cow Tits.  Eavan Weaver smirked as her former top lieutenant passed by.  “Cow Tits, halt!” she commanded softly.

Niamh immediately stopped, turned to face the Guild’s High Mage, gulped, and said in a terror-stricken voice, “Mistress, no excuse, Mistress.  Slave Cow Tits is ready for that inspection you mentioned.”

“Turn slowly in place so that I can examine you,” Eavan Weaver commanded.

Niamh started to turn gracelessly in place.

“Stop!” Mistress Eavan commanded.  “Drop the slave smock so I can see you better.”

The formerly powerful woman gulped and freed the single button on each shoulder strap.  The shapeless gray slave smock was well suited for any lowest position in a household, such as a house scullery maid.

Niamh no longer looked anything like her previous self.  Her frame had shrunken by more than a full hand to five-feet-six-inches tall.  She no longer presented a domineering presence nearly six-feet-tall.  Her long black hair was gone, replaced with bright blonde hair cut to just below her ears in length.  The hog nose ring on her face. the black tattooed slave registration numbers down one side of her neck, and the plain leather slave collar were unmistakable signs of her slavery.  Her slim, white, unblemished torso with tight forward protruding cones of smallish tits was gone.  In it’s place was a dusky-hued, full-bodied, slightly plump torso topped with huge breasts prominently popping out with nipples the size of her thumb’s first digit.

High Mage Eavan looked to the bald pubic mound unadorned with a single hair.  Yet, the black tattoo of ‘Cow Tits’ across that bare mound brought a huge smile to Eavan’s face.  “Oh, Cow Tits,” the Mage said with a visible sigh, “you’ve done such a perfect conversion.  I only wish I had time for us to play together.”

Cow Tits flushed with shame at her conversion and nearly fainted at confirmation that she was now modified to her evil Mistresses ideal of a submissive sex toy.  “Mistress,” Niamh begged as she fell to her knees.  “Let me prove myself to you so that this punishment soon ends.”

The Guild’s High Mage turned her attention away from the groveling slave.

“Well?” she demanded of Lorcan and Conri.

“She takes well to cock,” Conri said with a wry grin.  “As you ordered, she’s been taken and used in every way that the two of use can possibly think of.”

“No need to drug Cow Tits to get an enthusiastic response,” Lorcan added. “She’s so fearful that the slightest failure on her part will extend her time that she eagerly participates in any debauchery.”

“The conversion is complete and the silly bitch will be well dosed with Witches Bane?”

“Mostly, Mistress,” Lorcan replied.  “She still cries all night long in dreadful pain as her bones slowly shift and shrink.  Also, she curls up as muscular cramps ball her up tightly.  All day, she focuses on the changes you demanded and each evening there’s no more Mana.  As to the Witches Bane, she knows that her Magic has no place in her next role.  We’ll dose her up before we take her through the Gateway.”

“Excellent work, men.  Now, leave me with Cow Tits.  I want to see her dressed for your next mission.  You leave in the morning through your Gateway and I’ll leave immediately after through a different Gateway.”

Niamh stood meekly as ordered and gasped at the sight of the black corset brought out of a box of clothing.

“Step into the corset and help me pull it up passed those flabby thighs and hips,” the High Mage Ordered.  “Next, grab those tits by your nipples and raise them up so the corset’s half bra support can fit underneath.”  Then, certain that the placement was correct, the High Mage began the slow process of tightening the laces at the back of the boned corset.

Niamh was soon gasping to get a full breathe as her waist was pulled in tighter and tighter by the closing of the corset.  Gasping for breath, she prayed her cruel Mistress wouldn’t tighten it more later on.  ordered.  Niamh almost sobbed aloud when a mockery of a skirt was wrapped around her waist and fastened.  It fell to a midpoint between her pussy and her knees but was formed only of finger-wide straps of leather.  Her every move would expose her thighs and give tantalizing glimpses of the treasures between her legs.

Niamh felt her hair being tugged as a brush was drawn through it.

“Cow Tits, you are indeed lucky that two things keep you from being my full ideal as a plaything.  First, your hair is already cut.  I like to braid the hair on my toys into a single ponytail.  During sex, I can use it as a handle and if I decide to add them to my pony herd, I tug on their hair to slow or halt while they pull a cart.”

The High Mage laughed.  “Of course, after training either in my bed or wearing my pony harnesses, I cut off the ponytail, glue it into a big butt plug, and my ponygirl has a nice tail matching her hair color.  Lastly, I cut their hair exactly as your, to just below the ear.

She slipped up behind Niamh and cupped her stupendous tits and squeezed the mere handfuls she could grasp.  “There is no way any ponygirl could ever compete with humongous cow udders like yours, Cow Tits.”

“Alright, Cow Tits, go find your Masters, … Lorcan and Conri.  They’ll be horny and ready to nail your pleasure holes.  Have you told them you’re carrying their babies?”

Realm of Jarion, Slavers Guild Headquarters, Gateway Transport Room

The next morning, Lorcan walked into the Guild’s Gateway Transport Room.  The veins in his head were throbbing in a migraine headache and he was sweating.  He tossed and turned sleeplessly all night worrying about this step.  “I can face combat,” he told himself, “even intense combat without fear.  But this is different.  Niamh Curran could never have faced this without falling apart.”

He turned to the Transport Room’s Shift Leader.  “You have High Mage Eavan Weaver’s instructions?  They require precise calculation to a site we’ve never properly surveyed.  If you have the instructions, relay them back to me.”

The Shift Leader nodded quickly and consulted his notes.  “We open your Gateway an hour walk away from the enemy’s Portal Site.  Then three hours later, we’ll briefly open a Gateway five paces from the Portal for you to use sending the next move by an authentication chit.  We’ve divined its exact location because of the danger posed by the numbers of Gateways they are using to send and retrieve their raiding teams sent throughout our continent.”

Lorcan nodded and then asked, “Tell me how confident you are of the Gateways you’ll open and close by the Portal.”

The Shift Leader broke out in sweat.  “Master Guildsman, we’ve taken every precaution even bringing in off shift Divination Mage Slaves to confirm the locations.”  Like the Communications Room, accurate timing was of the essense.

An auditor across the room peered at the smallest hourglass on his desk.  “Please note, Master Guildsman, only three minutes left to meet your schedule.  Step one pace away from the Gateway circle on the floor.”

“Open the Gateway!”

A trusted Jarion Guild Mage, a free and well-paid woman, the current Duty Mage, made an unnecessary gesture as an aid to her Magic and a blue glowing Gateway opened.

Lorcan led the way into the Gateway with his truce flag held forward.  He was acting directly on High Mage Eavan Weaver’s detailed instructions.

Realm of Jarion, Slavers Guild Headquarters, Gateway Transport Room, Ten Minutes Later

The Shift Leader consulted his notes.  “Auditor, Duty Mage, my notes say the next Gateway is to open from our stables to a place on the road beyond the Guild Trading Post.  It is to be large enough for horses.”

“Correct Shift Leader,” the auditor responded after noting the nod of agreement form the Duty Mage.

Realm of Jarion, Slavers Guild Headquarters, The Stables

The Guild’s High Mage was waiting impatiently astride her horse just outside the Guild Stables.  To her left was a eleven-horse section of Cavalry.  Behind them, formed up in two files, were two full eleven-man Infantry squads.  Their squad leaders were at the forefront and five Bowmen and five Swordsmen were aligned behind each squad leader. 

She turned to the Commander of the Guild’s Cavalry.  “After we leave, Troop Commander, I want this site heavily guarded on the Guild side and a quick reaction force standing by to either come to our rescue or to push back any attackers that get through the Gateway.  Understood?”

“Aye, High Mage,” the man answered with a salute.  “On my honor, all is arranged.”

The High Mage gave him a glare promising punishment if things went afoul.

“Cavalry, Infantry, stand by,” she commanded in a tense tone.  “On Gateway opening, execute movement as planned.”

A Gateway large enough for two horses side-by-side opened to the Guild Mage’s left.

Single file, the Cavalry section broke into a canter and rushed through the blue tinged opening.  The first Infantry squad followed on their heels.

Smiling at the chance to once again get out of headquarters and to gather up new toys, the High Mage gently tapped her horse on the belly and commanded, “Walk, … walk on.”

The last squad of Infantry fast-stepped after her through the Gateway.

The blue glowing Gateway closed silently.


Chapter 9:  Surprises – Judgements – Decisions
Realm of Jarion, Near Watcher’s Guard
Lorcan stepped through the Gateway and saw that he was looking down a gentle hillside to what looked like a well-traveled roadway through the barren countryside somewhere near Watcher’s Guard.  “At least this matches the terrain they described of the road from Watcher’s Guard to Hillstead.”
He shouldered his pack, light with only water and some travel rations.  His weapons were left behind at Guild Headquarters.  Unusual for him, he had a wide floppy hat that he settled on his head to help protect himself from the glaring sunshine.  With a deep sigh at having to walk, Lorcan headed down the slope to the roadway.
“One hour,” he thought as he began to use his long, distance covering stride.  As much as he hated to walk, this time he only carried the long pole with the equally large white truce flag.  “Here it’s dry, … dusty and arid,” he thought.  “A nice change from the constant dampness and rain of the area near the Guild’s Trading Post.”
In the distance, he heard the drumming of hooves on the hard road surface.  “Time to see if I survive the day,” he told himself.  He stood up tall and proud, presenting as much confidence as possible, and slowly waved the flag in a large circle.
As soon as the horses crested the slight hill behind him, the air about him tightened and he found himself frozen in place.
There were three horses trotting side-by-side toward him.  As they approached, he could see that sightly ahead of the other two was a tall man wearing lightweight un adorned boiled leather armor with the hilt of a longsword sticking up from his back.  Beside him, on either side, were two women wearing nearly identical practical brown and green wool traveling clothing.  All three riders had a crossbow hanging from their saddles on the right side.
The horses pulled up abreast facing him.
“I be Lorcan, a Master Guildsman, here on business of the Jarion Slavers Guild.”
The man, obviously a Witchfinder with a Mage Slave and a mundane slave stared appraisingly at him.
“He’s held tight, Master,” the Mage Slave offered with a grin.
“Slave Maisy, please pat him down carefully,”the Witchfinder ordered in a soft voice, calling her by name in an attempt to introduce his group to the stranger.”
Lorcan was shocked to see that the woman, Slave Maisy was clearly pregnant yet wearing well-worn but serviceable clothing easily at place on a long mission or combat.
Lorcan watched carefully as whatever part of his body that Maisy was examining seemed to be freed from the Mage Slaves Magic and then that area froze in place again as she moved on.  “The two women coordinate things well,” he admitted as he was subjected to the most professional pat down of his life.
Then, Lorcan gulped and shook as the Slave’s hand took a long time feeling his cock.  He felt himself thicken as she squeezed his shaft.
“Master, he’s got a nice cock, … nowhere near the size of your ten inch one though.” Maisy teased.
“Finish up, you round heeled slut,” the Mage Slave hissed.
“Oh, Kitten,” Maisy teased back, “you’re the slut.”
“Only for our Master, Witchfinder Sir Thomas Bofori,” the Mage Slave responded with a laugh.”
“Master Bofori,” Slave Maisy, spoke up, “he’s clean, no weapons, no potions, just food, water, and a leather document holder in his pack.”
Lorcan immediately felt the cocoon of air around him relax.  He took a deep breath.  “I recognize your name.  You’re a confidant of King Ordimir.  He’s exactly the one I need to meet.”
Sir Bofori cocked his head to the side.  “Well, Guild Master Lorcan, lets get you back to Watcher’s Guard and we can decide what the next steps are before we proceed.”
“Master,” I’m the lightest with the least amount of gear.  Lorcan can ride with me,” pregnant Slave Maisy offered.
Lorcan took the woman’s hand and jumped up behind her.  He put his arms around her thick waist and his hands slipped up to her breasts.  Her hand grabbed them and pulled them down to her lower belly.
“I’m already taken,” she joked with a laugh, “and the absolute last thing I’d ever do is jump into bed with a Guild Slaver.  Besides, my Master is expert at using his ten inch cock.”
“Not to worry, Slave,” Lorcan answered with a catch in his voice, “my slave is also pregnant; though not as far along as you.  However, her breasts are huge.”
“What’s her name,” Maisy asked automatically.
Lorcan stiffened and paused.  Then, deciding to be truthful as they would soon meet, he added in an embarrassed voice, “Her name is Cow Tits and she’s serving a long penance for failing in her duty.”
“Hmm,” Maisy said with a shudder, “a cruel punishment like that is exactly what our Mage Slave Queen would have done until King Ordimir imposed much stronger controls on her.” Maisy paused and added, “Then, you should get some practice rubbing a swollen belly to help with her cramps.”
Lorcan took the comment to mean that he could practice on the Witchfinder’s Slave.
Too soon, Lorcan found himself slipping off the Slave’s horse with the memory of her large warm breasts and taut belly still fresh in his mind.
Intentionally slow to follow the Witchfinder, Slave Maisy gave her Master time to set things up before leading him to a command tent.  Inside, arranged around a rectangular table were several Witchfinders, Hunters, and even a few Mage Slaves, including Slave Kittern.
Slave Maisy waved him to a seat on the middle of one side.
“Well,” Sir Thomas Bofori began, “I’ve told everyone your name and basic mission of coming to us to present an offer oof some sort to King Ordimir.  You can begin.”
“I represent the leadership of the Jarion Slavers Guild,” he began.  “We propose an alliance of sorts.”
“This continent your King Geralt controls is helpless against our raids and is unable to stop our King’s plan to acquire all your Magic users,” Sir Thomas Bofori interrupted.  “We have no need for your help.”
“No, you don’t understand, Sir Witchfinder,” Lorcan countered.  “Our Slavers Guild offer is to find and capture Magic users in our realm and deliver them to you at this Portal site.”
“What is it that you gain from this treacherous plan?” A Hunter demanded.
“Well,”” he grinner, “we certainly expect a replacement Two-Rune-Two-Stone Enchanted Collar for each one lose upon delivery of a Mage Slave.  Also, our Guild, the Jarion Slavers Guild wishes to gain power over the arrogant nobles and royals.  To do that, will need to keep a few enslaved and free Mages,” Lorcan answered, “Like your King Ordimir, we have no desire to keep male Magic Users.  They will be neutered and sent to a relatively large and uninhabited island far, far off our coast.”
“Hmmm,” a Witchfinder muttered in approval, “that’s our same philosophy for Jarion Wizards, castrated and neutered.  Except we don’t suffer Mages to remain free and uncollared.”
Sir Thomas Bofori looked to the others at the table and opened a ledger set before him at the table.  “Lorcan, are you perhaps the brother of Conri?  The two of you are Guild Agents with no last name?”
Lorcan felt dread at the question.  “Yes.  Yes, … I am.  Of course I had a last name; but, most Guild Agents keep their last names hidden to protect their families.”  He barely resisted asking a slew of questions and only because he was afraid to interrupt what else they might reveal.”
“Your supervisor is Niamh Curran and you two work for Guild High Mage Eavan Weaver?”
Lorcan gulped, “Yes, correct.  Of course, those aren’t their birth names.”
The Witchfinder looked him in the eye and grinned.  “That’s correct for the High Mage, but Niamh kept her true name, probably since she has no known living family.”
Lorcan remained silent, pondering the depth of information held by Jarion’s enemies.
Thomas looked up again, “Surely you don’t think our intelligence services would fail to interrogate every member of your realm that we come in contact with.”  He paused and his voice became more serious.  “So, Slavers Guild Agent Lorcan, would eighteen-year-old Emilie Pewitt be your full sister?  Described as a virgin, short and slim, ripe for breeding?  The one studying history and trade economics at the King’s College of Learning at the Royal Library?”
Lorcan stood in rage and ready for a fight, unarmed if necessary.
“Peace, Lorcan,” Thomas Witchfinder spoke in a soothing voice while holding up a hand, palm face to Lorcan.  “Calm yourself.  Luckily for you, your sister hasn’t yet been assigned to a Slave Market and she’s still here being well treated pending her evaluation.  Emilie is in a slave holding pen.  Now, since we are now overwhelmed with prime female stock, we send the flood of captives directly to a slave market or auction house in the same condition as they were captured.  Slave collars and all the regulatory changes required to identify a new slave are put on hold until after a bill of sale is generated.  Then, the buyer has to certify to a Magistrate that the changes would be made within twenty-four hours.”
Lorcan took a deep calming breath and slowly sat down.  “Can I see my sister?”
Sir Thomas Witchfinder nodded slowly.  “We agree to meet with your full negotiating team tomorrow morning.  On your honor to do us no harm or to attempt escape, you will be provided a tent and your sister can spend the night with you.”
“Upon my honor. You have my word,” Lorcan pledged.
Sir Thomas turned to his slave, “Slave Maisy, if you would, please find suitable clothing for Emilie as she was captured at night wearing a rather revealing set of night clothes.”
At the assigned time, Sir Thomas Bofori stood beside Lorcan as a Gateway opened exactly five paces from the red glowing Portal to Ivarren.  Lorcan tossed through the proper authentication chit and his note to Conri inside a leather document holder.  He turned to Sir Bofori, “Done, Sir Witchfinder, our meeting is set for just after dawn.”
Thomas grinned.  “We’ll have a tent set up for our discussions along with coffee and appropriate breakfast items.  You wouldn’t give me as much information about your delegation as I wished.  So, … I warn you, Lorcan, that we will honor this period of truce until such time as our talks conclude or any treachery on the part of anyone in your delegation.”
“I swear, you have my parole,” Lorcan said.  Then, he sagged, “Sir Witchfinder, please show me my tent and grant me the presence of my sister.”
“It will be done,” Thomas promised.  “Meals will be provided to your tent so don’t take this as an opportunity to wander about scouting our defenses.”
Realm of Jarion, Temporary Slave Holding Facility at Watcher’s Guard
Eighteen-year-old Emilie Pewitt hugged her knees and sobbed.  She was sitting on a thin mattress of the lower bunk of a bunkbed.  “Dragged out of bed at the College of Learning two days ago and herded away among my friends and other students,” she repeated in tears for at least the hundredth time.  She rubbed her bruised wrists where raw red skin still showed from the very tight bondage cords that held her arms behind her back for the first full day after her captivity.
“We went through a Gateway and then were herded into slave wagons for a day’s travel on rough roads,” she remembered.  “On the way, we passed through guarded checkpoints and then arrived late in the day here at what they claim is Watcher’s Guard.”  She sobbed again and asked herself, “How can it be?  Watcher’s Guard was home to High Mage Bluefrost.  This place is nothing but a rubble pile.  What happened to defeat such a powerful Mage?”
She looked around the newly constructed timber walled room and knew, from a day’s worth of tearful and horrified observations, that there were three wood bunk beds in the room, each with two thin mattresses and two rough wool blankets.  There were dozens of the small rooms arrayed in a line off a narrow corridor.  The young woman shuddered at the odor of rot wafting from under the lid of the chamber bucket in the corner, sitting beside the cell’s entry door.  “Thank the Gods there’s a lid,” she thought of the foul smelling bucket swimming in piss and shit.
Her primary source of humiliation was her choice of sleeping wear the night she was dragged from her bed by armed guardsmen or mercenaries.  “A worn and too thin knee-length sleeping gown was a bad idea.  Why did I ever think widening the ‘V’ of the gown to show more of the sides of my breasts was a good idea?”
Emilie had modified her gown by removing the normal laces used to draw this sides together, preserving her modesty, and then cut back the fabric, leaving it showing too much of the insides of her breasts while standing.  “While seating or walking, I can barely keep my titties inside the gown,” she complained.  “Why none of us have been raped is a blessing of the Gods.”  While she drew lustful stares, no male had touched her other than a perfunctory pat down when she was first bound.
A pair of guards approached the door and peered into the dimness of the cell.  He scanned all six women, each was silently sitting or lying down on their beds.  He tapped the iron bars incorporated into the heavy door with the hilt of his dagger. “Emilie Pewitt?” he guard asked.
Emilie was scared but somewhat reassured by the non-threatening tone of his voice.  She nodded and stepped to the door.
“Girl, we mean you no harm,” the second guard said in a gruff, no no-nonsense tone.  “Our task is to take you to your brother, Lorcan.  If you promise to quietly behave and follow, we won’t use bind your wrists and elbows behind your back.”
Emilie gasped and then trembled with the possibility that her older brother had followed her to this place and then came to rescue her.  “I promise,” she replied in a quivering voice.  “Please, don’t do this to trick me.”
Emilie Pewitt burst past her guards the instant that she saw her brother standing in the middle of a small tent.  “By the Gods of Mercy, brother!” she cried and jumped on him, clinging for dear life with her arms and legs wrapped around him.  She then burst into tears, too emotional to do anything more than to feel his familiar form.
Finally, after long moments, Lorcan pushed her away and examined her clothing.  “Emilie, your breasts are hanging out.  What were you thinking wearing this?  When did you grow those breasts?”
His sister again burst into tears and clung to him once again.  “I was so scared, Lorcan.  Two men jumped me and dragged me out of my bed.  Before I even knew what was happening, they had my mouth stuffed with cloth and then it was tied off.”  She sobbed again and added, “They tied my hands behind my back and wrapped a cord with a slip knot on the end around my neck.”
She tried to compose herself and took a deep breath.  “Lorcan, they took around twenty of us.  They were rough and caned us for misbehavior but none were really beaten, raped, or molested.”  She sniffled and stepped back.  “Don’t think I was weak and defenseless brother, … I was biding my time.”
Lorcan smiled softly and told her, “Of course not, Emilie.  You did what you needed to survive.”  Unconsciously, his eyes were drawn to the half grapefruit sized breasts that were still hanging out in plain sight.
“Am, … am I free, brother,” Emilie asked with an effort.  “They told me that I’m a combat trophy, a mere slave to sell with three-quarters the profit going to the men who took us.”
Lorcan’s face fell.  “Dear, Emilie, I truly don’t know.  The Witchfinder I spoke with gave us tonight together but what happens tomorrow determines both our fates.”
Stoically, Emilie nodded.  “As you taught me, brother, take each instant as it comes and plan for the morrow.”
“There’s clothing delivered by one of the Witchfinder’s slaves.”
Emilie gasped and covered her exposed breasts.  Running awkwardly, she ran over and examined the clothing left folded on a small field table.  “Lorcan, this is beautiful.  It must have come from a merchant’s wife or young daughter.”
Brother and sister stopped talking and looked at each other and at the stark evidence of a modestly rich young woman being taken captive and sold off with no need for her clothing.
Emilie set aside the clothes.  “I’ll wear them tomorrow to face those challenges.  Until then, brother, I want you to hold me, even as we eat, and then cuddle with me as if it were the coldest of nights.”
Lorcan hugged his sister and pondered how his harsh and uncompromising life as a slaver could be so disturbed with the simple appearance of his sister.  “What’s to be her fate?” he wondered.  “Conri will know what to do.”
His last thought before dinner was to wonder again when his thin, flat, sexless sister with her little puffy breast cones grew into a woman with a curvy form and with fat breasts topped with large brown nipples.  Guiltily, he felt his cock swell.  “Fuck!” he exclaimed.  “I need some time with Cow Tits kneeling between my legs.”
As they crawled into his field bed in the tent provided by King Ordimir and King Gailan’s forces, Emilie pulled him up against her back and he was given little choice but to spoon up against his little sister.  His cock lurched against his small clothes when her arm reached back and dragged his own arm over her side with her hand forcing his over her breast.
Emilie sighed and gently wriggled her ass back against his hard on.  “Thank you, brother,” she murmured.  “I’ve missed my big brothers so much.  After the horror of the last few days, … you can’t imagine how safe you make me feel.”  Her hand squeezed his fingers against her breast and she sighed once again.
Lorcan wondered how safe she really was given the way her soft behind was practically wrapped around his now throbbingly erect cock.  “By the Gods,” he whispered.  Thankfully, for his presence of mind, Emilie began to softly snore.
Realm of Jarion, Kingdom of King Geralt, Near by Finn and Elowen’s Rally Point Camp
Far enough away to be hidden from detection by Finn and his team, a horse emerged from a Gateway that opened in the midst of a rough country road.  Behind that first horse, a section of Cavalry emerged with clattering harnesses.  In a well-practiced move, the line of horses split in a practiced move with every other horse guided to different sides of an imaginary circle around the Gateway.  After the circle was formed, the horses shifted in unison to ride outward to scout for an enemy presence close to the Gateway.  The Cavalry was followed by the first two teams of an Infantry squad who fast-stepped through to establish an inner ring of security that the High Mage stepped into with a look of pure arrogance on her face.
The second squad of Infantry came through and the Gateway closed.
After scouting about for threats, six of the eleven troopers in the Cavalry section rolled back toward the Gateway, rocketed past them with a hasty salute to the High Mage, and moved at a canter toward the planned meeting site with Finn. 
“Send word back about my slaves!” the High Mage screeched uselessly as the thudding of iron-shod hooves on the rough stone of the road masked her shout as the six men shifted their horses from a canter to a full rolling gallop.
The reminding five troopers came back to the inner circle where the second squad had already set up a picket line in the woods off the side of the road.  The troopers dismounted, removed the bridles, replaced them with halters and lead ropes, and tied off the horses to the picket line.  Then, they pulled their gear off their saddles and quickly began to set up two five-man tents nearby the picket line.
With immediate tasks completed, the troopers returned to their horses and brushed them down.  The horses would eat before their riders.
Finished with the picket line, the Infantry squad quickly set up two squad tents for their own use and a smaller leadership tent for the two Infantry squad leaders and the Cavalry section leader.
The first squad had drawn latrine duty and were digging a deep hole.
High Mage Eavan Weaver pulled aside the senior Infantry Squad Leader, “Squad leader, you know the drill.  You are in charge of defending this site at all costs.  After I leave, you have three Infantry teams and most of the Cavalry.  I want defensive positions and security established to defend until the Gateway opens.  Use your Cavalry in pairs as scouts every hour to search for any enemies.”
The High Mage conducted a final study of the location to fix it in her mind in case she needed to form an emergency Gateway from Finn and Elowen.  She patted her horse on the head, waved over to the hand selected six Infantrymen, and set off down the road.  The idea of less than an hour forced march didn’t phase the Mage.  If I have to escape, I won’t have time to get on my horse anyway.”
Realm of Jarion, Kingdom of King Geralt, Finn and Elowen’s Rally Point Camp
Izora, Dora Rowlands to her team and Slave Dora to the three blonde slaves, was fuming inside the slave cage stolen from Slavers Agent Lenna.  “I’m tired to death of having to play the naked helpless slave in this stupid plan.  If only I could reveal that I’m a Mage.”  Sulking, she looked to her blonde sisters in slavery.  Her eyes honed in on the heavy hog nose rings each sported.  “By the Gods of Collars and Slavegirls,” she muttered in a quiet voice.  “Those beautiful bitches are certainly worth owning.”  In a bit of irony, Izora somehow didn’t lump herself among the four nearly identical specimens of naked blonde feminine perfection locked in the wagon with hog nose rings that visually took away most of their intelligence.
“That’s right,” Finn’s softly spoken voice cut through her musing.  While looking at the luscious young slaves, Finn had approached where Dora Rowlands leaned against the cold iron bars of the cage’s door.  His hand reached through the gaps in the bars and he grasped her long blonde hair in a tight grip that he used to turn her face toward his.  “I admit, Dora, that the four of you represent the absolute finest captives I’ve ever gotten my hands on.  I’m only sorry that I didn’t get the chance to introduce you back at the cabins to the best cock on Jarion.”
“This better be over soon,” Izora hissed and yanked away from his touch.  “It’s sweltering in here already.  At least roll up this side of the canvas.”
Finn smirked and held back from telling his irritated partner that it was one of the reasons for approaching.
When Finn rolled up the canvas on the side opposite the sun just peeking over the horizon, Izora saw Spy Elowen Quayl and their Mage Slave Aine sitting on field chairs around the campfire.  “Fucking Elowen and her stupid plan,” she whispered to Finn.
She was taken aback at the sight of brunette Aine chatting beside Elowen while fully naked just like herself and the other slaves.  “Her short hair, the leather slave collar, bald pussy, and her nakedness made her appear as simply another of the fake Guild Agent’s captives.”  Izora briefly prayed that Aine’s Magic would successfully trigger the attack against the High Mage.  “They even marked her neck with a Jarion slave registration.  Knowing this group, the registration represents a real slave with similar hair color.”
“I heard Witchfinder Cormac Tierney arrive last night,” Izora told herself.  “He must be hiding nearby and ready for his part.  I can only hope that his archery skills are good enough to take out any guardsmen the High Mage brings.”
“Aine is the only Mage that Finn and Elowen know about.  I’m an unknown to them other than that they assume as a Hunter that my hand combat skills will be useful.”
While she was musing about their Witchfinder’s location and the inadequacy of their plan, Elowen and Aine got up to prepare breakfast.  Thumps from above drew Izora’s attention but her understanding of what Finn was doing was blocked by the solid roof and the canvas still unfurled on the other three sides of the slave wagon.
“He spoke of needing to buy gear at the Guild Trading Post,” Izora decided.  “But, what could he be dragging down that is so heavy and awkward?”
None of the slaves in the wagon knew what the canvas bundles atop the wagon represented as the canvas sides were down on the wagon when Finn originally loaded the canvas wrapped equipment on top of the wagon.
Mercifully, at least to Izora as a chance to get out of the stifling hot wagon, Finn padlocked thicker rings at the ends of short sections of thin chain to vertical bars of the slave cage.  Then, one by one, he took them out the back of the wagon and used a tiny padlock to attach the thin chain to their nose rings.  The length was long enough that they could move about a few feet and sit down comfortably against the side of the wagon.  The order of slaves along the side of the wagon was the four blondes (Izora, Aoife, Vivian, and Kieran) and then the recently enslaved black-haired Lenna.
“I’ve let you slaves out to get some air and to relax before you buyer shows.  Any bad behavior will be severely punished and you don’t want to piss off your new Mistress,” Finn admonished the women in a harsh tone.
“Finn and Elowen are free to move about during the endgame for this comedy,” Izora mused, “and Mage Slave Aine will be playing the role of their personal slave and sex object.  She’ll be fully prepared to unleash her Magic.  I understand that the blondes and I are to distract the High Mage.  But, does black-haired Slave Lenna have a role in all this?”
Izora’s unspoken question was soon answered.  Finn sauntered over, full of the puffed up arrogance he like to assume in front of the slaves.  He unlocked the end of Lenna’s chain attached to the bars of the wagon.  “Let’s go,” he announced and made a sharp yank on the chain.
“Owww!  You bastard,” Lenna complained in a voice intended only for their group to hear.  She had no intention of drawing true punishment her way.
Izora watched Finn guide Lenna toward a waist high stump in between the field chairs occupied by Spy Elowen Quayl and Mage Slave Aine.  Aine got up and threw a folded over blanket across the stump.  “Lean over, stick that ass up on the side facing our chairs, and don’t you dare move.
Lenna glanced at Finn and stiffened at his nod.
“Lenna,” he whispered, “you are to lay here waiting to be porked like a brainless hussy.  When I spank your ass, I’ll pull out of your pussy, and I want you to run away from here.  Head toward the treeline and yell and scream about needing rescue from slavers.  Doing this well is your one and only chance for removal of your hog nose ring and freedom.  Understand?”
Lenna slowly nodded.  “You must know that I’ll file a protest with the Guild about this?” she whispered.  “You used me and set me up for rape by those bastards looking for you and the blondes.”
Finn shook his head to the negative.  “Lenna, … Lenna, think how a review board would handle your complaint.  Our witnesses will prove you were only captured after allowing yourself to be bound helplessly and fucked near to death by myself and a confused and angry Guild Agent.  Imagine him testifying about drilling your cunt with you begging the entire time for more of his cock.”
Finn heard the distant rhythmic thuds of shod horse feet beating on the road.  “Showtime,” he announced, grabbed Lenna’s hips, aligned his cock, and sunk into her barely prepared sex.  His back was toward the approaching horses so he called over his shoulder, “Elowen, greet them!  Aine, stand ready.”
Lenna grunted in pain under him at the quick penetration.  “Bastard!” she hissed in a quiet voice.
At Finn’s commands, Aine tossed her field chair to the side and snapped a leather leash to her nose ring.  She sunk down on the dirt between Elowen’s feet, pushed her Mistress’ legs apart, and pulled her calf-length skirt up to her waist.  Then, she buried her nose in Elowen’s sex.
“Eiii! you little wench,” Elowen complained.  “Stop!  You’re only to pretend worshiping my sex!”
Aine pulled back, taking her tongue and lips off Elowen’s cunt, and hissed to her owner from under her skirt, “grab my leash and yank me upward when it’s time.”
Finn pulled out of Lenna’s dripping cunt.  Being forced to accept Finn’s cock in public was a highly erotic act, at least in her mind.  Lenna, moaned in both arousal and consternation as his cock popped free from her tight hole.
“Remember, Lenna, Aine, wait for our signal.  The High Mage might not be with this group.”
Finn ignored the thundering approach of the riders.  “From the sound, the High Mage has brought at least an element of Cavalry.”
Elowen stood from her field chair and drew the back of Aine’s head against her wet sex.  “Hail to you!” she shouted as the horses drew to a fast stop and the creaking of leather saddles and reins.
“Identify yourself!,” the Cavalry Element Commander shouted out harshly.  Two of the other four Cavalry Troopers held short horse bows with a nocked arrow pointed at the group.  The last two Troopers in the group held long lances at the ready to skewer any enemy among the group.
“Troop Commander, I be Senior Guild Agent Elowen Quayl and await the arrival of your Mistress, blessed be she.”
All five horsemen relaxed as the Guild Agent’s identity was confirmed.
The Troop Commander looked to the slave wagon.  “Those be for her?” 
“Aye,” Elowen drawled, “you be giving me the Gold for the four blondes?”
He waved to the men holding lances.  “Check them out sergeants and let me know their condition.”
Izora tensed as one of the men approached her and motioned her to rise.  She shivered as the man ran a hand through her long hair, checked out her teeth, throughly caressed her breasts and pinched her nipples.  He spent more time between her legs and she winced as his dry fingers poked into her pussy and then her ass.
Without a word, the man inspected her stepped away and turned to inspect blonde Vivian chained to the wagon next to her.   Izora listened to the naive eighteen-year-old whimper at the crude inspection.  Finally, the sergeant conferred with the other trooper.  “Sir,” he announced to the Troop Commander, “they be high quality and near enough in looks to be sisters.  The only signs of their forced slavery are the hog nose rings each sports and their shaved pussies.”  He paused and grinned widely, “Plus, Sir, two are virgins.”  After making his inspection and report, the two guardsmen lingered and looked longingly at the blondes.  They only pulled back when it was obvious that their enjoyment of the blondes was at an end.
“Mistress,” the Element Commander spoke to Elowen and tossed her a small leather purse, “this be the full cost for the bitches, twelve Gold as originally agreed.”
Elowen deftly grabbed the surprisingly heavy flying purse out of the air.  “And the penalty?  Fifty Gold to be paid by Niamh?”
The Commander reached down to his right-side saddle bag, unlaced the flap, and pulled out a much larger purse.  He hefted the leather bag in his hand and grunted at the vast amount of treasure it represented.  “Mistress, you need to be knowing that the High Mage was muchly upset about Niamh’s role in the fiasco at the Trading Post and losing track of the blondes.”  He sighed and once again bounced the bag up a few inches and caught it again.  “The High Mage decided that Niamh needed to feel the full burden of having to pay the penalty; it’s now one hundred-fifty Gold.”  He carefully tossed the bag of Gold to Elowen.
“That be a sure sign of her anger,” Elowen grinned back while mentally weighing the bag in her hands.
“I believe that Niamh, now renamed Slave Cow Tits in feeling much sorrow for her failings.  But, she probably feared the ultimate penalty, public impalement,” the Commander grimaced at mentioning the fearsome punishment.  He composed himself and offered, “The High Mage herself be behind me only a few minutes away.  She be road marching with six guardsmen.  They be a mix of three bowmen and three swordsmen.  Her wrath is horrible to face, Mistress, … so be on your best behavior.”
Elowen, Finn, Aine, and Izora about fell to the ground at the news of Niamh’s downfall.
“Commander,” Elowen said after she quickly composed herself, “we have a gift for the High Mage on the other side of the slave wagon.  Can I get you to bring it over here?”
“Happily, Mistress,” the man chuckled.  “I saw it as we came in.  It’s a perfect gift to improve the High Mage’s sour mood.”
Izora gasped when she saw two Troopers pulling on the long twin traces of a small single seat cart.  “By all that’s Holy, Finn, you bastard!” she screamed inwardly.  She looked over to glare at Finn and he just met her look of anger with a smirk.  “A fucking pony cart?  Two or four ponygirls pulling a single seat surrey?”
High Mage Eavan Weaver nodded as the Cavalry Troop Commander saluted her as they crossed.  “A signal that all is well,” she thought with satisfaction.
The High Mage came toward the camp from the road at what looked to be an effortless trot.  Beside her were three bowmen that looked to be easily maintaining her pace.  Behind them, three swordsmen looked to be ready to drop with exhaustion.  Unlike the bowmen who wore loose green dyed leather jerkins and pants, the swordsmen wore armored torso pieces and steel helmet.
Eavan Weaver paused at the sight of her Guild Agent Elowen with the side of a slave’s face against her exposed black-haired pussy.  Her eyes flickered over to her Guild Agent Finn and his exposed drooling cock that had just pulled out of the slut’s pussy.  The size of his organ brought a slight widening of her eyes.  Then, she dismissed them and looked to her newest acquisitions, the four blondes chained by their nose rings to a chain tying them to the side of a slave wagon.
Izora gasped when the High Mage’s attention seemed to draw her toward the woman’s cold and merciless eyes.  Even though she didn’t move, the she felt like she had been tugged into those eyes.  That’s when Izora shivered in deep fear.  “This isn’t going to end well,” she worried.  “She’s too powerful, … mesmerizing us.”
Then, still frozen in place with the High Mage paces away, she felt a smooth and insistent downward pull on the leash locked to her nose ring.  Impossible to resist the tug without excruciating pain, She knelt down on the gravelly soil, leaned forward, and set her nose against the ground.  Izora gasped as she saw the other three blondes chained to the wagon beside her now in identical poses.
“Impossible,” she cried inwardly.  At that moment, she felt a pressure under her chin and another on the top of her head.  “Can’t open my mouth, what kind of control does she have over us.?”
The pull on her nose ring brought her torso upward to a vertical position; but, still on her knees.  Her eyes popped at the tiny lock on her nose ring clicked open and fell away, pulling the chain leash with it.  Unable to speak, forced into a subservient role on her knees, he eyes boggled even more when she saw Finn and Elowen kneeling in identical positions with looks of shock on their faces.  Lenna and Aine had been forced to belly -down positions on the ground with their hands yanked to the small of their backs and held in invisible bonds.  Lenna and Aine also had looks of fear and consternation on their faces.
“Hard time speaking, Finn and Elowen?” the High Mage observed with a chuckle.
Both Mage Slave Aine and Mage Izora grunted in bewilderment at the High Mage’s awesome demonstration of control over eight persons at once.  They were secured with an invisible force; neither could detect whether it was due to solidified air or telekinetic control.
Izora knew better than to resist as her nose ring was pulled upward again by the same invisible force, all controlled seemingly effortlessly by the High Mage.  Both her nipples felt a squeezing grip on them.  The grip squeezed harder and the invisible force pulled her a quarter turn to the right.  From the corner of her eyes, she saw the other three blondes mirror her move.  The tightened grip and the pull stopped but she could still feel both nipples were still gripped as if each had been claimed between a thumb and forefinger.
The grip on her nipples squeezed again and this time both were pulled to the left. Izora shuffled in place until she returned to her original position facing the grinning High Mage.
Next, both nipples were pulled forward in a move that elongated her tits.  “That be meaning move on, or speed up from your current speed,” the High Mage instructed.  Izora felt the squeeze again and winched as both nipples were tugged up toward her chin and identical squeezes took control of her ears and tugged back. “Ponies, repeated tugs like that be meaning slow down and a long tug like that be meaning stop.”
The High Mage turned back to Finn and Elowen.  “Your selection of prime blonde stock is perfection.  I thank you for that as well as the gift of the pony cart.  The harness and the ponytail butt plugs to hold their shorn head hair is certainly generous on your part.  But, I’ll not need it here for a brief test drive before I take everything back to my pony stables.”
Her face tightened and she added in a stern voice, “I not be so pleased by your attempt to force me to accept your version of punishing Niamh.  I were capable of deciding her fate and did so without your pressure.”
As the High Mage spoke, Izora was astonished to see Elowen shuffle toward Finn with a look of pure horror on her face.  The spy from Ivarren was forced by grips on her nose, her ears, and her nipples to lean over the table where Finn had been fucking Lenna.  She was nothing more than a meat puppet being controlled by the Mage.  Unable to do more than grunt in horror due to the forces holding her jaw tightly shut, Elowen felt a gust of wind as her skirt was blown up over her waist.  “Nooo!” was her silent internal cry of dispair.
Finn’s cock grew quickly to it’s fullest length and girth.  From the look on his face, it was all the doing of the High Mage.  His arms were tugged behind his back and locked in place even as a thin and invisible grip drew his cock toward Elowen’s cock cave.  With a final step forward, he felt the tip of his cock drawn into her hole as if a winch inside her womb was tugging him deeply inside her sopping wet gash.
Both Finn and Elowen’s heads flew back.  Not under any intent of the High Mage’s, but from the full seating of his huge cock in a single move.
“When I arrived, you were enjoying the use of your slaves, Finn and Elowen,” the High Mage hissed.  “I find that was disrespectful, especially after forcing me to take Golds from Niamh.  You can be doing it again while I play with my new toys.”
In full panic, Finn felt a tightening at the base of his cock.  “A Magical cock ring,” he cried inwardly.  A harsh pull back on his hips brought the stiffest and most sensitive cock of his life back almost all the way out of Elowen’s quim.   A harsh pull against his ass brought him to thump his groin against her pubic mound.
Two muffled grunts of pain and pleasure came from their tightly shut jaws.
In front of the pony cart, Izora found herself on the forward, left position between the left and central trace of the pony cart.  Her hands now felt welded to the wood shafts. “Eight of us fully under her control.”
Blonde Vivian was to her right with her hands also tightly gripping the central and right-most shafts.  “Aoife and Kieran must be in the positions behind us.”  Izora wasn’t sure how they got into their positions because she had been too busy watching Elowen get to a place and position to unwillingly receive Finn’s unusually fat and long cock.
The incredibly loud pop from a bull whip’s supersonic tip overhead brought her to full attention.  It took a moment but she was sure the High Mage had hurled the long end of the whip in a circle over their heads and then yanked back to create the pop that seemed to have made her heart stutter in shock.
The ever present grips on her nipples tightened and pulled forward.  Even before the renewed aching from her breasts was realized, the High Mage shouted, “Walk on bitches!” with the simultaneous whip crack of the bull whip overhead.  If Izora’s jaws hadn’t been forced tightly shut, she would have bitten her tongue at the blazing pain that erupted on her right ass cheek.  Already in an invisible grip, her right foot rocketed forward and she found herself running forward from a full stop to a cantering, loping pace.
Izora didn’t need to look, she knew with all her heart and soul that a red welt had appeared Magically on all four of their white, formerly unblemished asses.  The whip popped again overhead but Izora needed no second whip mark on her ass to break out into a full run.
Behind the four ponygirls, the High Mage grinned widely as the speed of their movement brought her hair to flow and move about behind her head.  She admired the four women’s constantly rolling assess and particularly the bright red welt each sported on the exact same spot on their asses.  “Prime stock indeed,” she thought.
Without looking at the camp disappearing in the distance, the High Mage knew that Finn would be fucking Elowen’s cunt like a mechanical puppet.  She grinned at their humiliation.
She used her invisible reins connected to her new ponygirls to tug all four gently to the right.  The move brought her four-pony team in a long arc to the right and a return to the camp.  She raced passed her open-mouthed guards and slid in a controlled slide onto the rough road.  After she straightened up, the High Mage wordlessly popped the bull whip overhead.
Without needing the cue, Izora drew in deep, gulping breaths and kept up her fastest  possible running pace.  “Fucking Elowen and her fucking plan!” she screamed inwardly.  Wholly focused on controlling her forward pace, she knew she had no chance of taking on the High Mage at this point.  “I’d lose my nipples, my nose, my ears, and she’d shake my head till my neck broke if I tried anything right now.  How is she so strong?”
All four blonde ponygirls were panting and huffing from the exertion.  None dared to be the first to fail at the pace demanded by their new Mistress.
The whip cracked again.  They ran.
Realm of Jarion, King Ordimir’s Forces Beside Watcher’s Guard
Guild Agent Conri was the first to emerge from the Gateway opened to Watcher’s Guard’s Portal between Jarion and Ivarren.  He caught sight of his brother, Lorcan, standing alongside a Witchfinder and the two brothers nodded to reassure each other that all was well.  Then, he almost dropped his sword at the sight of his sister wearing the clothing of a rich merchant woman.  The second shock was the sight of the leash in his brother’s hand leading to a leather slave collar locked around Emilie’s neck.
He gulped in confusion and wonderment at the how and why of his sister being here at Watcher’s Guard looking like his brother’s slave.  “She was far away at the Royal Library,” he thought.  Then, with a gasp, he remembered to throw the fist-sized authentication tablet back through the Gateway.  Then, he raised his hand and stepped back through the Gateway.  The move brought the Ivarren forces to an even higher state of alert.
Conri came back through holding a set of leashes to the collars on the necks of the Guild prisoners, Princess Lonna Geralt and her bodyguard, the High Mage Ethna Tremaine.  The sight of the leather collar on the Princess who was wearing her elaborate court clothing and jewels brought no response.  But, the Two-Rune-Two-Stone Collar of Submission and Control on the naked Mage brought a murmur of fear from the assembled guardsmen and instant awareness from the Mage Slaves standing beside their Witchfinders and Hunters.
“Hold!” Lorcan shouted and held his open hand upward.  “The two are gifts to your King.  Behold Princess Lonna Geralt, daughter of King Geralt of Jarion and her High Mage body servant, Ethna Tremaine.  The High Mage poses no danger, she has been dosed with Witches Bane, has been drugged repeatedly, and she wears one of your Slave Queen’s Magical Collars.”
The appearance of the next two through the Gateway brought glimmerings of surprise and then celebration as Witchfinder Liam and his Mage Slave Lona stepped through unbound.  They were unharmed, but looked confused, as they were uncertain about their fate since being captured near the cabins at the Guild Trading Post.  Recognizing that they were now safe, they responded by smiling widely at the sight of the cheering Witchfinders and Hunters.
Just before urging the two through the Gateway, Niamh Curran had cut their bound wrists free with her belt dagger and handed back the Witchfinder’s weapons and Lona’s staff and dagger.  Last to walk through was Niamh Curran herself.  Her appearance at Watcher’s Guard brought the appreciative attention of every male eye and glares of irritation from most of the women.
“Lastly,” Conri announced to everyone as they stared at the tops of the blonde woman’s huge exposed tits sitting atop her tight corset, “is our slave Cow Tits.”
Sounds of laughter and enjoyment came from the assembled men and the women glared silently at Niamh’s erect nipples and the exposure of her upper legs with every step.  ’Whore’ and ‘harlot’ and ‘shameful’ were the words heard hissed from the distressed women, free and slaves alike.
The mockery of the skirt made of thin black leather strips that High Mage Eavan Weaver had forced upon her was short, only falling to the midpoint between the slit of her pussy and her knees.  As Niamh had worried, every step she made exposed the entirety of her legs, almost to the point of exposing her hairless pubic mount.  Every man there gazed long and hard at each step to see if her pleasure pleasing gash was going to be exposed and to confirm her pussy was hairless.
Conri handed off Princess Lonna Geralt’s leash to the Witchfinder standing beside his brother.  “Sir Witchfinder, here is the fun part of the proof of our ability to fulfill our part of the bargain, … an enemy princess and her now enslaved Mage.”
“Conri, brother of Lorcan, well met.  I am Sir Thomas Bofori, Royal Witchfinder to King Ordimir.  If you would hand off the Princess’ High Mage they can begin her interrogation.”
Lorcan chuckled.  “Sir Thomas, the High Mage might be in dire need of hard, no-holds-barred sex.  Her brain won’t process much in the way of conversation for the next few days.  It’s been addicted to sex.”
Sir Thomas was startled at the comment and then saw how the High Mage was acting.
High Mage Ethna Tremaine peered about in deep confusion.  Her brain, addled from too many strong doses of Witches Bane and Bliss, administered non-stop over a full ten-day period, had dulled her thinking and corrupted her memory.  Also, too many doses of NIC and too many days of hard non-stop sex serving the Guild’s High Mage during the day and perpetually horny guards all night long without a hint of sleep had left her with a semi-permanent need to rut and an exhaustion so deep that she could barely think let alone move.
In her befuddled state, the former High Mage to King Geralt didn’t even recognize that Princess Lonna Geralt was standing there, watching her forlornly with Witchfinder Sir Thomas Bofori’s Mage Slave Kitten tightly grasping her arm.  Ethna raised an unbound arm and spun slowly in place, in a vain attempt at trying to make sense of her surroundings.
Naked Ethna Tremaine felt empty, felt something missing, something that should be triggering every sensitive bit in her body.  She ached in deep need for even a single caress and the expected orgasm that would follow.  Wordlessly, she sunk to her knees in front of the Witchfinder holding her.  She mewed in need and her hands and fingers scrabbled about his waist to find and free the Witchfinder’s cock.
That Witchfinder grabbed a handful of her short black hair, grunted, and looked about for advice.  “What should I do?” he asked Sir Thomas.
The former influential and powerful figure in King Geralt’s court sighed as the sharp pain in her scalp brought on a wave of satisfying arousal.  Her pussy clenched in need of a cock.  Even a whipping would bring blessed relief. Her sigh was correctly seen as a sign of arousal.
“Grab a couple of friends,” Conri laughed, “and take her to your tent.  She’ll do anything, … be the best whore ever, … all for her chance at the never ending orgasms that only another person can give her.  Her own fingers do nothing to bring on her satisfaction.”
Conri and Lorcan followed Sir Thomas Bofori back to the negotiating tent.  Kitten took Princess Lonna Geralt’s arm and smiled in sympathy at the look of fear and confusion on the captive enemy Princess’ face.  “Not quite what you thought was going to happen in your little adventure?”
Princess Lonna looked at the Mage Slave.  “I don’t know what you mean and how can you look so content in wearing that Witchfinder’s collar?”
“Poor dear,” Kitten replied, “you came from a household that pampered you by fulfilling your every need and you’ve never developed a real understanding of your world.  You have no perception of the harshness faced by non nobles.  When we take you to Ivarren, you won’t focus much on royal balls, the latest fashions, or the scandal of which noblewoman is getting boned in a closet by a studly courtier or in the stables by a well-endowed peasant.”
“What makes you think that you understand me at all?” Princess Lonna responded with a strong sign of irritation in her voice.
“Because dear girl,” Kitten responded with an understanding smile, “like you, I also came from a royal household.  Once, I was the daughter of King Seumas Lumar of the Ivarren Kingdom of Lumar.  Also like you, I rashly undertook a mission that my father, the King, knew was dangerous and likely to end in failure.  Against his strong advice, I left anyway and was soon trussed up and stripped naked in a tavern and then enslaved by my owner, Sir Thomas Bofori, who took my virginity and my heart.”
“How do you know that I also undertook an impossible mission?” Princess Lonna asked.  “I was kidnapped and dropped off here by those renegade Guildsmen.  And, they’ve drugged and raped my personal attendant.  They’ve betrayed their own King.” Her irritation was fading and fear of how much further she could fall was setting in.
“Because, former Lonna, Princess of the Kingdom of Geralt, King Ordimir has established a formidable spy network throughout your realm of Jarion since we found out that three of your realm’s Mages, Bluefrost, Greenwilt, and Izora, have been using Portals to travel to Ivarren illegally and to make mischief in our Kingdoms.”
“So that means that everything your Witchfinders and Hunters are doing here in my father’s kingdom is because of just a couple Mages?” she asked incredulous at the thought.
“To our King, it’s more than just a matter of protecting our realm.  You see, Lonna,” Kitten explained, “a bit over two-hundred-twenty years ago our current King’s ancestor discovered the unchecked graft, corruption, thievery, illegal enslavement, and murder underway among Magic Users.  The worst was a Sorceress named Cilia Raven, President of the very organization that was supposed to regulate Magic and Magic Users, the multi-kingdom Council of Magic.  Because of that unchecked corruption, the King disbanded the council and began more than two hundred years of hunting down and enslaving the female Magic Users, now named Mages because the very word Sorceress has taken on an especially vile implication.”
“I know some of that from sealed records of High Mage Bluefrost,” Princess Lonna countered in a haughty tone.  “That evil bitch of which you speak, now named the Slave Queen, is the one who discovered all the means of enslaving Magic Users.”  She paused and shook her head.  “None of that matters now, … what will happen with me?”
“You’re a Princess, … what usually happens to Princesses?” Kitten countered.
“Wha, … no, … I mean no way,” Princess Lonna hissed.
“Princesses have little value to their fathers, the Kings, other than as political bargaining pawns,” Kitten answered in a sad tone. “Young, virginal Princesses are usually handed off to an old, fat nobleman who does something political for the King or, even worse, to some equally old and fat merchant who the King wants to influence.”
Kitten had a sudden thought, “Young, pretty, and a virgin; maybe I can get King Ordimir to ‘gift’ her to my father, King Lumar?  He’s been without a wife for ten years.  Wife, Mistress, or Royal Concubine?”  Then she blushed furiously and remembered the time when she was ten and crept into their bedroom.  “By the Gods, he has been gifted with a cock of prodigious size.  Even this young Princess will be pleased.”
Realm of Jarion, Kingdom of King Geralt, The Ponygirls Return to Finn and Elowen’sCamp
Izora, had little time to ponder gauging the control and power of the woman to whom she had just been ‘sold’ and was staring to fear that the ‘sham’ transfer of blondes to the Guild’s High Mage might become reality; at least until she could figure out how to escape her kinky ‘owner’s’ clutches.  “The longer she makes us run on this test run,” she worried, “the greater chance that Elowen’s plan has already failed.”
Running in the invisible traces of the pony cart, Izora felt a slight quiver as one of her fellow ponygirls faltered in their step.  She tensed and felt it again.  Unable to cry for mercy, she quickly prayed for the cue that would bring relief.  Then, both of her squeezed nipples felt a tightened pinch and both nipples were tugged up toward her chin and identical pinched squeezes took control of her ears and tugged back. The tugs repeated and a bit unevenly all four blonde ponies slowed first to a trot, then further to a fast walk, and lastly to a slow walk.
“Good, ponygirls,” the High Mage cackled.
After slowing for a walk, Izora was bent over with stomach cramps from the run, huffing and trying to catch her breath.  Her relief increased when the cue came to turn the pony cart around in the road and they headed back to their own camp at a slow walk.  “I was afraid she was taking us to her camp which surely was reinforced with those Cavalry Troopers we saw earlier.
After too short a rest, the whip cracked again and the High Mage shouted gleefully, “Trot!  Trot on!”
Izora’s legs felt leaden and she and her fellow ponygirls struggled to set a coordinated, in-step, trot.  Her breasts were aching from unsupported bouncing during the trot and gallop paces.  Her face was flushed and drenched with sweat.  Only fear of the Magical whip lashes, … or worse, … kept her going.  She took some satisfaction with the hope that every step was bringing her closer to their camp and aid from her co-conspirators.
Their camp came into view and Izora somehow managed to keep to the trotting pace set by the High Mage and her bull whip.  After her nipples and ears cued her to slow to a walk and finally to a halt, Izora stood shakily with her muscles quivering in exhaustion.  Invisible pressure against the backs of her knees and pressure downward on her shoulders brought her down to her knees and then her shoulders to the ground.  Her hands moved by themselves from the draw poles of the cart to behind her back where something held them in pace.
Still unable to speak, Izora couldn’t verbally fight back as invisible fingers began to explore her body.  It felt as though talented fingers were simultaneously exploring her breasts, her belly, and between her legs.  The fingers expertly found her clit and other invisible fingers caressed her labia and then delved within her opening.
“Good ponies,” the High Mage muttered in satisfaction.  “Enjoy your reward.”
Izora grunted as something fat appeared to begin worming its way into both the entertainment caverns between her legs at the same time.  Despite the horror of being helpless and sexually manipulated, Izora felt her cunt clench and throb with need and flowing feminine lubrication.
“By the Gods of rape and torture,” she hissed to herself.  Then, unable to prevent the arousal and orgasm that were sure to follow at the High Mage’s manipulations, Izora let pleasure overwhelm any attempt at resistance. She orgasmed and cried at the same time. 
The High Mage throughly enjoyed her absolute possession of the ponygirls’ bodies, and the ability to make them writhe in controlled and forced orgasms.  “They’ll soon be addicted to the pleasure of following my every order.”
At that point, Finn fell backward in exhaustion.  He was unable to continue pumping into Elowen.  The fake Guild Agent passed out.  Elowen slid bonelessly down to the ground and whimpered as the last orgasm from Finn’s large cock slowly faded away.  The High Mage’s control of her body also let loose.
“Now!” Elowen grunted to Aine as the invisible wrapping of air around her head disappeared.
Aine and Leena were still held on their bellies with their hands behind their backs.  Aine’s head was turned so she had a clear view of the High Mage’s return with four dusty ponygirls hauling her cart.  While Finna fucked mindlessly into Elowen’s pussy, Aine memorized the location of every fist-sized rock within sight.  She closed her eyes and concentrated.  Two handfuls of fist-sized rocks quivered for a partial second and then rocketed toward Guild High Mage Eavan Weaver’s head.
Izora saw Elowen’s head gesture to Aine and ‘threw’ handfuls of sand at the High Mage.
Eavan Weaver’s reflexes were super fast and she responded by easily knocking away each of the oncoming rocks.  So easy to the powerful Mage that she failed to put up a shield.  The fine-grained sand from Izora’s conjuring peppered the High Mage’s face and momentarily blinded her.  Then, unable to see the last of Aine’s rocks, they thudded one after the other into Eavan Weaver’s head.  She collapsed.
Witchfinder Cormac Tierney sprinted forward from the nearest cover and threw his backpack down on the ground beside the felled High Mage.  His fingers found Izora’s Two-Stone-Two-Rune Collar and set it around the woman’s neck.
“Eavan Weaver,” Cormac hissed, “you are now Mage Slave Eavan and you belong body, heart, and soul to King Ordimir and will do nothing contrary to his wishes and desires.”
Izora raised her shoulders and looked about to be sure that all was safe.  “The Witchfinder killed the Guildsmen left behind by Eavan Weaver.  They died while she had us take her for a ride.” she guessed from the Witchfinder’s calm demeanor as he and his Mage Slave stood over the former High Mage’s body.
Dora Rowlands, Izora, with her Mage identity still safe from her partners, walked up to Elowen who was weakly struggling to rise up after being nearly fucked to death by Finn.  When Elowen’s face rose to the level of Izora’s hips, she left loose with a powerful horizontal fist right against the side of her head.  Elowen flew backward and landed on back.  Izora leapt on the woman and tugged at the laces of her vest and the blouse underneath.  In seconds, Elowen was topless on her belly and gagged as Izora wound bondage cord around her wrists. 
Izora kicked the now naked woman and struggled into her clothes.  “I’m so tired of being naked, you miserable idiot!” she screamed at Elowen.  This had to be the stupidest plan ever.  I’ll never figure out how you got me to promise to go alone with your plan.”  Once dressed, Izora dragged Elowen’s body up onto the waist high stump where Lenna had been place before the High Mage’s arrival.
“Finn, you also went along with this stupid plan,” Izora hissed.  “For Elowen, her ass is on the line.  For you, you get to take her ass with the fat sausage you call a dick.  She’ll hate you for it.”
Elowen kicked her legs in protest from her belly-down position on the stump.  “Hmmpf!” she shrieked.
Finn licked his lips at the thought of taking his friend’s tight ass.  He shook his head tot he negative, “No, … she doesn’t want it.”
Aine approached.  She had dressed in the clothes of a common slave and taken up the leash of the former High Mage Eavan Weaver.  The black-haired Mage was disoriented from shock, a strong dose of Witche’s Bane, and the brain re-wiring from a Two-Rune-Two-Stone Slave Collar.
“Finn, do it!” Aine demanded.  “Dora is correct, we’ve had the worst roles in this mess.  Fuck her ass and then we can go before Eavan Weaver’s minions arrive to see why she’s delayed.
Black-haired Lenna stood there scowling at Finn.  “By the Gods, just stick that pole up her ass.”  She had also scavenged enough clothing to dress as a free woman.
Witchfinder Cormac Tierney approached with a handful of slave leashes with naked blondes Aoife, Vivian, and Kieran obediently following him.
Finn shrugged his shoulders and pumped his cock a few times to get to as swollen with blood as possible.  He took a bit of mercy on his friend by dredging the fat head of his cock in her pussy still slimy from Aine’s oral worship.  He then centered that wet head against her ass grommet.  Shook his head at the pain he was going to subject on his friend, … and shoved forward.
Elowen’s head rose upward as far as it could go.  “Hoooo!” she screamed.
“That’ll hurt,” Lenna observed with experience.  “She’ll not be getting an orgasm from that fence post.”
A Gateway formed at the edge of the woods.  “That’ll be for us,” Witchfinder Cormac Tierney yelled.  “Quick, look about to be sure we have all we need.  We’ll not be returning to this camp.”  He looked over to Finn and smiled at the grimace on his friend’s face.  “Finn, if your dick is getting chaffed now, … imagine what choice words Elowen will have for you in the morrow when she tries to shit.”
“Everyone, to Watcher’s Guard,” he yelled.
Finn was buttoning up his pants with one hand even as he dragged Elowen after him by an improvised leash.
Naked Elowen was the last to step through the glowing blue Gateway.  Gagged, she was unable to berate Finn for plowing her ass.
==========






End of Book III
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