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Dreambender Adventures: Tania
 
            "This is it?" I said, scowling at the Hotel Risqué Nuit.  It wasn't my first choice, but the first hotel refused to honor my reservation.  I was desperate, and the taxi driver knew a hotel just around the corner from my meeting in the morning.  "Looks like something out of a Dracula movie."
            The architecture was definitely Gothic.  That meant it was old.  Five stories, and good luck finding a working elevator.  I bet they gave me a room on the top floor, too.
            "It'll do," I said, handing the driver the fee and a tip.  "Thanks."
            It was late.  My plane on the first leg of my flight was delayed, so I missed my connecting flight.  Of course that meant my luggage was lost.  Then there was the shit at the really nice hotel when they gave my room to someone else.  I wasn't that late.  Dammit.
            The only saving grace was I took a carry-on.  My essentials were in it, including my laptop with my presentation.  I'd have to wear the same clothes to the meeting, but at least I'd be rested and showered.  That had to be something, right?
            "Hello, welcome to the Risqué Night," a smoldering hot redhead said.  She stood behind the check in desk, so must be the clerk.  "I am Lady Sonja.  Do you have a reservation?"
            I think I gawked at her a long second.  Yeah, she was that hot.  She had a slow Southern drawl that could peel the shorts of a preacher man.  I was in deep lust.
            "No, I don't, Lady Sonja," I said, getting control of my wits before I embarrassed myself too much.  Her sultry little smile told me she knew.  Yeah, she knew.  "That's an interesting name you have."
            "I'm an interesting kind of girl," she purred.  Her baby blues looked me up and down, and then she bit her lip.  I almost groaned.  "Do I need to send a bellhop to get the rest of your luggage?"
            "No, the airline lost it," I said, my frustration bleeding out.
            "Awww, I'm so sorry," she said, starting to type.  She actually sounded sorry, too.  I was willing to believe, anyway.  "Bad day?"
            "Is it obvious?" I said, and gave a stressed little laugh.  She nodded.  "I'm to meet some real ball-busters tomorrow morning, and everything when wrong today."
            "I can guarantee a night here will leave you stress free and ready to take on the world tomorrow," she said.  "The Risqué Nuit is very special."
            "How risqué is it?" I asked.
            Lady Sonja winked, "Oh, sir, I can't begin to give it justice."
            Okay, I had visions of Lady Sonja paying me a midnight visit.  She giggled and wiggled behind that counter, and gave me a smoldering look that said she knew what I was thinking, and she liked it.
            "Your name, sir?"
            "Tanner Craig," I said, leaning on the counter and getting a nice view down her cleavage.  That woman had a body to die for, and she wore a black evening gown with a plunging neckline.  I wondered if the cleaning women were dressed as French maids or something.  "But you can call me Tanner."
            She cut me a sexy look, smiled, and whispered, "I will."
            Maybe my imagination was going a little crazy.  But just that little bit of flirting helped relieve a lot of my stress.  Then she was all business, giving me options on accommodations.  I picked a middle range room, which was on the third floor.  I gave her my credit card, and she gave me a real brass key.
            "I haven't seen a real hotel key in over ten years," I said.
            "We're very traditional here, Tanner," she said.  She pointed, "The elevator is over there.  Do you need a bellhop to escort you up?"
            "I'd rather you escort me," I said hopefully.  She just laughed.  "I think I can find it."
            The elevator was something out of the twenties or thirties, but it worked.  Soon I was unlocking my door.  It wasn't much, but looked luxurious.  The bed was queen-sized, and it had a bathroom.  The usual amenities were in the room: TV, desk, coffee maker.
            I removed my suit jacket and fell straight back on the bed.  I lay there spread-eagle, so damned glad that nightmare of a day was over.  All I had to do was get through tomorrow's meetings without screwing up and I was home free.  Of course, my clients were total ass holes and so demanding and thin-skinned.  It wasn't going to be easy.
            It felt good laying there.  So relaxing.  The AC was kicking it.  I loved sleeping in a cold room.  Soon I felt myself drifting off, and then it was lights out.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 2
 
            "What the…?" I said, sitting straight up.
            Someone was pounding on the door.
            "Wake up, Tania!" a man cried, his voice deep and gravelly.  "Wake up, you drunken whore."
            Did he just call me a whore? I thought as I pushed long blonde hair straight back out of my face.  "What the hell?"
            I didn't have long hair, much less blonde hair.  And then my eyes locked on my hand.  It was a woman's hand, with a silvery brace on the forearm.  Looking down, I saw two long, tan legs stuffed into a pair of black high-heeled thigh boots.  A woman's legs and footwear.
            "This is not…  I mean," I said, my hands going to my chest to find large, firm tits.  Just gorgeous tits.  "Holy shit."
            That's when I realized my voice was all wrong.  It was a deep, rich voice, but definitely a woman's voice.  I looked around for a mirror, but there wasn't one.  I wasn't even in the same room in which I fell asleep.
            "Where am I?"
            It was a tiny room, with nothing but a tiny bed.  Not even a twin.  Hell, I'd hardly call it a bed, really.  It was a wooden frame with a canvas stretched across the top and held in place with laces.  The nice, cold AC I enjoyed before falling asleep was gone, replaced by an open window letting in almost no breeze.  It was sultry hot, too.
            "Tania!  Open up!"
            I stood up and hurried to the door.  I didn't know if I was going to open it, or try to keep him out.  He sounded angry.  Besides, I didn't want anyone to see me like that.  Was I really a woman?
            "Who are you?"
            "What do you mean?  I'm Tark!  I own this tavern, you stupid idiot whore," he shouted.  "Open up.  It's time to pay for this room."
            I looked down at my thigh boots.  Very pretty.  "Am I a hooker?"
            Looking around, I found the rest of my clothing.  If you can call it that.  My top was a black leather halter.  Very skimpy.  I found the tan lines on my body to prove it was mine.  There was also a pair of leather triangles, of black leather with bronze scale armor that my mind identified as my loincloth.  Last, but most interesting, was a sword belt with sword and dagger.
            "I'm a warrior whore?"  I looked at my discarded, skimpy clothes, at my boots, at my boobs and sweetly rounded hips.  "I read way too many comic books in my youth.  I'm surprised I'm not a redhead."
            Tark pounded on the door again.  I think he kicked it, too.
            "Open this door now," he said, sounding twice as angry as before.
            I guess I kind of panicked.  The "lock" was a beam across the door.  I lifted it out of place and leaned it against the wall.  Tark didn't wait for me to open the door.  He barged in.
            "Holy shit, what the hell are you?" I said, before I thought.
            His bestial brown eyes narrowed.  He looked like something out of a nightmare.  At least his face did: sloping forehead, with a boney ridge rising up from the tip of his broad nose, up and over the top of his head.  No hair on that head, either.  His shoulders were broad and thickly muscled, and his hands had six fingers.  He had a greenish tint to his skin, but otherwise looked human enough.  All Tark wore was a greasy looking loincloth of dirty cotton.
            "I'm not in a joking mood, Tania," he growled.
            He didn't have to say.  My "memory" returned.  Tark was half-goblin, half-human.  Probably more goblin than human, if you ask me.  I also recalled him bringing me, Tania, up to the room, stripping me, and then making me kneel and suck him off.  To pay for the room.
            Bastard made me swallow it, too.
            Memories of being on my knees and licking his nastiness flooded my mind.  I kind of swooned, not believing I could do such a thing.  He rubbed his cock and balls all over my face, making me lick and suck.  Once he was satisfied, or just impatient, Tark forced me to go down on him.  It seemed to last forever, before he finally thrust to the back of my throat and flooded my mouth with so much cum some of it dribbled out of my mouth.
            I felt just a little queasy.
            "I paid for it last night, in the most unsavory way imaginable," I said.
            "Ha!  You were too sloppy drunk to do even a half-ass blowjob," Tark said.  "I told you I'd be back this morning to collect the rest."
            I remembered.  Worse, I agreed to it.  Why?
            Then it occurred to me.  DREAM!
            Oh, what a relief, I thought.  This is just a dream.  Tark pulled off his loincloth, tossing it on the floor.  My eyes locked on his semi-erect cock.  It was the biggest, thickest cock I'd ever seen, and his balls were ginormous.  Okay, make that a nightmare.
            It got worse.  My body reacted profoundly, and not in a manner I thought it should.  My insides felt all hot and fluttery, while my pussy got very hot and slick.  Despite my horror and disgust, my body was horny.  My body was ready to go.
            Does stress cause nightmares?
            Before I could sort anything out, Tark took full advantage of me.  His thick arms wrapped around my waist, as he buried his face between my tits.
            "Aaiiee!" I cried, back bowing as he lifted me off the floor.  My booted feet kicked and flailed, as he bore me straight back onto the bed.  My legs spread of their own volition, and I found him firmly between them and his big dick lying across my lower belly.  "What are you doing?"
            "Do you ever stop joking?" Tark said, and then sucked in a sensitive nipple.
            I gasped, staring at him incredulously.  The most amazing sensations rippled out from that nipple, spreading through my overheated body.  I writhed and bucked, gasped and clutched at him.  But I noticed I wasn't doing anything to stop him or force him away.
            A hundred different moves to break free came to mind.  I realized I was highly trained in the martial arts.  I was especially good at sword fighting.  And I "remembered" that I was a bounty hunter.
            "I'm Tania Dragonslayer."
            "Yeah, I know," Tark said.  He moved up over me, face just inches from mine.  I felt his hot breath on my lips.  Our eyes locked, and I got lost in our gaze.  And then he kissed me, long and passionately.  "Mmmgh."
            "Mmmm," I groaned, and opened his mouth with mine.  Our tongues began taunting and teasing.  I pressed my nakedness against his, and reached down to wrap a hand around his erection.  After just a few strokes of that massive member, I came to my senses.  "Huh?  Uh-oh."
            He pushed my hand off of his cock, and then nestled his dick deep in my folds.  My breath caught.  I think I actually made a pathetic squeaking sound.
            "You are a strange woman, Tania," Tark said.  He gathered my hands up, and then crossed them at the wrists above my head.  He held them down with one hand, making me feel so helpless and vulnerable, while the other fondled my tits.  "Your reputation says you are a badass bounty hunter and dragonslayer, yet you act like a virgin every time I fuck you."
            I have to wake myself up before he – "Uggh," I said, cut off when Tark suddenly thrust into my pussy.  Really, just the idea of having a pussy was crazy enough, but now a butt-ugly half-goblin monster was knee deep inside my dream pussy.  And it hurt so good.  "Uggh.  Uggh."
            I don't know if I like this dream or not, I thought.  Part of me was disgusted beyond belief, really horrified at what he was doing to me, but another part was so turned on my body ached.  I wanted more, more, more.  It's only a dream, but what does it mean?
            Tark kissed, fondled, and fucked me like that for the longest time.  Hell, I never took more than maybe five minutes to finish.  Tark fucked me long and hard for a good ten minutes, if it was a second.  He thrust his full length into me every single time.  That ugly bastard made me feel ever damned inch of him, over and over and over.  Soon my body changed.
            "Oh my god," I whispered, feeling hot tingles flow into my thighs.  That rush to climax started, and there wasn't anything in heaven or earth more important than that orgasm.  I bucked and writhed beneath him, crying out and struggling to pull my hands free.  "Yes!  Yes!  Ooooh, YES!"
            My body erupted with euphoric pleasure.  I've never felt anything like it before.  My man orgasm paled in comparison.  I felt that climax in my bones.  Tark thrust into me until my orgasm began to subside, and then he flipped me over to all fours, and plowed into me again.
            "Aaaiiee!" I cried.  "Yes!  Yes!  Yes!"
            Tark yanked my hair, and swatted my butt.  Thwack!  Thwack!
            "Yes!  You're my daddy," I cried.
            "What?" Tark said.  "That's sick."
            "Shut up and fuck me," I said.
            The half-goblin thrust into me like a madman.  It was the most amazing feeling.  Who knew sex could be that amazing?  Of course, it was just dream sex.  Right?  I mean, I came really hard and didn't wake up.
            "Oooooooh," I sighed gustily when I felt Tark coming inside me.  Yeah, it felt that good.  "Oh, Tark, that was awesome."
            He sighed, pulled out of me, and stood up.  I rolled onto my side atop the bed and just quivered.  I swear, now I know what women mean by the afterglow.  Or was this something else?  Whatever it was, I liked it.  I liked it way too much.
            "Do it again, baby," I purred.  "Please, do it again."
            "Ha!  I like hearing you beg for more," Tark said.  "Some badass warrior you are, heh?"
            "Don't be mean," I said.
            His attitude pissed me off.  I just fucked him, for Christ's sake.  Show some gratitude.
            "You're a pig," I said, and then sat up.
            "No, I'm a goblin," he said.  "Half, anyways.  Pigmen are totally different."
            "Pigmen?  Really?  There are men who are half pigs?"
            "Of course.  Did you take a blow to the head or something?"
            It came to me.  I saw them in my head.  They looked like men, over all, but their heads and faces were quite piggish looking.  Uglier than goblins, even, and that was saying something.
            "This is a weird dream world," I muttered.
            "Dream world?" he said, tilting his head as he regarded me.  "Did you join the Dream God's cult?  I never took you as the religious type, Tania."
            "Me, either," I whispered.  "But I think I just had a religious moment."
            "Ha!  I know you did," Tark said as he tied his loincloth back on.  "I fuck good."
            I wanted to argue the point, but…  
            "If you're not out of here in ten minutes, I'm charging you another day and night," Tark said, heading for the still open door.  "And I'll send up the Noor Twins to take payment out of your ass, too."
            I scowled at him.  "You better not."
            I remembered the Noor Twins.  They were orks, big and brutal.  And their cocks were even longer and thicker than Tark's.  They did everything together, and the one time I slept with them they completely trashed my pussy.  I ached for a week.
            I had to avoid those oversexed orks at all costs.
            Tark barked a laugh and left.  I rubbed my quivering belly as I looked around at my scattered clothing.  My loincloth was against the far wall, so I stood and walked over.  I've always loved the sound of heels on hardwood, but that was the first time I got to enjoy making it.  The loincloth proved as skimpy as I remembered, just two triangles that tied together at my hips.  No nether closure.  No panties.  Not even a fucking thong.  So I picked up the halter top and tied it into place, before pausing to fluff my tits nicely.
            Jesus, what the hell, I thought.  How did I even know I could "fluff" my tits like that, and why did I want to display them so sexily?  How caught up in this dream am I?
            That made me pause to think.  Have I ever had memories from times before a dream started?   That was such a weird thing to happen, and I could remember most of Tania's life before that night.  Or was it my life?  It was almost as if I was teleported through time and space and dumped into the body of this woman named Tania Dragonslayer.
            But that's impossible.  Right?
            I buckled on the sword belt, letting the sword ride on my left hip.  At least I was still right-handed in my dream.  Visions of past sword fights flashed through my mind, including a fight with a dragon-shifter just three months back.  I lost that fight, and he fucked me for a month before I escaped.  Yet, I escaped with a small fortune stolen from his treasure hoard.
            Take that, Armilian! I thought proudly.  Losing even a single coin of treasure was like a rusty knife to the belly for a dragon.  And here I am remembering shit that never happened.  I need to wake up.
            How could I wake myself up?  An orgasm didn't wake me up, and it was the most powerful climax of my life.  What did it take?  An explosion?  End of the world?
            I sighed and left the room.  There wasn't anything to do but roll with the punches, and finish the dream.  It had to end eventually.  The alarm clock would wake me up eventually.
            There were a dozen people in the tavern on the ground level.  I was surprised to find the building was three floors high, and I was on the very top floor.  The sound of my stilettos pulled everyone's gaze my way.  I was the only woman in the room.  I saw lust and longing in a dozen sets of eyes.
            Kind of arousing, actually.
            "I'm outta here, Tark," I shouted.  I could hear him in the kitchen.  "Thanks for the room and romp."
            With that, I strode out into the early morning street.  It was even hotter and drier outside.  The sun beat down on me.  I earned that amazing tan honestly.  I combed my fingers through my long, shiny blonde hair as I headed down the street.  Men stopped and stared after me, and a few shouted rude offers.  Oddly enough, I got a little thrill out of their offers.  I had no doubt each and every one of them would be more than happy to follow through if I were so inclined.
            As I walked, I pulled the small pouch off my belt.  My coin purse.  Inside, I found a pair of cheap silvery earrings that dangled to my shoulders, and a few necklaces that looked even cheaper.  After putting them on, I counted my remaining fortune.  One.  Two.  Just two silver coins that the locals called "quid."  Which was weird, since I was pretty sure "quid" was an English term for money, and my surroundings looked very Arabian Nights.  As I recalled, Tark usually charged two quid for a room.  So they wouldn't get me very far.
            "If I don't finish that job for King Khaffin by the end of the day, I'll have to go back and fuck Tark for a room again," I said, and felt my pussy get achy and slick.  My heart raced, and it got harder to breathe.  That thought, and the accompanying fear, left me quivery and queasy.  "Most fucked up dream ever."
            Yet, my magical dream memory gave me my way out of sucking his cock again.  I just had to put my bounty hunting skills to good use and find the King of Shadows.  King Khaffin wanted him dead, and was willing to pay a small fortune to get it done.  Unfortunately, I've only been in the city two weeks.  I never heard of the King of Shadows before Khaffin gave me the task to find and kill him.
            "No way," I said, coming to an abrupt stop.  I stared at a familiar woman standing in a doorway.  Lady Sonja from the front desk, only now her red hair was dark brown, wavy, and waist length.  Her milky complexion was desert dark, and her baby blues were deep brown.  But it was the same face, the same sultry stare.  Our eyes locked, and I felt that gaze in my bones.  "I love my dream."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 3
 
            You know I was thinking hot lesbian sex as I walked towards her.  This might be my only chance to participate, instead of watching it on the internet.  Her eyes promised so much wickedness, too.
            "Hello," I said to the kohl-eyed beauty.
            She looked me up and down with interest.  She was fully clothed, but her red dress was the thinnest silk imaginable, with a plunging neckline and slit up her right leg.  My eyes locked on her erect nipples, and then I noticed just how tightly that dress wrapped around her body.  Her outfit didn't really hide any more than my loincloth and halter.
            "Come, my friend," she purred, beckoning me with one beautifully manicured finger.  She had a ring on every finger, and two rings on a few fingers.  I swear, I've never seen anyone wearing so much jewelry: rings, bracelets, chains of gold and silver, and the biggest chandelier earrings ever.  "I've been waiting for you.  We have much to discuss."
            "Talk.  Right," I said, smirking as I followed her into the cool, dark mud brick house.  "You are very beautiful, Lady Sonja."
            Her dark eyes narrowed, and I noticed confusion.
            "Who?" she asked.  "I am Shikira.  I do not know this lady called Sonja."
            Yeah right.  I could play the game.  Actually, it kind of seemed I didn't have a choice.
            "Really?  That's a shame, because you and her could be sisters," I said.
            Shikira grunted dismissively.  "I have too many sisters already.  I don't need another."
            She backed into a small room with a single table and two chairs.  The small round table was draped in black lace, with a crystal ball upon it.  She waved me into one chair, and then sat on the other side of the table.
            "What are you?  A gypsy fortune teller or something?"
            "Or something," she said.  "I'm a seer."
            "You foretell the future with your crystal ball," I said, pressing the point.
            "Yes."
            "I don't have any money," I said.  "I can't pay you."
            Her sexy dark kohl eyes held me enthralled a long moment.  Then she smiled knowingly.
            "I know," she said.  "I just want to help."
            It didn’t look like we'd be hooking up.  No lesbian love for me.  Have to admit, I was starting to lose interest in the way my dream had turned.  It was getting boring real fast.  Maybe it was time to wake up.
            "Very interesting," Shikira said.  She was stroking her crystal ball lovingly, while gazing into its depths.  Misty lights swirled within, and I discovered I couldn't pull my eyes from it.  "You are two people.  Tania Dragonslayer and Tanner Craig."
            "How did you know that?"
            "Powerful magic has sent you here," Shikira said.  "You cannot return to your world until the deed is done."
            "What deed?"
            "The task King Khaffin gave you," she said.  "You must kill the King of Shadows and give his head to King Khaffin."
            "And then I'll wake up?"
            "Wake up?" she said, giving me a curious look.
            "I'm dreaming," I said.
            "Ah," Shikira said, nodding and smiling.  "Interesting.  Dream or not, you cannot return to your real body unless you succeed."
            "What does that mean?"
            "Your Tanner Craig body is without a mind or conscious while you are occupying Tania's body," Shikira said.  "If you fail in your task, it will remain so."
            "I won't wake up?"
            "Not as Tanner Craig," she said.  "You will remain Tania for the rest of your life."
            That was kind of hard to wrap my mind around.  I think she was saying it wasn’t a dream.  I was somehow magically split from my body and sent to inhabit Tania's body so I could kill some guy."
            "Why me?" I said.  "Tania was the bounty hunter, so she was more qualified than me to do this."
            "Tania is dead," Shikira said.  "She died in her sleep, and her soul has fled the flesh, so you were brought here to reanimate her so she could finish.  It is the will of the gods."
             "Gods?  Plural?  You're not Muslim?"
            "Huh?  Muslin is a fabric."
            "Yes, but…never mind," I said.  "Do you know what a Christian is?"
            "No."
            "Okay.  Completely different world," I said.  "What a dream."
            It was coming to me.  The religious make up of my dream world was more messed up than the real world.  According to my Tania memories, every region, kingdom, etc, had their own gods and religions, and that was the reason for most of their wars.
            Okay, maybe my dream world wasn't all that different from the real world.
            "So, where do I find this King of Shadows?"
            "In the darkest shadows," she said.
            "Nice," I said.  "Can you be a little more specific?"
            "Not really," she said, returning to gazing into her crystal ball.  "I see that you do find him, but there is no guarantee you survive the meeting.  He's a vicious killer, which is how he rose to be leader of the city's shadow world."
            My memory translated "shadow world" to the real world's "underworld."  The King of Shadows as a murderous mob boss of sorts.  My kinky little gender-bending dream just turned dark.
            "So, I have to find this shadow king, kill him, and give his head to Khaffin?" I asked.
            Really, I already knew that.  Tania met with the king before I arrived to save the day.  I remembered their meeting much better after discussing it with Shikira.  King Khaffin was a scary guy, and looked like a standard issue Hollywood movie Sultan.  As I recalled, he was surrounded by a dozen gorgeous women in harem girl costumes, and blank eyes.
            "King Khaffin," she corrected me.  "I'd be wary of speaking of him in such an insulting manner.  He has spies everywhere."  She glanced at the crystal ball, bit her lip, and shook her head woefully.  "It might not be as simple as that."
            "What do you mean?"
            "Just delivering the head will not send you back to your world," she said.  "After completing the task, you will need help vacating Tania's body."
            I didn't like the sound of that.  Got a chill, actually.
            "Most likely, the king will be threatened by your competence, and fear for his own life," she said.  "In which case he'll have you executed immediately.  Probably right there in front of him."
            "Are you serious?"
            "Very," she said.  "But that will release your soul to go home."
            "That's a terrible way to end a dream.  Dying."
            "There's a good chance it'll be worse," she said.  "You are very beautiful, so he might give you to his men.  You will probably not survive that more than a few hours."
            I couldn't even speak.  Darkest dread gripped my heart with icy claws.
            "And there is a chance he thinks you're beautiful enough for his harem," Shikira said.  "In which case, you could become one of his mindless playthings."
            "I don't understand."
            "Did you see his women when you met with King Khaffin?"
            "Yes.  They were pretty, but very quiet and distracted looking."
            "Not distracted.  Their minds were wiped clean by his evil magic," Shikira said.  She grinned.  "The king is impotent, so has to use an enchanted cock ring to enjoy his women.  One of the enchantments of the ring forces his lovers to have powerful orgasms, and in the midst of that orgasm another spell activates that wipes away her memories and leaves her his absolute slave.  His sexual plaything.  And that, Tania, is your most likely fate, and yet your best chance of escape."
            "You're not making sense, and you're scaring me," I said.  "All I got out of that is King Khaffin is either going to kill me or fuck me mindless.  How is being fucked into being a zombie my best chance?"
            "Zombie?" she said, and then shook her head.  "Doesn't matter.  The cock ring's magic might release your spirit to return to your own world.  If you are killed, whether summarily executed or tortured to death by his men, your soul will be released, but there is no guarantee it will return to your world and your real body.  But magic brought you here, so a magical release is the most likely to send you back."  She shrugged.  "There are no guarantees."
            "Damn."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 4
 
            I listened to the scrape and clatter of my heels as I walked.  The sword slapping my thigh with every step was annoying, though in Tania's mind it was comforting.  I kind of enjoyed the feel of my tits jostling with every step, and the way my hair bounced and caressed my shoulders and back.  Well, the hair was pretty hot in that desert heat.
            The street was wide, with boardwalks on either side.  Expensive boutiques and shops lined the street.  The large, walled homes of the city's elite were also on that street, mingled with the shops, taverns, and government buildings.  As far as I knew, it was the only street with boardwalks.  The rest of the streets were bare dirt, though hard-packed.
            According to Shikira, this was the best place to find someone from the shadow world, since their favorite prey were the rich.  I was concentrating on my coin purse, which I'd stuffed with stones to tempt a cutpurse.
            "Tania!" a man cried to my left.
            Thwack!
            "Aaiiee!" I cried, feeling a stinger on my right butt cheek.  I whirled round to find a big warrior grinning at me.  He was a good head taller than me, with long blonde hair, beard, and dressed much the same in loincloth, sword, and bracers.  "Johan!  I'll cut off your hand if you swat my butt again."
            "You say that every time."
            "I mean it this time."
            Movement behind the big barbarian caught my eye.  A little hand appeared from behind him, palmed the leather purse hanging from his belt, and then I noticed the glint of steel as he sliced it open.  It took all of five seconds.  If that.
            "Cutpurse," I said.  I just blurted it out without thought.  Johan spun around, and backhanded a little man.  At first I thought it was a child, but he was just a very short, very skinny adult man.  "Get him!"
            I was going to make him tell me where to find the King of Shadows.  That was my plan anyway.  I didn't account for Johan.
            "Thief!" Johan cried, pulling his sword.
            The cutpurse squeaked, pulled a small knife, and slashed Johan's thigh.  He rolled aside, barely avoiding the warrior's sword.  Johan swung so hard that his blade sank deeply into the wood.  The little cutpurse was on his feet running before Johan could pry his sword loose from the boardwalk.  I ran around Johan and followed the shadow man.
            I was running in five inch stilettos.  You know the barefoot bastard was faster, but I was just fast enough to keep him in sight through the winding alleys and streets.  Finally, he crossed a wider, crowded street and burst through a group of scraggly young men and women.  They shouted angrily at him as I passed through, following him into a dark alley.
            "Ha!  I caught you," I said, seeing him crouched low and facing me.
            The alley was a dead-end.  There was no way for him to get past me.  The cutpurse was a small man, though a little bigger than me.  Didn't matter.  I was confident I could take him, and I had a sword.
            "No, warrior, we caught you," he sneered.
            I barked a laugh.  "Right," I said, stepping closer.  Then what he said registered.  "We?"
            A tidal wave of humanity hit me from behind.  Men and women swarmed over me.  Someone unbuckled and removed my sword belt, disarming me.  Men and women seized and held onto my arms and legs, and quickly forced me to the ground.  I kicked and writhed, but couldn't break free.
            "Release me, or else!"
            "Or else what?" the cutpurse said.
            I didn't have an answer for that.
            They lashed my knees together, and then my ankles.  I screamed, bucked, and fought them, but my captors wrestled my arms behind my back and lashed my wrists together.
            "Aaah!  I'm going to beat you all to bloody snot!"
            "She's not a very friendly warrior woman," a young redheaded woman said.
            They all dressed pretty much the same, male and female, in undyed tunics and loose pants that went down just below their knees.  None of them wore shoes.  They were all filthy.
            "What should we do with her?" another man said.
            "Almet will buy her," another said.  "Two of his girls got killed last week."
            "Who is Almet?" I asked, not really wanting to know.
            "He owns a brothel."
            "Figures."
            "No," the redhead said.  "Oleric will decide.  He's king."
            "Yes," I said.  "Take me to the King of Shadows."
            "You want the King of Shadows to decide your fate?" the redhead said, shaking her head.  "You're stupid.  You'd be better off sold to Almet."
            "Wait.  Why?"
            "You'll see," the cutpurse said.  "Take her to Oleric."
            Six shadow men lifted me off the ground.  Six pairs of bold hands touching, squeezing, groping me.  Some sick bastard forced his finger up my butt, while another played with my pussy.  My very hot and tingly pussy.
            "Hey!  Show some respect," I said as they carried me back up the alley.  The redhead barked a laugh and yanked my halter top off.  Two guys started fondling my tits, playing with my now hard and erect nipples.  It felt so damned good.  "Oooh.  You bastards.  I'm going to…  Aaaggh."
            I swear, those men carried bound and half-naked women all the time.  They effortlessly held onto my writhing, bucking, struggling body with just one hand, so they could molest me with the other.  It didn't take long before they had me hot and sweaty, moaning and groaning, and at the very brink.
            The shadow men returned to the street, and carried me down it.  The other people barely gave me a second look.  What kind of neighborhood were we in?  My cries for help went unanswered.
            Soon, my bucking and writhing stopped being about escape, and became all about what they were doing to my obviously oversexed body.  The nipple play was beyond belief.  I swear, I wanted them to pinch, pull, and roll my nipples all day and night.  It was that amazing.  And the guy playing with my pussy was alternating between vigorously ribbing my clit and finger fucking me.  The guy playing with my ass was just finger fucking me, but he was also making it more and more intense by adding more and more fingers to the mix.
            "I think we're making her final moments of life the best she's ever known," the redhead said.
            They all stopped molesting me.
            "Hey!" I cried.  "What the fuck?"
            I was almost there.  It was a big one, too.  They left me too tired to struggle, so I just relaxed and trembled in their hands.  And panted furiously.
            "We're here," one of the men said.
            Since they were carrying me feet first down the street, I didn't see the door they turned into.  We immediately started down a cold, wet stone stairwell.  There were small, dim oil lamps lighting the way.
            There was a commotion and the murmur of voices the second we reached the bottom of the stairs.  The place stank of the sewer, which I suspected was exactly where we were located.  The only real light was from narrow slits high up in the ceiling.
            "Oleric, we caught a warrior woman," the cutpurse called.  "A really pretty one."
            They stopped before a shadowy man sitting atop a poorly crafted throne.  He looked a lot taller, though just as skinny, as the other shadow men.  I couldn't get a good look at him, due to the position I was in.
            My tattered top and weapons were tossed on the floor in front of Oleric.  Battle trophies?  Did that make me a battle trophy?  My Tania memory said, Probaby.
            "And you brought her here why?"
            "She attacked me," he said.  "Chased me through the streets and into an alley, in fact."
            "Why?" Oleric said.  He had a deep, accented voice.  I don't know how, but I knew he was from the great Northern Forest.  Tania grew up at the edge of that forest, far to the west, and was from a different tribe as the forest dwellers.  "Did you steal her purse?"
            My captors finally stopped and set me on my feet.  I was turned to face a tall, skeletal man with long gray hair and killer eyes.  He dressed the same as the others, but I notice his left foot and right hand were mangled.
            A bitter, crippled warrior, I thought.
            His honor was lost when he failed to die in battle.  Or at least that was what the men of the Northern Forest believed.  I couldn't tell if his injuries were from battle or torture.  If he was captured alive that was even more humiliating and degrading, stripping him of honor and self-esteem.  Now he was a bitter, angry man.
            "Hello, Oleric," I said.  "I'm Tania Dragonslayer.  A fellow warrior.  What say you take my purse and let me go?  I'll happily be on my way."
            "Tania Dragonslayer?" he said, now glaring murderously at me.  "The bounty hunter King Khaffin hired to hunt me down and kill me?"
            "Um," I said.  "How did…  I mean, there must be two Tania Dragonslayers.  It's a common name where I'm from."
            I had a bad feeling they were going to do really bad things to me.  Like torture.  My dream was turning into a nightmare.  Or was Shikira right?  Even she wouldn't say it wasn't a dream, but insisted my soul, my essence, was pulled from my real body and came to this time and dimension to inhabit Tania's body.  Death wasn't necessarily a release from the dream, or a way back to my real body.
            I had to complete the task assigned before I could be released.
            Which brought me back to it being a dream.  There was no rational reason I could be chosen to reanimate Tania's body just to kill an underworld crime lord on a primitive planet.  Had to be a dream, but it was feeling very real at that moment.
            I might've kind of pissed myself.  Yeah, it went right down into my thigh boots.  Sucked.
            "Bagh!" he said.  "I have spies in the king's court.  I know he promised to pay you a great bounty for my head, and I know that you have a very good reputation for collecting those kinds of bounties."
            "I fail sometimes, and this feels like one of those times," I said.  "I think a quick departure from this hell hole would be in order.  Set me free and I'll leave."
            His cruel eyes narrowed and he sneered at me.  Really, it wasn’t a good look on him.  Sent a chill through me, too.  The hands holding my arms tightened.
            "We'll set you free," the King of Shadows said.  "We'll set your soul free.  Draw and quarter her.  Right now.  Right here."
            I noticed the prospect of seeing me killed so brutally really excited the King of Shadows.  He got a very obvious woody.  The men around me looked almost as excited.
            "What are you guys crazy?" I cried.  "Look at me.  You want to slice and dice this body?  What are you, gay or something?"
            "Gay?"
            "Homosexual," I said.  I bowed my back, thrusting out my naked tits.  "Look at these tits!  Imagine them in your hands.  Imagine sucking on those sweet nips.  And my pussy is so hot, wet, and tight men would pay money to fuck it."
            The shadow men started to look more horny than murderous.  Oleric, not so much.  So I caught his eyes, held him a long second with a look full of wicked promise, and then bit my lip.  I know I was always a sucker for a sexy lip bite.  The look in Oleric's eyes changed, and I saw need and desire start to bleed in.
            "You want us to use and abuse you?" he asked.  "We will not be gentle, woman."
            "Hey, stop teasing me," I said, wagging my brows.  "I like it rough."
            Dark desire filled this intense gaze.  I looked meaningfully at his woody, still trapped in his thin pants.  He might be crippled, but his dong was huge.  I suspected he could tame my bitch if given half a chance.
            "Fuck her," Oleric said.
            I groaned as my loincloth was pulled off, and men started untying my legs.  They left my wrists tied behind my back.  Dammit.  Then someone yanked my hair, pulling my head way back, and he claimed my lips in a deep, hungry kiss.
            "Mmmm," I groaned.
            Hands were all over my tits and ass, groping my pussy.  They poked, pinched, and grabbed me all over.  Then I was lifted off my feet and my legs were pulled wide.  I sucked in a breath, and felt the first man thrust into me.
            "Ugggh!"
            "You asked for it," the redhead said.  "Whore."
            "Better bred than dead," I said, voice strained.
            That expression surprised me.  It came from Tania's past, from her native land.  Any woman captured in the tribes' constant wars was taken into the home of her captor to be one of his wives.  Honor demanded the captured woman submit to him, and serve him loyally as a wife.  What kind of dream had that kind of detail?  Maybe Shikira was right.
            I finally got a look at the guy fucking me.  It was the cutpurse.  The little man was humping me like a madman.  He looked so happy.  Poor fellow probably didn't get much pussy.  He was small, in every way, but that didn't seem to matter.  I felt his cock profoundly.
            "Oooooh," I sighed.  My body was responding.  Every thrust pushed me closer and closer.  All of that molestation on the trip over left me primed and ready.  "Oh, yes.  Yes."
            Where did that come from?  It was Tark all over again.  I shouldn't enjoy it, but I was.  My body started to writhe and buck, and hot tingles filled my lower belly.  Then he caught and held my eyes, our gaze sizzling.  I swear, I felt that gaze in my soul.
            "Ugh!" I cried, feeling that rush to climax.  "Oh my – Aaaggh!"
            My body pulsed with intense pleasure.  He continued to thrust into me, becoming wilder and wilder.  He came out by accident, and then came all over me.  His dick was small, but he had an amazing amount of cum.
            "Yes," the redhead cried.  She quickly replaced him between my legs, licking eagerly.  "Mmmmm."
            "Eat me," I begged.  "Please, eat me.  I can come again."
            She ignored me.  All she was interested in was the cum.  But she finished quickly, and the men took over again.  Part of me wasn't happy, but for the most part my body was eager to play.  Like with Tark, I wondered if this was just dream fucked up fucking, or if I was being told something by my subconscious.  I kind of hoped this was one of those dreams I didn't remember afterwards.
            My feet hit the ground, and they forced me to bend over at the waist.  One of the shadow men thrust into me from behind, while another forced me to go down on him.  I was sucking, moaning and groaning, even before what I was doing fully registered.
            "Ugh.  Ugh," I grunted as they thrust and thrust into me.  "Ugh.  Ugh."
            The guy I was sucking off swept my long, blonde hair to one side.  I think he did it to give Oleric a nice side-view of my ravishment.  The King of Shadows was at the edge of my vision, standing and stroking himself.  My weapons still lay on the ground between us.
            I worked my lips and tongue, trying so hard to make that man come in my mouth.  Barely gave it a thought.  Both of the men fucking me were already at the verge of coming.  I was just starting to feel it, and it felt great.  Part of me wanted them to last long enough to give me a happy ending, but another part was eager for them to just finish.
            I had something to do.
            "A-ha!" the guy behind me cried, and I felt him coming deep inside me.
            Such a feeling of accomplishment flowed through me.  I swear, that pushed me closer to climax than his cock.  Before I could fathom why that was, I got a mouthful of hot, viscous cum.
            "Mmm," I moaned, and swallowed.
            They both pulled out and I fell to my knees.  I saw more men moving towards me, eager to fuck my beautiful body.  I looked at Oleric, held his eyes a second, and then looked at his huge cock.  It was scary big.  I wanted it so badly, yet knew I had to avoid it at all costs.
            "If my hands weren't tied behind my back, I'd crawl to you, master," I said, voice as sex-drenched and sultry as I could make it.  "I would suck your cock until you exploded."
            His breath caught.  I knew I had him.  Oleric just had to give the order before he made himself come, or some other shadow man claimed me.
            "Release her hands," he said.  Someone came up behind me and cut the rope.  Oleric and I shared an intense gaze that left both of us breathless and tingly.  Well, I was all tingly.  "Crawl to me like a pathetic slave girl."
            "Yes, master," I whispered huskily.
            Dropping to all fours, I started a slow, sensuous crawl.  I slung my long blonde hair and wiggled my butt.  Oleric wasn't the only man to moan with desire.  I kept my eyes locked with his as I crawled.  When my hand came down upon my sword, I didn't hesitate.  The hilt was in my hand in a flash, and the rasping sound of that blade being pulled from the scabbard filled the underground chamber.
            "Die!" I cried, leaping to my feet and swinging the sword.  Tania's sword knowledge came into play, and I brought that keen-edged blade around savagely, and sliced through his neck like hot butter.  "The King of Shadows is dead!"
            The shadow men and women were screaming and shouting even before Oleric's head hit the ground.  One of them charged me, and I easily skewered him.  He had the most embarrassed look on his face when I put my booted foot on his chest, and kicked him off my sword.  Then I slashed left and right a long moment, before the shadow man all turned and ran for their lives.
            "The King of Shadows is dead!" they wailed.  "We're doomed!"
            I cleaned my blade as I watched them fighting to get up the stairs.  There had to be twenty or thirty of them, so they had the advantage.  My sword would take a few out, but the rest could easily bury me.  Of course, I wasn't unhappy with their panic.
            I didn't sheath the sword until I was alone.  After cleaning up the best I could, I put my skimpy warrior woman outfit back on.  I put Oleric's bloody head in a sack and headed for the palace.
            Shikira's warning about King Khaffin, and my ultimate fate, filled my thoughts.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 5
 
            I walked up the middle of the street with a sassy strut.  My left hand rested on my sword's hilt, while a heavy sack hung from my right.  Blood dribbled from that sack, and everyone seemed more interested it in than my sweetly jostling tits.
            You know everyone got out of my way.  Fast.
            Why can't my life be like this every day, I thought.
            The royal palace sprawled atop a hill before me.  It took up the entire hill, with a twenty foot stone wall surrounding it.  The palace was constructed of a deep, golden-hued marble, with a grayish-red tile roof.  At the top of the hill was a thick round tower, which was the most defended section and held his residence and his seraglio.
            While the city was hot and dusty, the palace grounds looked lush with fruit trees rising above the walls.  I remembered my one trip inside, when King Khaffin tasked me with killing the leader of the city's underworld.  Man-made streams gurgled through lush gardens and courtyards, with fountains shooting water.  They even devised a system were water was sprayed in a mist from the rooflines to cool the arid desert air.
            "Halt!" big, heavily-armed and armored guards barked.  Fierce dark eyes stared suspiciously under shiny steel helmets.  They were all armed with six foot spears and curved swords.  "Declare yourself."
            "I am Tania Dragonslayer," I said, stopping to strike an arrogant pose.  "The king hired me to do a deed for him.  I come to claim my bounty."
            The officer in charge, looked me over, and then glanced at the heavy looking sack.  His eyes narrowed as he frowned.  When he looked me up and down, and his eyes finally came to rest on my boobs, I knew he wasn't going to make it easy.  There was lust in his eyes.
            "You'll have to surrender your weapons, warrior," the officer said.
            I gave him a curt nod.  "And you are?"
            "I am Akbar al-Koffel," he said proudly.
            I nodded.  That meant he was related to King Khaffin.  Al-Koffel was a family name or something.  I really didn't understand how they came up with their names.  Where Tania came from, you were given a single name.  Then you added who was your father.  So I was officially Tania Gilsdatter.  And if I needed to be more specific, I added my village name: Tania Gilsdatter of Stagford-on-the-Rykker.  In that region of the desert, they were all al-something.  Sometimes a couple of al-somethings stringed along.  I asked Tark if that mean "of-some place" but he said no.  He did not elaborate.
            "Give me your weapons belt," Akbar demanded.
            "Why?  I haven't been given permission to enter yet," I said.
            "Are you defying the King's Guard?"
            King Khaffin had a bad reputation for finding ways to not pay his debts, including arresting those he owed money on trumped up charges.  Odd how they always died in captivity.
            "Fine," I said.  I set the sack on the ground and slowly unbuckled my belt.  I handed it over and picked up the sack.  "How long before I'm allowed to see King Khaffin?"
            "Not long," Akbar said, while examining my sword.  "This is an exceptional blade, warrior.  Who did you steal it from?"
            "I claimed it as a trophy after my first death duel," I said.  "He was a prince who misjudged me to his detriment."
            Akbar took offense.  I knew he would.  The other guards also tensed up, tightening their grips on their spears.  They were looking me over like they expected the king to give me to them after he was through.  I knew that very well could happen.
            It was not a good idea to taunt those men.  I never understood that so profoundly as now, being a gorgeous half-naked woman.  An unarmed woman.  No family around to protect me.  Yes, very foolish, but not that dangerous either.  I fully expected to "die" in that palace.  One way or the other, my soul was going away.  Hopefully, it would return to my world and my real body.
            Or I'd just simply wake up from a dream.
            "Your purse is almost empty," Akbar said.  He would know, since I forgot to remove it from the belt.  I still only had a dozen quid, though I'd cleaned out the excess stones after dealing with the shadow men added Oleric's meager purse to mine.  "How will you pay us for helping you?"
            He expected a bribe?  Why was I surprised?  Visions of Tania's early visit, and the bribe she paid, came unbidden to my mind.  Visions of kneeling and sucking off the guard commander on duty and his officers came to me.  My mouth watered with the memory, and I could almost taste them again.  Unfortunately, those unsavory recollections got my body all hot and bothered.  Hot slickness spread between my legs and my insides got all hot and mushy.
            "Damn," I whispered.  Akbar grinned.  It wasn’t a sweet kind of grin either.  "What do you want?  Blowjobs for you and your two lieutenants?"
            "That's a good start," Akbar said.  He pressed up close, cupping one of my tits and giving it a firm squeeze.  "You are about to receive a great reward."
            "What exactly does that mean?" I said.  "You want more?  Does that mean sucking more men?  Or you want money, too?"
            My questions shocked me.  They just rolled out before I thought.  Did I just commit myself to more sex?  I swear, I've already had more sex that day than I usually got in a month.  Did Tania fuck everyone she met?
            I don't care what Shikira says, this has to be a dream.  No woman strong enough to become a warrior submits to sex this much, or even wears heels.  Please.  Even I'm not that stupid.
            Akbar's thumb started strumming my nipple through the soft leather of my skimpy top.  I realized then that my nipples were erect, hard as rocks, and really, really enjoyed the attention he was giving.  I realized Tania had always preferred to pay with sex over hard specie.
            I might need to see a therapist after this.
            The Captain of the Guard's other hand stroked my hair, and then slid down my back, over my butt, and then grabbed my upper thigh.
            "Oh," I gasped.  That bold hand then came back up, only it went under the back flap of my loincloth.  His fingertips dipped into my butt crack and caressed my butt hole, before grabbing a big handful of butt cheek.  "Oh my."
            I almost dropped my sack.
            "Let's stepped inside the gatehouse to discuss the arrangements," Captain Akbar said.
            "Okay," I said.
            My head was spinning, and my body was raging.  I'd never been so horny in my life, and I didn't know why I was at that time.  Akbar reclaimed my full attention when he pressed his hand into the small of my back and made me start walking towards the gate.  The other soldiers were watching with amused, lusty eyes, nodding and grinning.
            I am so going to get the crap fucked out of me, I thought.  I hope.  Wait.  What?
            I think my head was broken.  Maybe aspects of Tania Dragonslayer were asserting themselves, like her deep love of fucking.  Again, I wondered if it really was a dream.  I had my doubts.  Everything was so real.  Also, Shikira made it sound like this was a real place, and that my soul was moving between bodies, maybe between universes or dimensions.
            That's impossible, I thought.  It has to be a dream.  It better be a dream.
            "You're very beautiful, Tania," he said as soon as we passed through the palace wall's main gate.  He copped another feel of my butt, and then turned me towards an open door into the gatehouse.  That was where Tania gave blowjobs to the other guard commander and his lieutenants the previous day.  Was it just yesterday?  My mouth watered and my pussy started throbbing with achy need.  "We're going to have a lot of fun today."
            My skin goose-fleshed and I bit my lip.  I swear, I could feel my body getting ready for sex.  I didn't think he'd be satisfied with just a quick blowjob.  That man fully intended on fucking me long and hard.  
            Akbar ripped my halter off.  I think he damaged it beyond repair, but it didn't matter.  My time was almost up.  He stopped me before we reached the door, and then buried his face in my cleavage.  I pulled off his helmet and dropped it to clank loudly on the cobbled ground.  The captain tugged the knot loose on my loincloth, and pulled it away.  Akbar sucked in a hard nipple at the same time his fingers plowed into my achy pussy.
            "Aaiiee!" I cried, head rolling back.  I finally released the sack, so I could comb my fingers through his long black hair.  "Yes, milord.  Yes.  Yes."
            He rubbed his bearded face all over my tits.  His whiskers looked soft, but I felt them profoundly.  They scraped across my warm, soft skin, and it hurt good.  He kissed, licked, and nibbled on my tits and nipples for the longest time, while his fingers plunged into my needy pussy over and over and over.  Akbar took me right to the edge of climax, and stopped.
            "Hey!" I cried.
            He yanked my hair and claimed my lips in a deep, passionate kiss.  I pushed into that kiss, desperately clutching at his armored body.  I threw a leg around him and humped his leg.  I'd never been so horny in my life.  I had to have it.  Now!
            "Please, baby, please," I begged.  "I'm almost there.  Don't stop."
            Akbar's hand tightened in my hair, he kissed me again, and then fast walked me through the door.  "Help me out of this armor."
            "Yes, milord," I whispered.
            We got him out of that armor pretty fast, and then he slammed me back against the wall.  Akbar swept my legs up so that they hung over his shoulders.  It felt weird to be squeezed between him and the wall like that, but very sexy too.
            Captain Akbar thrust into me.
            "Uggh!"
            "Better?" he said, smirking.
            "Much!"
            He thrust again, stretching my little hole out so well.  He was a big boy.  The previous day Tania's jaw ached after sucking the guard officers off.  This was even better.
            Akbar thrust hard and fast, forcing his way deeper and deeper.  He would pull almost all of the way out, and then thrust in again.  That man made me feel every inch of him.  It was beyond amazing.  It didn't take long before he was fully sheathed inside me, and then really started fucking the shit out of me.  That bastard totally trashed my pussy.
            "Aaaagh!" I cried when my body erupted with insane pleasure.  It pulsed through me.  I bucked and writhed, clutching at his shoulders.  I think my brain went blank for a while.  It was the best climax ever.  "Oooooh, milord."
            It wasn't over.  Akbar wasn't done with me yet.  He kept right on fucking me, and made me come again.  And again.  I swear, he could fuck forever.  It started becoming stressful.  Kind of scary.
            "Please milord, mercy," I begged.
            "Ha!" he cried, and I felt him coming deep inside me.  He came again and again.  "She's yours."  He grabbed my chin, squeezing painfully hard.  "I expect you to be just as giving to my officers, Hassan and Khalid."
            Captain Akbar slowly pulled out, followed by a gush of hot cum.  He lowered my feet to the floor and stepped back.  I had to lean against the wall to stay up.  My legs were shaky, rubbery.  And then I saw them.  Akbar's two lieutenants were the same two from the day before.
            "When did you come in?"
            "While you were screaming in ecstasy," Lieutenant Hassan said.
            "You were distracted," Lieutenant Khalid said, smirking.
            "I guess I was," I said, panting and worrying my lip.  My body was overheated, trembling, and my belly was quivering like crazy.  I felt weak and helpless, and knew they were about to take turns fucking me.  "Please, can I have a few minutes to recover?"
            "We don't have time for that," Khalid said.
            "In fact, we have to take you at the same time," Hassan said, wagging his brows.  "So sorry, but we can't keep the king waiting, now can we?"
            "What?  King?  Same time?" I whispered, trying to wrap my spinning head around everything.  "The king wants me?"
            "I'm sure he does," Akbar said.  "But first, you have to pay for our time and effort."
            I think there were meanings within meanings, but I wasn't in any condition to sort them out.  Khalid and Hassan were coming towards me with their armor off and their big cocks out.  I couldn't help but remember the shadow men taking me two at once, one in my mouth and the other in my pussy.
            Gives all new meaning to bend over and take it like a man, I thought.
            Hassan grabbed my wrist and yanked me away from the wall.  Before I knew it, he wrapped me up in his thick, strong arms and kissed me.  Then he shoved me to Khalid who did the same.  And he shoved me back to Hassan, and back to Khalid.  Soon my brain all but shut down.  My world devolved into arms, hands, lips, and lots of groping.
            "Stop wasting time," Akbar said.  "Fuck her."
            "Yes, sir," Khalid said, gathering me up in his arms.  He kissed me again, quick and demanding.  Then he forced me to bend over at the waist.  It was the shadow men all over again.  Until Khalid thrust up my ass.  "Aaaah."
            "Aaaiiieee!" I cried.  "Oh.  My.  God!"
            "Ha-ha!" Khalid laughed.  "Got her good."
            "Good isn't…uggh…how I'd describe it," I said through clenched teeth.  He thrust slow and steady, in and out, in and out.  The pain began to fade, and pleasure started to replace it.  Mostly, though, it just felt stressful.  I didn't remember his dick being that big.  "Oooooh."
            "It's going to get better," Khalid said.  He grabbed me behind my knees and lifted me off the ground.  The guard officer stumbled back against the wall, and then started thrusting up into me again.  "She's ready, Hassan."
            "Ready for what?" I asked, eyes huge.  Hassan grinned with wicked glee, as he pressed in between my lifted and spread legs.  I watch dumbfounded as he guided his erection straight into my exposed and vulnerable pussy.  "Uggh!"
            Hassan thrust all the way inside me with one long, slow stroke.  Completely sheathed himself.  I felt that penetration in my toes.  My pussy was still quivering from all of the orgasms Akbar ripped out of me.  Only now two cocks were rocking my world.
            "Oh.  My.  God."
            Khalid humped my ass hard and fast, while Hassan took his time and enjoyed a slow, steady stroke.  They totally messed up my insides, my emotions, and my head.  I was more than a hot mess, I was an overheated, panting, squealing mess.  I writhed and wiggled, kicked and bucked.  They held me tight between them, and fucked the living crap out of me.
            "You should…ugh…change your name," Hassan grunted out.  "To Tania Cockslayer."
            The men all laughed.  I wasn't capable of speech.  Grunts and groans bubbled out of my mouth as they fucked and fucked and fucked me.  It seemed to go on forever.  It didn't take long before my body responded in the most profound way.
            "Aaaggh!" I cried as an orgasm consumed my body and mind.  Black and white flashed behind my eyes.  "Oooooooh."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 6
 
            Whether it was a dream or a journey, my little adventure was almost over.  I was on all fours, crawling into King Khaffin's throne room.  Yeah, I was naked, only wearing my thigh boots and bracers.  Oleric's head, still in the sack, rode on my back.  Captain Akbar walked beside me, giving my naked butt smacks every time I slowed or wavered.
            "Your Majesty, the foreign whore, Tania Dragonslayer, brings you the King of Shadows' head," Captain Akbar declared loudly.
            He took the sack, and dumped the head at King Khaffin's feet.  The king smiled, and kicked it away.  His pleasure vanished when he looked at me.
            "Took you long enough," King Khaffin said.
            "King Khaffin, I did as you asked," I said.  "I think I – "
            "Silence!" King Khaffin said.  He glared at me.  I cringed.  "You are such an insolent woman."  He paused to look me over appreciatively.  "You look good on your knees."
            "So I've been told," I whispered.
            I covertly studied the other women in the room.  I estimated three dozen.  His harem?  Most of them looked to be locals, with long dark hair, dark eyes, and dark complexions.  Word on the street they were the beautiful daughters of men he had arrested and executed.  A few were blondes, and one was a red head.  Two were foreign princesses and another was a noblewoman, but others were women like me.  They were women the king engaged to perform a task, and then he cheated and enslaved them.
            "Take her to the dungeon," the king said.  He turned his attention to a dark-haired beauty kneeling before him, wearing purple dancing silks.  "I'm not in the mood to deal with some foreign troublemaker."
            My breath caught.  This was my only chance.  I had to do it.  My heart thundered.  All of my earlier sassy confidence was gone.  It wasn't just a dream anymore.  Everything depended on me seducing the king.
            "Your Majesty," I said, my voice becoming sultry.  "I never wanted any money for killing Oleric."
            "Oh?" he said, his dark eyes turning towards me.
            I rose up onto just my knees, my hands caressing my boobs, and held his gaze a long, sizzling moment.  After licking my lips, I wagged my brows.  His eyes widened just a bit.
            "I've heard rumors, legends, of your prowess," I said, voice an octave lower.  "I came to your kingdom with the hope of catching your eye.  Imagine my surprise when you asked me to hunt down and kill a man, instead of just seducing me."
            "You took the job."
            "I wanted to impress you, Your Majesty," I said.  My eyes fell upon his lap.  I bit my lip, and slowly lifted my eyes to his again.  "I'll do anything you ask."
            "Why?"
            I graced him with a look filled with dark passion, hunger, need.
            "I've heard rumors that sex with you is the most amazing experience ever," I said.  I noticed that got a reaction.  My insides tingled and goose-flesh spread across my shoulders and back when I saw a rise begin between his legs.  "I was told that you can make a girl come so hard her head explodes."
            "Yes, in a manner of speaking," he said softly, a smug grin spreading across his face.
            "I can't stop thinking about it," I whispered, my throat too tight to speak properly.  My body trembled, and I felt so hot and achy.  I've never been so aroused as a man, or as terrified.  I had to wonder if my fear and arousal were feeding on each other.  I started crawling towards him, trying to make it as sexy as possible.  "Please, I've given you the King of Shadows' head.  Can't you give me a little time and a reward I'm sure you'll enjoy, too?"
            He watched me crawling towards him, and then glanced at the woman kneeling before him.  That woman worried me, since even I thought she was more beautiful.  Why pick me over her?  Of course, he's never had me before.  The king has probably fucked the girl in purple a hundred times.
            "I'm not without talents, Your Majesty," I purred.  "Some think I'm a wildcat in bed."
            One brow arched up.  His erection definitely grew.
            "Are you the man to conquer me?  Are you the man to tame my wild spirit?"
            I had him.  King Khaffin knew he was the man.  Or at least the man with the enchanted cock ring.  Our gaze was intense as I crawled past the other woman, and up between his knees.
            "Anything you want," I said breathlessly.  I placed my hand on the bulge inside his red silk pants.  The fabric was thin, allowing me to feel him in exquisite detail.  "Anyway you want me."
            "You are a very bold and daring woman," King Khaffin said.
            "Thank you."
            "That's not necessarily a compliment in these lands."
            "I know, but it is where I come from," I said.  Tugging on the ties, I unfastened his pants and exposed his cock and balls.  I swear, the man had the biggest, hairiest pair of balls I'd ever seen.  And I watched a lot of porn.  Kind of scared me.  Yet, they were proportional with his cock.  "By all that's holy!  You're hung to shame a horse!"
            "I know," he said. "Lick it.  Make it pretty."
            I hesitated.  Surely he was too thick to fit in my mouth, much less my pussy.
            The enchanted cock ring was wrapped around the base of his shaft.  It looked like it was carved out of a giant ruby.  It was even faceted, sparkling in the dim light. 
            "That's going to hurt so much," I whispered.  I wrapped one, then the other hand around his erection.  There easily was still enough room to fit another hand around his length.  I felt something radiating from the cock ring.  Was that the feel of magic?  "Oh.  My.  God.  I never heard it was so…big."
            A bead of pre-cum formed at the tip, glistening like a jewel in the dim light.  My mouth watered, and I felt such a deep need to taste him.  As the pre-cum began a slow slide down his length, I leaned in and plucked it off with the tip of my tongue.  The king's breath caught, and I moaned.
            "Mmmmm."
            My hands firmly stroked his length, while I licked, kissed, and sucked on his rubbery head.  The king stroked my hair and squirmed upon his throne.  The greater his reaction, the more I was inspired to greater efforts.  I gave him the best head ever, putting all I had into it.  Until…
            "Mmmgh!" I cried, my mouth suddenly filled with hot cum. He looked at me expectantly, so I swallowed and swallowed until it was all gone.  "Mmmmm."
            Why was that such a turn on?  Swallowing his cum pushed me to the very brink.  The slightest provocation would push me over into a major climax.
            "Please, Majesty, may I mount it?"
            "I demand it," he said, seizing a tight fistful of hair.  He forced my face into his crotch, rubbing his big hairy balls all over it.  "Consider yourself one of my women now."
            Why did that turn me on so much?  My pussy throbbed with achy need.  I didn't try to pull back, but pushed my face against his man parts.  The feel of his rock hard cock was amazing, and was there anything better than the feel of pubic hairs scraping across my face?
            "Oh Majesty," I whispered breathlessly.  I kissed, licked, and sucked on his balls.  I couldn't get enough.  "Yes.  Yes.  Oh, god, yes."
            As he pulled me up onto his lap, I did my best to press as much of my body against him as possible.  He must've thought I was the most needy, pathetic woman in the world.  I kind of felt like it.  So humiliating, yet so arousing.
            "Mmmm," I moaned, claiming his lips in a deep, passionate kiss the second I was straddling his lap.  Both hands held his face, while I kissed and sucked on his lips and tongue.  I felt him maneuvering me over his erection.  I felt his cock press against my hot, wet nether lips.  My folds slowly spread open, allowing him to push up against my entrance.  My whole body quivered like crazy.  "Oh baby.  I'm yours.  Take me.  Fuck me."
            The king's hands were around my waist, tightened, and pushed down hard.  He penetrated, forcing my pussy wide.  Filling my vagina like never before.
            "Ugggh!" I cried.  "Oh god yes!"
            I immediately felt him.  The magic from his cock ring radiated up into me, spreading hot and tingly.  Every thrust forced a grunt out of my lips, and sent the most amazing sensations rippling through my overheated, oversexed body.  I squeezed my vagina round him, making King Khaffin gasp.  I sighed gustily, a big smile spreading across my face.
            "Fuck me.  Fuck me," I cried.
            I took over, bouncing up and down his length.  Every bounce forced him deeper.  I'd never felt so spread, so full.  It hurt so good.  Soon my whole body was quivering, sweat rolling down my back, belly, arms.
            "Oh god.  Oh god," I cried, gasping for breath.  My head spun out of control.  I tried to remember the danger, but it felt so damned wonderful.  The fear of being magically brainwashed, turned in a bimbo sex slave, started to fade.  If that was how it would always be, why not?  "Oh my god.  Oh my god."
            I felt that rush to climax start.  He must've figured it out.  The king grinned with such wicked glee.
            "That's right, Tania.  Just relax and let it happen," he said.  "You are about to achieve eternal bliss."
            I palmed the back of his head, pulling him in for a deep, everlasting kiss.  I knew my end was at hand.  One way or another, I'd either go back to my real body or my mind and soul would be wiped clean and enslaved.  Something deep down said if I don't die, then I'll be lost forever.  Was it something Shikira said?  I couldn't remember much of anything as my body reached a crescendo of ecstasy. 
            "Aaaggh!" I cried as my body erupted and I felt the magic rush toward my head.  "No!"
            The hand palming the back of his head seized a fistful of hair and the other grabbed his chin.  Akbar cried out a warning.  King Khaffin gasped, our eyes locked, and then I savagely snapped his neck.
            "Ugh!" I gasped, feeling piercing pain through my chest.  I looked down to find a bloody spearhead jutting out between my tits.  "Ooooooh."
            My ears started ringing, so loud and insistent.  So annoying.  I relaxed and everything went black.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 7
 
            "Aaaiiee!" I cried, sitting up in bed.
            The alarm clock was ringing.  So annoying.  I slapped it, fumbled with it until I found the stop button.
            "Holy shit," I whispered, shaking violently.  
            I was still dressed, sprawled out atop the bed.  Did I set that alarm clock?  It showed 6 A.M. and that's what time I planned to set it to wake me.  So strange.  Yet, it paled in comparison to the dream I just had.
            "Fuck me," I said, feeling it.  I grimaced and kicked my shoes off.  I removed my trousers to find my shorts soaked with cum.  "What a fucking nightmare of a wet dream."
            My heart was still pounding.  There was a sharp pain in my back and chest, exactly where the spear penetrated my dreamland body.  And then I was overwhelmed by such sadness to know Tania was dead.
            "What am I thinking?  There wasn't ever a Tania Dragonslayer," I whispered, still breathless and sweaty.  It occurred to me that I never remembered my dreams.  Why did I remember that last one so well, as if it was just another day in my life?  "Must be this creepy hotel.  It made me have that nightmare."
            Stumbling into the bathroom, I shed my shorts and took a cold shower.  First cold shower of my life, but I needed it.  Thankfully, it calmed me down and cleared my jumbled head.  As I stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel, I noticed the hotel's name was monogrammed on it.  Risqué Nuit.  A bad translation, but it still meant Risqué Night.
            "Well, I certainly had a very risqué night," I muttered.
            After shaving I cleaned my underwear and trousers in the sink, and then used the hair dryer to dry the trousers.  Then I put on my suit and gathered my stuff.  The same bellhop from the night before was escorting another guest to her room.
            "Enjoy your stay, Ms Livingston," he said.
            She smiled with wicked delight, and then looked at me.  She looked me up and down, gave me a knowing nod, and said, "I will.  I always do."
            After she closed the door, I asked the bellhop, "What did she mean by that?"
            "The lady is a regular guest," he said.  "In fact, we have quite a few regulars."  He winked at me.  "Everyone enjoys a wild and risqué night at the Hotel Risqué Nuit, sir.  As you certainly know by now."
            He gathered my stuff and headed for the antique elevator.  My head was spinning.  Certain things about it started making sense, or making far less sense.  I'm not sure which.  First and foremost, I realized that the men I met during my dream were in fact men I dealt with, and who made my life miserable.
            Tark was my boss back at the office.  The very bastard that gave me this client, fucking me over in the process.  Shikira was the check-in clerk the previous night, though I figured that out during the dream.  But more startling, Oleric, the King of Shadows, was the bastard I dealt with from Dragon International.  Sheldon.  What an ass.  I smiled knowing I killed him.  Felt even better now.
            "Oh my god, King Khaffin was Kyle Kilgore," I blurted out.  The bellhop grinned, but said nothing.  Mr. Kilgore was the founder and CEO of Dragon International, a company he ruled like a petty tyrant.  Everyone said his company was well-named, because he was a living, fire-breathing dragon of a businessman.  "It all makes sense.  I think."
            I am Tania Dragonslayer, I thought.
            "Good morning, Mr. Craig," Lady Sonja said.
            "Shikira," I said.  She just raised a haughty brow.  "I mean, Lady Sonja.  Do you work twenty-four seven?"
            "Seems like it sometimes," she said.  Lady Sonja started typing away at her keyboard.  "I hope you found your stay with us…refreshing."
            "It was interesting," I said.  I sighed and smiled.
            "Well then, I hope your business today goes just as well," she said.
            "It will," I said.  I caught her eyes.  "I've already slayed my dragons.  It's all gravy now."
            The most wicked, satisfied smile spread across her lovely face.  We shared a knowing look, and I knew it was all true.  And I knew I'd be back for another risqué night.
 
THE END
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