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Introduction

It is almost a cliché at this point that the customers of dominatrixes tend to be the wealthy and powerful. It is the innermost fantasy of some of the biggest winners in our world to feel like whipped, humiliated losers.

Goddess of Defeat, at its core, is about those dominant characters who secretly want to be submissive. The goddess Amittera has a knack for sniffing out the powerful who want to be brought down by the lowly and gives them a chance to experience those forbidden pleasures.

Of course, Amittera is a capricious goddess and one in competition with her sister, the Goddess of Victory. If Amittera can turn one of her sister’s bravest champions into a groveling pleasure slave, all the better. They might just stay that way after Amittera is done with them, becoming one of the followers of the goddess.

Developing these characters and writing this book for one of my Patrons was a great deal of fun. It hooked into similar themes from my Princess to Pleasure Slave series but added a bit more of a whimsical element to what might have been an extremely dark book. Seeing an elf warrior turned into a pleasure slave because she lost a wager is one thing, but when she’s the pleasure slave of a gnome who demands piggyback rides, it gets a bit sillier.

It helps that Amittera isn’t just teaching her sister’s champions a lesson, but also rewarding her devoted losers like goblins, bullied nerds, and much abused lizardmen. A feast of filthy epilogues rounds out the book, offering a glimpse of what the future might hold for the new acolytes of the Goddess of Defeat.

I hope you enjoy my book and every kinky turn it takes!

XOXOXO

Amanda Clover

2024
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The Ranger and the Goblin

The Goddess

Failure lured Amittera to the forest near the small village of Hawksbill. More specifically, she could sense the desperate, secret yearning of someone craving failure to teach them a lesson about the world.

Amittera’s physical form seemed to spill from the shadows beneath one of the primeval trees. A fine sparkle of diamonds against black velvet. A fox fur collar tickling against a slender neck. A cloak parted to reveal the swell of a dark bodice and the creamy expanse of ample breasts. Amittera’s green, envious eyes peered out from beneath thick, dark eyebrows and her soft lips curled into a smile. Her long, black hair was twisted into a braid that hung against the back of her cloak.

She was every bit a beauty to equal her much-beloved sister, Vincera, but Amittera was the dark, secretive opposite to her sister’s golden radiance. Vincera was the Goddess of Victory. She stood at the head of triumphant parades. Trumpets played and choirs sang, and crowds of bloodied warriors cheered when Vincera appeared and raised her sword aloft to give them strength.

Only the downtrodden and deluged ever witnessed the presence of Amittera and only incidentally, for the Goddess of Defeat made no show of her appearance. She was their patron. Their protector. And she sought those who secretly craved such defeat. Particularly young women, but occasionally men too. Those who met every challenge successfully, yet secretly longed to be bested.

Amittera’s green eyes glittered as she watched the ranger striding confidently through the forest. The woman was so beautiful that she reminded Amittera of her sister. Long-legged, fair-haired, buxom, with intelligent blue eyes and full lips that curled easily into a smile. The ranger searched for the trail of her quarry. She held a broken slaver’s snare in one hand and a short sword in the other. This was a formidable woman. One who guarded the forest and roads surrounding the village of Hawksbill from all manner of reavers.

“Justinia,” whispered Amittera, speaking the woman’s name.

Justinia stopped and looked about as if she felt the caress of Amittera’s breath on the back of her neck. The Goddess of Defeat melted back into the shadows, her lips and white teeth were the last parts of her to disappear into darkness.

The Goddess of Defeat knew the young ranger’s quarry well. Justinia’s inept nemesis was a scrawny goblin named Gullyweek. He fancied himself a robber and a slaver, but he had never successfully robbed anyone and never managed to capture a slave. Justinia had beaten and shackled and humiliated the goblin a dozen times. He didn’t stand a chance against her.

Or he wouldn’t have stood a chance if Justinia’s innermost craving for defeat had not brought Amittera to the woods.

“You will know defeat today, my sweet ranger,” laughed Amittera, flitting incorporeally through the dark trees over the ranger’s head. Her only regret was that Gullyweek, her unknowingly devoted acolyte of failure, so deliciously pathetic, would be permitted to taste the sickly sweetness of triumph.

The Goblin

Gullyweek crouched in the undergrowth, peering out through the leaves with his beady red eyes. He had been humiliated trying to rob that cleric and his fat wife, bonked on the head with the cleric’s staff and then kicked by the wife. They had broken his rusty sword and had even taken the handful of coppers in his purse. Then the damned ranger bitch had ruined his snare and tracked him into the woods. He’d been paddled and kicked and humiliated by that big-titted, self-righteous cunt more times than he could count.

But not today. Oh, no! Today, the ranger was following the trail he had intentionally left her! She was going to stumble right into his second snare trap! He smiled cruelly. Before sundown, he’d finally have a collar on her pretty neck, and he would be able to return to his tribe with a big-titted human slave to show off.

Then they would respect Gullyweek! Oh, yes, then they would know he was the Menace of Hawksbill! The great goblin bandit! Scourge of the humans and taker of slaves!

A twig snapped as the busty blonde ranger strode into the clearing. She was following the trail of footprints right where Gullyweek wanted her! His body tensed and he held his breath as she put her boot scarcely a pace from the snare. She froze. Her brow furrowed and her blue eyes narrowed.

“Almost had me, Really-weak,” she said, and leaned down to disarm the snare. “But you’ll have to try harder than that to—AH!”

By some bizarre happenstance (and a little help from the Goddess of Defeat) Justinia’s bootlaces had become entangled with each other. As she leaned forward to disarm the snare, she took half a step, and her tangled laces tripped her up. She cried out as she fell forward, breasts first, into the snare. The trap was triggered and the concealed rope cinched suddenly tight around the green blouse and soft mounds of Justinia’s breasts.

“Ohhhh! You rat!” she cried, struggling with her bootlaces and her suddenly lassoed bust.

“HA HA! Got you, ranger!” Gullyweek laughed and jumped out of the bushes. He brandished his little club and ran at the ranger.

“Stay back, you little fiend!” shouted the ranger.

Justinia was ensnared, but her arms were still free. She lashed out at Gullyweek and knocked the club from his grasp. He staggered back and the club sailed upwards, spinning end over end, before dropping back down and thumping Justinia on the top of her head. Her eyes crossed and rolled back and she slumped to the ground, unconscious.

Gullyweek thought he heard a laugh from the shadows nearby. He froze for a moment but couldn’t see anyone. Justinia groaned and rolled over onto her back. She was still unconscious, but Gullyweek knew it wouldn’t last long. He had to act quickly.

Despite being less than half Justinia’s size, Gullyweek was surprisingly strong. He threw a rope over a nearby tree branch and used it to tightly bind Justinia’s wrists over her head. Then, with all his weight and his feet planted on the tree for leverage, the scrawny goblin managed to lift Justinia off the ground until she was just on the balls of her feet.

By the time the ranger was waking up, Gullyweek was finishing cutting a switch from a nearby tree. Justinia lifted her head and stared at him. He gave her a fanged grin and took a couple of test swings of his switch. It whistled as he swung it back and forth.

“Remember when you do this to me?” he cackled. “My bottom hurt for days. Hard to sit down. But you not need to sit down now. You slave. You be on knees for Gullyweek.”

“Stop this right now and I might show you mercy,” said Justinia, rocking back and forth and clearly surprised to realize she could not escape.

“Oh, no,” laughed Gullyweek. “No mercy! You cruel to me! I be cruel to you!”

Even the goblin could see the redness in Justinia’s cheeks and the stiffening of her nipples beneath her blouse. He cackled as her secret lust was revealed. The ranger had wanted to be defeated! She wanted to be punished, even if she had never admitted it to herself. Her body betrayed her.

Gullyweek cackled gleefully as he danced around the ranger, teasing her flanks with his switch. He bounced behind her, admiring the firm roundness of her backside in her leggings.

“Don’t you… don’t you dare,” gasped Justinia, looking back at him over her shoulder.

“Mmmmm, good rump,” said Gullyweek, teasing his fingers down the luscious curve of her rear. “Too bad I have to punish!”

He grabbed hold of the fabric of her leggings and ripped it down from her buttocks. Her creamy flesh tensed as he exposed it to the fading sunlight. Her ass seemed huge to the little goblin, well-rounded with fat and yet tensed with firm muscles. He stripped the leggings lower, baring the gold-tufted folds of her cunt and her powerful thighs.

“You beast!” cried Justinia, fighting and swinging back and forth as she struggled helplessly.

“Not beast,” said Gullyweek, his eyes glittering cruelly. “I your master!”

He drew back the switch to lash her bare flesh. Justinia winced and looked away.

“No! Please!” she cried.

Gullyweek hesitated. His anger was still boiling inside him like a cauldron that might overflow, but the sight of her naked lower half filled him with such lust that he felt suddenly reluctant to disfigure her beauty. Even temporarily marking such supple, creamy flesh seemed somehow wrong to him.

Gullyweek decided to give her a chance to avoid pain.

“No?” He teased the switch against her backside and between her legs. “You call me master. You say, ‘Master, no punish me, please’ and I think about it.”

Gullyweek saw the anger on Justinia’s face, but the comely ranger managed to contain it. Perhaps she was reasoning that they were alone in the forest and nothing she said really mattered. But Gullyweek smiled, knowing it mattered very much.

“Master,” she said, her jaw tight with anger, “don’t… no punish me, please.”

Gullyweek gave her a single lash across her buttock. She cried out as she tasted the hot sting of humiliating pain for the first time in her life. At the hands of the pitiful goblin she had defeated so often before, no less.

He cackled with glee and tossed the switch aside.

“Punish enough!” he said, dropping her to her knees. He quickly snapped the slave collar around her neck. It closed with a click and Gullyweek cackled with glee as he saw the first dulling hint of submission in Justinia’s eyes. The goblin slave collar was not strong magic, but over time it would work on her mind and turn her into a completely obedient slave, until Gullyweek was satisfied she could be trusted without the collar. “Now what are you?”

“Your… Gullyweek’s slave,” she admitted, her cheeks deepening another shade of red.

She seemed as surprised as the goblin to hear the words coming out of her mouth. He had expected to need to punish her more, but she must have been secretly wanting to be dominated.

Gullyweek was not about to waste this opportunity. He had spent his life craving the release of pleasure with a slave. With the beautiful ranger admitting defeat, he intended to claim his prize. And lose his virginity.

The Slave

Justinia did not resist the goblin. There was little point with her hands still bound and the collar around her neck. She looked away as he yanked up her blouse and roughly fondled her breasts, cackling to himself as he hefted the weight of her flesh in his small, green hands. His tongue tasted her breasts and he sucked at her stiff pink nipples as if she might give him milk.

When he kissed her, she nearly gagged. His mouth tasted revolting and his tongue thrust almost down her throat. As Gullyweek’s bitter tongue and slimy spit filled her mouth, his hands continued to grope her body. Squeezing her breasts, pinching at her nipples, and then moving lower.

The more the pathetic little monster touched her, the more she submitted to his touch. The better it felt. The more she wanted it, even if she could not admit such a vile craving to herself. Her thighs parted and Gullyweek cackled with delight. He grabbed her ankles and tied her legs wide apart, staking the ropes to the ground. She did not struggle at all as he did the same to her wrists, spreading her body wide and stripping off the last scraps of clothing clinging to her body.

Her soft breasts heaved, nipples pink and glistening with goblin saliva. Her cunt warm with her desire.

“Pretty ranger slut,” rasped Gullyweek, his red eyes glittering as he resumed caressing and kissing Justinia’s pale body.

“Please,” she moaned, a directionless cry that only seemed to encourage the goblin’s delighted fondling. His hands and his kisses moved lower. He positioned himself between her thighs, sniffing at her cunt and then tasting it.

His tongue was maddening. Slipping over her clit. Sliding into her hot, trembling pussy. Licking lower, shamelessly tasting her ass before returning to her clit.

“Ooooohhhh,” crooned Justinia, unable to restrain the outcry of pleasure at the goblin’s tempting tongue.

“Don’t try call for help,” snapped Gullyweek, misunderstanding the sound. “I fucka fucka now. Too late to be rescue. You be slave. I make babies with you!”

“NoOoooOooohh,” moaned Justinia, the realization piercing the smothering veil of the collar’s magic. But her resistance succumbed once more as Gullyweek yanked off his trousers and let his tiny cock bounce free. Justinia felt like laughing, but as he grasped the warty little green finger of his scepter, she knew she was in grave danger.

He rubbed his little tip up and down her slit a few times and then smacked it against her clit, sending hot pulses of pleasure through Justinia’s trembling body. He grabbed her hips and climbed between her legs, burying his meager length inside her. Justinia had experienced the pleasures of the flesh with a few passing warriors and adventurers. Men who knew their way around a woman.

Gullyweek knew nothing but his own pleasure. He fucked her rabidly, his scrawny hips rising and falling as he plundered her pussy with frenzied strokes. This might have been entirely unfulfilling but for the bumps all over his shaft. They rubbed maddeningly against Justinia’s clit and massaged her inner walls. Before she knew what was happening, she was cumming. Her pussy clutching at this pathetic goblin’s cock. Ecstasy spearing through her and causing her body to arch and her breasts to shift as she pushed herself against him.

“YESSSSS!” shrieked the frenzied goblin, his scrawny body colliding with her and his little cock pounding into her.

Gullyweek grabbed Justinia’s breasts and squeezed hard, using them for leverage as he hilted inside her. She felt the sudden twitching and the hot, slimy flood of his cum as it spurted into her pussy. Again and again, an impossible amount of goblin cum, pumping out until she felt it overflowing her folds and trickling down the crack of her ass.

Justinia could only suspect the truth: that the rampantly potent goblin had impregnated her. She had no idea that this was due to a little tickle of magic from the Goddess of Defeat.

The Goddess

Amittera soaked up the total defeat of the ranger like a basking serpent absorbing the warmth of the summer sun. She watched with delight as Gullyweek bred the beautiful blonde ranger. She felt ripples of ecstasy with each pulse of the goblin’s eruption. The pathetic downfall of such a proud woman was particularly pleasurable.

Amittera slipped through the shadows and followed the pair through the forest as they made their way back to the goblin’s village. She watched the goblins celebrate and felt some inkling of the joy her sister might feel witnessing a victory. Only this was a triumphant defeat. Justinia towered over the goblins as they danced and sang in their yipping language.

Then the beautiful ranger was taken back to Gullyweek’s pitiful hovel, where she would grow fat with his pups and serve his desires. In fact, her defeat was so total, that already Amittera could hear her moaning and slurping upon the little goblin’s cock. Justinia had gone from heroic ranger to obedient goblin cumslave all because the Goddess of Defeat had tangled her bootlaces.

The ranger’s defeat was total and Amittera’s satisfaction was complete. She drifted skyward, already seeking out another beautiful woman to introduce to the bittersweetness of defeat.
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The Lady Knight and the Barbarian Chief

The Goddess

Defeat was in the air. Amittera could taste it like a shark tasting blood in the water as the shadow of her essence swept through the night sky.

The borderlands between the savage expanse of Fergothia and the easternmost lands of civilized Aropa were a place of great unrest. Kodovek, lying on this frontier, bore the brunt of countless attacks from Fergothia’s barbarian tribes. The peasants lived in fear and the beleaguered duke could not muster troops in time to catch any raiders. By the time his armies arrived at any one village the barbarians had long since returned to Fergothia.

No tribe was more active, no raiders more ruthless, than the band of Chief Hadr Jarnheart. The hulking barbarian leader had a braided mane of dirty blond hair and a thick beard that hung against his brawny body. Hadr led his so-called War Claws across the border into Kodovek again and again on brutal raids. His barbarians reavers struck a dozen villages, stealing livestock, killing men, and taking pleasure with the captive women.

Chief Jarnheart had become a terror of the region. A feared villain who regularly defeated local militias and sacked undefended farming villages. But there was no pleasure for the Goddess of Defeat in seeing barbarians plunder farm girls and slit the throats of their fathers and husbands. This was the sort of rampant brutality that Amittera chose to ignore. Let her victory-obsessed sister try to puzzle something interesting out of the sneak attacks and raids of such cowardly brutes.

It was Lady Brynna of Thurn that finally drew Amittera’s attention to the border region of Kodovek. Brynna was a tall, muscular, and full-breasted woman with a great mane of fiery red hair and intense blue eyes that seemed to glow with fury. Her beauty was secondary to her martial spirit. She was destined to become Duchess of Kodovek, but growing up in the tumultuous border region, she eschewed the life of a noblewoman and forged a path of heroic combat.

Frustrated by the inability of Kodovek’s army and regional militias in the border region, Lady Brynna rode out from the capital with her nine sword maidens, called the Furies. This cadre of warrior women had hunted out every bandit and cutpurse west of the border.

Amittera watched with great interest as the beautiful Lady Brynna and her Furies caught up with Chief Jarnheart and his War Claws in the village of Kryzwa. Chief Jarnheart was lying atop a pile of defiled daughters in the guild hall of the village and his raiding party were drinking and enjoying the company of the less comely women that the chief had not personally claimed for pleasure. Most of the men lay dead where they had been slain. A miserable few cowered in chains and listened to the wails of their women being plundered.

Amittera could taste defeat on her tongue as she emerged from the shadows. The barbarians were too drunk and stupid to hear the clomp of approaching hooves. Lady Brynna and her Furies charged into Kyrzwa, thundering into the midst of the barbarians and showing them no mercy. It was a moment of triumph that Amittera’s sister, Vincera, would have savored. Ten women against twenty drunken barbarians. By the time the chief had finally crawled out from his pile of young women, he found Lady Brynna and her Furies victorious.

“Bitch! What have you done to my men!” bellowed Chief Jarnheart, swinging a giant double-headed ax.

“Do not kill him!” shouted Lady Brynna, her scarlet hair flowing behind her in the night breeze, her armored body spattered with the blood of the War Claws. “We will cage him and take him back to my father! He will be executed in the public square to show the fate of all barbarians!”

Poor, drunken, sex-weary Chief Jarnheart never stood a chance. Amittera lurked in a nearby shadow, tasting a hint of the bitter sweetness of his downfall as the Furies disarmed him and beat him to his knees. He roared with frustration as they captured him, bound him, and found an animal cage to house him. He raged impotently, beating his head against the bars of his cage as Lady Brynna released his captives and helped the survivors.

Such a proud woman. So brave. She disgusted Amittera with her heroics. But she could sense a darker yearning within the breast of Lady Brynna. The duke’s daughter saw those women pillaged by Jarnheart and his men. She saw their flushed faces and the way their thighs trembled with the force of their pleasure. She wanted some of that for herself.

Which would require a defeat for the young noblewoman. Something Amittera could arrange. If the barbarians could be so easily overtaken in their celebration, there was no reason such a fate could not be repaid to Lady Brynna and her Furies. Already, Amittera knew that Ironheart’s brother Ragden was riding towards Kyrzwa. All the Goddess of Defeat needed to do was properly lubricate Lady Brynna and her furies.

She knew well that Lady Brynna harbored equal attractions for men and women alike. Her sword maidens shared pleasures with her and with one another more often than with any men. Lady Brynna could be tempted and with the right nectar on her lips, she would be unable to defend herself from the lusty vengeance of Chief Jarnheart.

Oh, yes, Amittera would gorge on Brynna’s defeat. She watched from the bonfire shadows as the Furies began to relax. The Goddess of Defeat wrapped herself in a cloak of darkness that melted and reformed into the robes of a peasant potion seller. Her beautiful features became seasoned with human middle age. Her long, dark hair lost its luster and tied itself into a simple bun. Her bust, already quite ample, swelled enticingly against her robe. She added a last detail. Something just for Brynna. A dark mole beside her mouth that would remind the brave woman of someone from her past.

Amittera’s smile was sweet and fiendish as she conjured a cart laden with potions, elixirs, and delicious wines.

The Lady Knight

Lady Brynna did not know how the potion seller had made it to Kryzwa unmolested, but she had to admire the older woman’s savvy. She was hawking her wares to the surviving villagers and the Furies alike, doing quite a business judging by the laughter and the number of emptied bottles. Lady Brynna concerned herself with sharpening her sword and cleaning the blood from her armor, but she watched the comings and goings of the shapely potion seller out of the corner of one eye.

Brynna found it hard not to watch. The way the woman’s hips swung from side-to-side. The enchanting golden color of her eyes. The smile. In particular, a dark mole just beside her mouth. She reminded Brynna of a family friend she knew from Trentino. Baroness Benedetta. She had been so dark-haired and beautiful, an older woman, married, but eager to spend time with Lady Brynna. So buxom and lovely.

The baroness had been a spirited woman who had introduced Brynna to erotic literature and the methods and means of self-pleasure. Brynna would never forget kneeling beside the baroness as she sat with her legs spread in a chair, using an ivory cock upon her netherlips and stroking her stiff nipples.

“There is nothing sinful,” Benedetta had gasped, “when you find the pleasure yourself.”

The memory of what had happened next was one Lady Brynna often recalled. The way the baroness had arched upon the chair. Her thighs shaking. Her soft, pale breasts quivering as she cried out. Nectar spilling from her cunt. The smell of sex thick in the air of that small, private study.

Then, when the baroness had unsheathed that ivory cock from her folds, she had held it out to Lady Brynna. She recalled the glistening juices upon the crown. A curly dark hair clinging to the carved bollocks. Brynna had leaned closer, sniffing the nectar of the baroness. At Benedetta’s urging, she had stuck out her tongue. She had tasted a woman for the first time. Sweet and slightly sour. Forbidden. Exciting.

Brynna coughed at a sudden rush of heat to her face. She lowered the flint from her blade and realized that the potion seller had entered the ransacked smithy that Brynna had occupied as her quarters.

“Yes?” asked Brynna.

Brynna set her sword aside and regarded the older woman. Her eyes drawn from the familiar shape of the potion seller’s lovely body to that uncanny mole upon her face. So like Benedetta that it was hard not to let her desire burst forth. Unspoken words and desires that she had not acted upon in the presence of the woman. When she had been too inexperienced to know what she wanted.

“Hello, my lady,” said the potion seller, approaching fearlessly. Even the woman’s scent, of spices and wine and perfume, reminded Brynna of the baroness. “I have saved my finest potion for your lovely lips. I promise you it will delight, relax, and strengthen your mind.”

The potion seller held out the small bottle of burgundy liquid. She removed its cork with her thumb and Brynna sniffed. The enticing aroma of spiced wine mingled with something else. Musky, almost unpleasant, but… no… it couldn’t be. The same rich aroma she had smelled upon that ivory cock.

“What is this?” demanded Brynna, taking the bottle and sniffing again.

“Just a little something special for a very special woman,” purred the potion seller, stepping closer still. Brynna looked up from the bottle and realized the woman was almost touching her. A kind smile on those full, soft lips. A twinkle in her lidded eyes.

“I… I thank you,” gasped Brynna, fighting with an almost overwhelming desire.

“Go on,” said the woman, resting a hand on Brynna’s hip. “Taste it. I promise, you will enjoy it. The very thing you have been craving.”

Brynna’s curiosity overcame her caution. She met the potion seller’s heavy gaze, pressed the bottle to her lips, and drank. Sweet, almost syrupy nectar poured down her throat. Heat spread through her body with the first delicious sip. A sourness at the back of her throat. Familiar. Exciting. She drained the bottle down her throat and lowered the bottle.

“Good, isn’t it?”

The potion seller pushed Brynna’s hand aside and thrust her soft curves against Brynna. Before the young lady knight could object, she was kissing the potion seller. Tasting the lips of the woman and the heat of her mouth. Their tongues meeting. Twisting together as the woman pressed her deeper into the vandalized smithy.

They found a cot and Brynna moaned and drew the woman into her arms. She kissed her neck, breathed her scent, so familiar and strange. Tonguing the sweat from her peasant flesh. Opening the woman’s robe and moaning again as she found the soft, creamy breasts. Filling her hands. Overflowing them. Thick nipples straining against Brynna’s fingers.

“Oh, by Mardoch,” moaned Brynna, kissing those tits. Licking the potion seller’s nipples. Sucking them. Kissing them more.

“Only the goddess,” giggled the woman. “I know what you desire, Lady Brynna. You can have it. Go on. Lift my robe.”

“Yessss,” hissed Brynna, her body aflame with desire as she pushed the robe up the woman’s shapely legs. The potion seller wore nothing beneath her robe and Brynna was confronted with the sight of her dark-furred cunt, crawling with the curly hairs upon her glistening cuntlips. Brynna, drunk on desire as much as the potion, gasped, “Baroness Benedetta!”

“Yes, taste me,” cried the potion seller, curling her fingers in Brynna’s thick scarlet mane and drawing the beautiful lady’s face down between her ample thighs.

Lady Brynna eagerly tongued the potion seller’s slick snatch. She did not even know the beautiful older woman’s name and yet all she cared about was pleasuring her. She buried her tongue deep in the woman’s hot honey pit as the potion seller hung both legs over Brynna’s shoulders.

“That’s it, little Brynna,” moaned the potion seller, her voice having that same raspy quality as Baroness Benedetta. “Lick me there. Just there. Ooooooo. You’ve learned so much of the way of pleasuring a woman. Suck now. Suck my cunt. Yesssssss. Good girl. Lower now. Ohhhh, do not be afraid, my sweet. Lick me there. Lick my ass. Ohhhhhh!”

Brynnna moaned with lust, tonguing the sweet depths of the woman’s cunt and licking the raunchy rim of her asshole. Unafraid. Unashamed. Lost in a fever of desire as she licked and sucked and plunged her fingers into her own slick channel. The world outside the smithy forgotten.

The danger of defeat ignored.

The Barbarian

Chief Hadr Jarnheart watched from a cage as his brother’s men rode into the village. The stupid whores that had slaughtered his men and humiliated him were drunk and lost in their womanly pleasures. They had no chance to defend themselves as the other half of the War Claws fell upon them. Some of the women were lost in such passionate embrace that they had to be dragged apart from one another by the barbarians.

Chief Jarnheart saw his brother, Ragden, and called out to the runt of his family.

“Brother! Get me out of this cage!”

“Ha! Caught by women, were you? Where are you men?” Ragden laughed as he used a hammer to smash open the cage’s lock.

“Dead,” growled Chief Jarnheart. “Get me a sword. I have a bitch to punish.”

He knew just where to find the arrogant cunt. She had been moaning in the smithy for the past hour. He stormed in through the door, sword in hand, and found the redheaded slut writhing on a cot in the back room. Her naked body was drenched in sweat and she was sucking the fingers of one hand as she plunged three fingers of the other into her slick cunt.

“By the gods,” laughed Hadr, “you’ve completely lost it.”

“What?” The woman’s eyes opened. Rolled in her head. Focused on Hadr standing over the cot with sword in hand. “You! What are you doing out of—MPHHHHH!”

He clamped a hand over her mouth and wrapped his other around her arm. He lifted her to her feet.

“Your bitches are already being bred by the War Claws,” he growled. “I’m going to take my time using that cunt of yours. You killed my men, so I’m going to need to fuck a new generation of War Claws into your belly.”

“Mmmmmmmm!” she cried, struggling in vain against his iron grip.

She bit his hand and he only laughed. He twisted his hand in her hair and lifted her up until only her toes were still touching the ground. He raised her eye-to-eye as she winced away from him and kicked her feet against his shins.

“Yes, you’re a good one,” he growled, letting one big hand trail over Brynna’s curves. He squeezed and shaped her soft breasts. He pushed his hand lower, between her kicking legs, and silenced her with a thrust of two fat fingers. He savored the way she flinched from his fingers. He ran his tongue over her cheek and pushed it into her mouth. She bit, she even drew a little blood, but she couldn’t stop him and soon, for whatever reason, she kissed him back. Submitted to him. Moaned against his lips.

He knew he could tame her, he just hadn’t expected her to break so easily. Whatever that potion seller had given her must have still been in her belly. 

“Slut,” he growled against her lips. “Are you ready to be made my slave?”

“Fuck you,” she managed.

He threw her down onto the cot hard enough to break it. She turned over, scrambling to get up, but this was exactly how Hadr wanted her. That fat, creamy ass. That luscious pink pussy with its little triangle of red hair. He grabbed her firm waist and pulled her plush bottom back towards him. He thrust his cock against her, still sheathed in his loincloth, rubbing her snatch. Feeling the heat of her steamy cunt.

“Beg me for it,” he commanded, twisting one arm behind her back.

“AH!” she cried out in pain, losing her balance, face down and ass up. “Please! Stop!”

“Beg for it!” he roared.

“Please, fuck me,” she moaned, her voice heavy with defeat. “Fuck me with your… your mighty cock.”

“Oh, that’s nice,” he laughed, reaching for his loincloth and freeing his thick fuckmeat. Hadr thought he heard a sultry laugh from the shadows nearby, but he didn’t care. If that potion selling slut was still lurking about he would find her and fuck her next.

He gripped the root of his huge cock and thrust the tip against Lady Brynna’s soft, warm folds. He savored his first thrust, easing into her tight cunny and marveling that she had barely even been taken. Not a virgin, not this one, but close enough that her snug purse nearly milked his seed on that first stroke. He spanked her ass, watching it wobble as he drew back his spear and thrust it in again. Faster. Harder.

“You’ll wear my mark,” he rasped, beginning to pound her pussy with his cock. “You’ll carry my sons. Tell me. You are my slave.”

“I am… I am your slave,” cried Lady Brynna.

She pushed her body onto her hands and looked back at him, not fiercely, but wantonly. Her hips moved to meet him. Her eyes were broken and submissive. Her big, soft tits bounced and swung beneath her with every slam of Hadr Jarnheart’s hips against her ass.

His cock was surging, pent rage and lust tightening in his balls. He grabbed her long, red hair and yanked her head back. Pulled her upright. Slammed into her from behind with both of them kneeling. His cock swelling inside her slick cunt.

“Fuuuuuuck!” roared the barbarian chief as his cum erupted from his mighty cock. Spurt after spurt of his potent seed gushed into the eager depths of Brynna’s cunt. Her womb drenched. Her body conquered by the barbarian.

Hadr was sure he heard a laugh this time and then a cool wind as if a bird was fluttering out of the room. Hadr didn’t care. Let the gods watch him defile this beauty for all he cared. His strokes slowed as the last of his cum pumped into Lady Brynna’s pussy. He reached around her, roughly groping her tits as he sucked at her slender neck. Panting. Cock still hard.

“We are going to have so much fun together, slave,” he growled in her ear.

“Y-yes,” whimpered Brynna. “Yes, master.”
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The Inept Wizard and the Star Pupil

The Goddess

The Goddess of Defeat suspected that Stanley Marsh had never imagined himself as a wizard. He was an orphan from the countryside of Barrow County, with hardly two coppers to rub together, and no magical ability. That explained his deficiencies at the Pellinore Academy of Magic, his poor grades, awkward wand work, and disgusting potions, but not why he had been admitted to the academy in the first place.

Amittera smiled as she watched the young man heading to his next class through the crowded halls of Pellinore. He was scrawny, wore glasses, and had never so much as kissed a girl. He lost fist fights, he lost bets of chance, and he lost holiday games. He was the perfect loser and so Amittera had made sure he ended up at the prestigious school for spellcasters.

It wasn’t that the Goddess of Defeat wanted to reverse Stanley’s fortunes. On the contrary, his constant failures were exactly what had attracted her to the scrawny young man. She wanted that ill fortune to spread to some of the evergreen winners of life. The champions of magic and academics and especially romance who ruled over Pellinore.

Stanley had unwittingly found the most delicious target on Amittera’s behalf.

Aurelia Aimes was an overly smart, beautiful, buxom and bookish ginger, with a bit of a mean streak and a penchant for showing off her knowledge. Poor Stanley adored Aurelia, but she only looked at him to stick out her tongue or flip him a rude gesture. Her arrogance was only matched by her skill with a wand. Whether it was the sort she wielded in Conjuration Class or the sort that Tobias Fitzsimmons kept stuffed down his trousers.

He was the star of the House Draconia swoop ball team and probably the best-looking young man in school. Amittera had peeked out of the shadows on more than one occasion just to see him devastating Aurelia’s quivering thighs with powerful strokes of his cock. The blushing, busty redhead was prim and proper in public, but knew her way around a fleshy wand behind closed doors. She liked to grip Tobias’ pillar of cock and stuff it down her throat with great skill.

When Aurelia wasn’t swapping spit with him or draining his bollocks, she was easily exceeding the likes of the Stanley Marshes of the world. She was a wicked witch on the rise and the likes of Stanley could only move aside or get crushed beneath her heels.

Which, of course, just made Stanley adore her more. He sketched her in his notebook. He wrote naughty little stories about her. He even tried to make a love potion, which only backfired and made him fall more madly in love with Aurelia than before.

Amittera melted into the shadows again as Stanley reached the door of his Mental Magics class. She reappeared in the dorm room of Posy Greenfield. The slender blonde Posy was just lacing up her boots to hurry to class when she saw Amittera standing before her.

“Who are you—MPPPHH!?”

Black tendrils shot out of the shadows and wrapped around Posy’s mouth, bound her wrists, and encircled her ankles. A slimy shadow tendril stroked Posy’s cheek and knocked a pink pin from her hair. Amittera stooped and picked it up, sliding the pin into her own now blonde hair in the exact same spot. Posy stared at her in horror with wide green eyes.

“Have fun with her,” murmured Amittera to her shadow servants. “But not too much fun.”

The darkness burbled happily, black tendrils already sliding under Posy’s uniform robes as the unlucky girl was drawn into the darkness. Her muffled pleas echoed for a moment longer before the shadows swallowed her up.

“And that is what you get when you are late to class,” giggled Amittera in a perfect imitation of Posy’s voice. “Now to turn the tables on a bullying bitch who never loses.”

She slipped back into the shadows and took a shortcut through the darkness to make it to Mental Magics class just before the ringing of the bell.

Aurelia

Aurelia Aimes wore a robe just a little shorter than the others, showing off her high-heeled boots, long socks, and her well-toned legs almost up to her knees. Anyone else would have been penalized by a prefect, but even the priggish prefects at Pellinore wanted to see as much of Aurelia’s legs as possible. She stretched them out under her desk and sat upright and at attention waiting for Professor Kretchwick’s class to begin.

The bearded old mental magics professor shuffled up to his podium and cleared his throat. Just as he was about to begin taking attendance, the door opened and closed, and Posy Greenfield hurried to her seat. She cast a glance in Aurelia’s direction and smiled. That smile was a little presumptuous, thought Aurelia. She knew Posy well enough to be friendly with her, but she did not want to be drawn into her nearly tardy arrival to class.

“AAAAGGGGHEEEMMM!” Professor Kretchwick cleared his throat. “Monday we practiced mental fortitude. Yesterday we practiced mental domination. Today we will assail those fortresses of the mind that we learned to create. Ahhh, volunteers, please! I need a witch or wizard to be our offensive caster!”

Aurelia raised her hand eagerly. Professor Kretchwick smiled and called her up to the front of the class.

“And we need another caster. Someone to resist Miss Aimes’ spell. How about… you, Stanley Marsh.”

Aurelia couldn’t help but smile at the professor’s choice. Stanley was perpetually half a grade or more behind her in ability. He was weak, easily distracted, and entirely obsessed with her. She still remembered the time when he had asked her to the summer dance. She still laughed about that with her friends.

Stanley shuffled up to the front of the class in his usual shabby robes, a bit pimply and undergrown, with dull brown eyes that spoke to Aurelia about his lack of intelligence.

“Very good,” said Professor Kretchwick. “Mister Marsh, I would like you to take a moment, use your wand, and cast a protection spell to prepare your mind for Miss Aimes’ attack.”

“Y-yes, sir,” said Stanley. With an inelegant gesture he said, “Cerebro Fortifactio!”

There was a sparkle of violet light around his head and Stanley straightened up a bit.

Good, thought Aurelia, let him do his best. I will break through that magic and humiliate him in front of the whole class.

“Are you ready, Mister Marsh?” asked Kretchwick.

“Y-yes, sir,” said the scrawny young man in the shabby robe. He looked at Aurelia, his gaze momentarily flicking down to Aurelia’s cleavage and his cheeks coloring before he averted his gaze.

“Now then, Miss Aimes, I would like you to use a simple Compulso spell on him. Do you think you can manage that?”

She smirked and cast her spell without hesitation.

“Compulso Mentatum!” shouted Aurelia with a masterful wave of her wand. A blue bolt of magic shot from her wand and struck Stanley Marsh in his pimple-flecked forehead. He jerked back, his glasses askew, and his eyes sparkling with blue motes of magic. The spell easily pierced Stanley’s defenses and Aurelia saw her blue spell sparkling around his head. “Ha ha! Got him!”

The class laughed at Aurelia’s easy victory. She curtseyed to the class.

“Now, now, Miss Aimes,” said Kretchwick. “You must prove you have control over him. Why don’t you ask him to do something he would never normally do.”

“Comb his hair?” Aurelia glanced at the class as her joke was met with laughter.

“Something unusual,” said Kretchwick, returning to his podium.

“Lift your robe up to your neck and show us your undershorts,” said Aurelia.

“Miss Aimes!” tutted Professor Kretchwick, but it was too late. Stanley was already obeying her command. He lifted his robe up his spindly legs, up to his waist, and kept lifting as he revealed the tight white briefs he was wearing. The class burst into riotous laughter.

“Compulso Liberatus!” shouted Professor Kretchwick, releasing Stanley from the spell.

The blue sparkles dissipated, and his eyes widened. Aurelia couldn’t help but laugh at his embarrassment as he realized he was holding his robe up to his neck. His face went red as a beet, and he dropped the robe quickly back down to his ankles. The class was hooting and jeering. Only Posy Greenfield seemed to be sitting calmly in her seat.

“What… what happened?” asked Stanley.

“You showed off your knickers!” laughed a girl in the back row of desks.

“Apologies, Mister Marsh,” said Kretchwick, patting Stanley on the shoulder. “Your defensive spell was very ineffectual, and things became, well, they got a bit out of hand. Now then, you have a chance to redeem yourself. I should like the two of you to reverse this process. Miss Aimes, please prepare yourself with the best mental defense spell you know.”

Aurelia wasn’t worried about Stanley breaking her barrier. She cast the very charm he had used, just to prove that she could do it better.

“Cerebro Fortifactio!” she declared with a dramatic flourish of her wand. A few of her friends cheered as the violet magic seemed to blockade her head for a moment before fading out. She could feel the mental blocks clicking into place like scales of armor. No compulsion magic was getting into her mind.

Stanley paced nervously. He flicked his wand like a knight testing his sword. Aurelia folded her arms across her perfect tits. She cast an impatient glance in the professor’s direction.

Professor Kretchwick cleared his throat and said, “Whenever you are ready, Mr. Marsh.”

Just as Stanley began his inept casting, a wind stirred the classroom and tickled a lock of Aurelia’s long, ginger hair. She was momentarily distracted and reached up to scratch at the spot on her neck that had been tickled. In that exact moment, Stanely Marsh blurted out, “Compulso Totalus!”

It was a ridiculous spell. An advanced domination spell that Stanley Marsh had no right even attempting. But the spell whooshed out of his wand in a rippling tide of magic that engulfed Aurelia’s head and brushed aside her defenses. She gasped in surprise, inhaling the magic into her tingling sinuses and feeling her sense of outrage instantly muted by the pacifying magic.

Her pupils dilated. Her eyes widened. She felt very at ease with the idea of doing whatever Stanley Marsh told her to do.

“My, my,” said Professor Kretchwick. “Now there is a surprise. A powerful spell from our young wizard here. But you must prove your spell was effective. Give her a command.”

“You’ll do whatever I want?” asked Stanley.

“Yes,” answered Aurelia, smiling uncertainly when her reply was met with laughter. She didn’t understand it. Why was it funny?

“Alright then,” said Stanley, scratching his chin. “Tell me… the color of your knickers.”

“Pink,” blurted Aurelia. She heard laughter and covered her mouth in embarrassment.

“That’s enough of that,” warned Professor Kretchwick.

“Show everybody,” shouted Posy Greenfield from the front row. “You have to prove it! He showed us!”

Aurelia shook her head vehemently.

Stanley leaned over to her and whispered in her ear, “Hop on one foot.”

She immediately obeyed him, to the amusement of the class. Stanley whispered in her ear and told her to stick out her tongue and cross her eyes. She obeyed again.

“That’s enough,” said Professor Kretchwick, raising his wand to dispel the domination.

Stanley pressed his lips to Aurelia’s ear and whispered in a voice hoarse with lustful hope, “Come to my room after supper tonight.”

“Compulso Liberatus!” shouted Professor Kretchwick and Aurelia’s face reddened as she realized all the foolish things she had just done.

She failed to notice Posy wagging her fingers in the front row, but she felt an odd itching in the back of her head. An itch that would not be satisfied until she visited Stanley Marsh’s room after supper.

Stanley

Stanley Marsh almost fell out of his bed when he heard the knock at his door. He walked to answer it with his heart beating almost into his throat. He could hardly believe his eyes when he saw Aurelia Aimes standing in the darkened hallway dressed only in her delicate pink nightgown with a lantern in one hand.

“Aurelia,” he gasped. “It worked. You’re still under my control.”

“Am I?” she asked, looking around as if she might find the answer.

“Well, come in,” said Stanley. “Um, we can, uh, find out.”

He stepped back and let her into his room, then stuck his head out into the hall to see if anyone had noticed the hottest girl attending Pellinore had just walked into his room. Nobody had seen. He smirked, realizing the possibilities if his spell was really working. He shut and locked the door and followed Aurelia over to his bed.

“Sit down,” he said, and she immediately obeyed. “Tell me you think I am much hotter than Tobias Fitzsimmons.”

Her nose wrinkled at that, but then she smiled and said, “You are, Stanley. So much hotter than him.”

“Yeah? Okay, um, then give me a kiss.”

She leaned towards him so quickly that he flinched thinking she was slapping him. Then her perfect pink lips met his and she planted a warm kiss on the boy she had bullied for years. She began to pull away after only a second.

“Keep going,” whispered Stanley. “Make out with me.”

Then it happened. The girl he had lusted after for ages was kissing him passionately, tongue to tongue, her sweet mouth inviting him and her warm saliva spilling between his lips. One kiss would have been enough to get his cock hard, but this was ridiculous. He shifted on the bed beside her and finally gave her a gentle push away.

“Oh-okay,” he said, wiping his lips on the back of his hand. “That’s enough of that.”

“Should I leave now?” she asked, rising from the bed.

“No!” he blurted. He wasn’t about to waste this opportunity. Not with his cock throbbing in his robes like it had been stung by a bee. “Um, take off your nightgown.”

“Yes, of course,” she said agreeably and unlaced her nightgown and slipped it from her slender shoulders. Stanley watched in awe as the girl with the best body at Pellinore revealed her plump, perky breasts to him. Her skin was as pale as cream and her nipples were a very delicate shade of pink that almost disappeared into her plentiful mounds. He watched the night gown slip lower, revealing her pink panties snug against her mound.

“Wow,” whispered Stanley. His mouth was watering at her beauty. He could not resist reaching out and feeling her breasts. Every bit as warm and soft as he had fantasized. He cupped them both at once, fingers teasing over the buds of her nipples. Savoring the weight of her breasts in his hands and the way each squeeze made a little tremor of pleasure cross her face.

But Stanley knew his time was limited. Her housemates would notice she was gone if he kept her in his room all night. The minutes had flown by as he kissed and fondled her. He had to enjoy her while he could and while the spell was still working.

“Aurelia, um, get down on your knees,” he said.

“Yes, of course,” she replied, dropping to her knees on the carpet next to his bed.

Stanley sat down on the edge of the bed, slowly parting his knees and drawing his hand-me-down robe up his spindly legs. He stared at her beautiful face – at those big blue eyes and those soft pink lips – and he knew what he had to do. He lifted his robe up to his waist and revealed his tight white briefs.

“Pull my underwear down,” said Stanley, groaning as she immediately obeyed and dragged his briefs down beneath his cock. His stiff, red prick bounced free. The head glistened with his precum. “Now… Aurelia… I want you to… um…”

“Yes, Stanley?” she asked, looking up at him sweetly as she knelt between his legs and pulled his briefs all the way down off his feet.

“I want you to, um, you know, put it in, um, suck, ah… give me a blowjob,” he said.

Stanley could hardly believe that Aurelia Aimes was on her knees. The beautiful, red-headed witch with the creamy alabaster skin, the perfect breasts, suckable pink nipples, and the soft lips usually curled into a sneer, stared up at Stanley Marsh from beneath the twitching red length of his stiff cock. Her lashes fluttered and her tongue darted out to moisten her plump lips. Her brow furrowed for a moment.

Stanley gazed down in wonder at her naked, firm little ass perched atop her heels as she knelt before him. He could hardly even believe she was in his room at all as he aimed his cock at the pretty bow of her lips.

The gorgeous redhead seemed to hesitate.

For the first time that evening, Stanley was forced to repeat one of his commands to spur her into motion.

“Suck my cock,” he said, grasping his straining prick at the root. “Put it in your mouth and suck it, Aurelia.”

She blinked again. Whatever twinge of resistance had surfaced was overcome by the Compulso Totalus curse lingering upon her mind. She smiled, parted her lips, and leaned forward to obey Stanley’s command.

He felt her tongue first, stroking beneath the sensitive crown of his cock and leading the way for the warm, soft oval of her lips. Her mouth engulfed him, and Stanley let out a deep, shuddering groan as he experienced the pleasure of a blowjob for the first time. It became clear very quickly that Aurelia had some experience in the matter. She slid her lips almost down to the root of Stanley’s straining cock. She moaned softly around him, tightened her lips against his shaft, and slid back to his tip.

“Oh… oh my,” moaned Stanley, looking down into those beautiful eyes. Aurelia’s tongue flicked at the very tip of his cock as her cheeks hollowed with suction.

That was it. All that Stanley could stand.

“Ffffffuuuuuuck!” he cried, hand cradling her head and drawing her mouth back down until he felt the soft squish of her throat against the head of his cock.

Pleasure rushed from his abdomen and up the length of his cock. A pleasure that burst forth in throbbing, pulsating, spurting eruptions from his bollocks. He was cumming in the mouth of the woman he had lusted after since arriving at Pellinore Academy of Magic. A toe-curling, knee-trembling ecstasy as he emptied his hot seed into her mouth with all the pent urgency of a teenager.

The pleasure did not stop there for Stanley. He was so spent from his orgasm that he fell back onto the bed. Aurelia followed him, never allowing his cock to slip from her mouth as she resumed wantonly slurping upon his sensitive willy. He had neglected to command Aurelia to stop, and she continued to suck him with the force of a woman under a compulsive curse.

“Ohhhhh… hhheeeyyy… ahhhhh! That hurts!” cried Stanley, squirming beneath her and hardly thinking clearly as Aurelia continued to bob her hot mouth upon his cock with no regard for his refractory period.

Somehow making matters even worse, he had not commanded her to swallow, and so the entire dose of cock snot he had washed her mouth with was still thick and slimy within her mouth. It draped his cock like a silky sheath and soon began to slide down his shaft.

“That’s… what are you… ohhhhhh! Oh, not again!” Through the pain of his post-orgasmic sensitivity, Stanley was stunned to feel a second orgasm rising from the depths of his bollocks. This one was different, almost painfully intense and even more sudden than the first. He bucked his hips, thrusting into Aurelia’s perfect mouth. He saw her wince as the cum spurted from his cock and hit the back of her throat.

“Swallow it,” he gasped. “Swallow it all.”

At last, she heard his command and obeyed, drinking the cum of the boy she had bullied for the past few years. She seemed to enjoy doing this, moaning as she obeyed him completely. Such was the power of the Totalus curse.

“Alright… that’s… stop,” gasped Stanley as she continued to suck him even after his second orgasm was spent.

She lifted her mouth from his cock and wiped her lips with the back of her hand. There was still a bit of pearly spunk dribbling down her chin.

“Was that all, Stanley?” she asked sweetly. “Or was there something else you desired?”

Looking at her naked body, there was so very much he desired. But such fun would have to wait. If she stayed in his room much longer, they would be caught by one of the prefects.

“Wipe off your mouth,” he said, handing her his house scarf. “And then go back to your room and act normal. Don’t tell anyone about this. If your housemates ask, tell them you needed a drink.”

“Of course, Stanley,” she said, cleaning her lips and chin. “You did give me a drink.”

She stood up and reached for the door to leave. Stanley shot up from the bed and stopped her from stepping out into the hall.

“What is it?” wondered Aurelia.

“You silly slut,” he hissed. “You can’t go out there naked. Put on your nightgown!”

“Oh, right,” giggled Aurelia, slipping the gown on over her head. Stanley sighed as the sheer fabric settled onto Aurelia’s ample breasts. He gave them a last squeeze through the soft material and then sent her on her way.

When he had locked the door behind her, he closed his eyes and said a silent prayer to the gods of good fortune that his Totalus curse would hold.

Aurelia

“I feel these intense urges,” whispered Aurelia. “Towards… towards Stanley Marsh. I don’t just want to be nice to him, I want to do whatever he says. Maybe I should talk to Professor Kretchwick. Maybe that stupid curse that Stanley put on me is somehow still in my brain.”

“No, don’t tell the professor.” Posy Greenfield whispered and had a strange, intense look in her eyes. “The last thing you want to do is get faculty involved. Then the rumors are sure to spread.”

“But what am I to do, Posy?” gasped Aurelia, running her hands over her body through her school robes. “I feel hot all over. All I want to do is go back to his room and… and do things with him. Do whatever he wants.”

“Maybe you should give in to those feelings,” suggested Posy.

“What!?” Aurelia’s nose wrinkled with disgust, but as she looked across the dining hall at Stanley, her expression softened. “Have you seen Stanley Marsh… he’s… he’s so handsome.”

All her disgust in Stanley melted away as she gazed upon him. She felt a tingle in the back of her mind and a warm ripple ran through her body. Stanley glanced over in her direction and smiled, and she thought she might gasp with lust.

“Maybe you’re right,” she whispered, her mind clouding with thoughts of how she might best serve the biggest loser at the Pellinore Academy of Magic.

“Yes, I am,” whispered Posy, her lips very close to Aurelia’s ear and seductively hot. “Submit to Stanley Marsh. Give yourself to him completely. Surrender your mind to his desires.”

“Yes,” moaned Aurelia, a smile spreading on her face as she gazed back at Stanley. “Yes, I will… will be his slave.”

Aurelia felt a rush of pleasure through her body as if being rewarded for her decision. She got up from her house table, picked up her lunch tray, and walked across the dining hall to sit down with Stanley Marsh. His table of loser friends murmured in disbelief as she smiled at Stanley and scooted closer to him.

“Hello,” she said. “Did you need any help studying after lunch? I have some free time. If you want to meet me in my room. But only if you want that. Stanley.”

Stanley broke into a grin and nodded.

“That would be nice, Aurelia,” he said. “I could sure use your help with the potions final.”

Twenty minutes later, Aurelia was passionately kissing Stanley Marsh in the privacy of her room. His hands seemed to roam everywhere beneath her robes, moving from her soft breasts to her hips and around to her ass. It was as if he couldn’t quite decide which part he most wanted to fondle.

“Bend over the table,” he gasped against her lips. “Show me that round ass of yours.”

“Yes, of course, Stanley,” she said, bending over the table and baring her creamy peach of a bottom.

“Before we have fun, I think you need a little punishment,” said Stanley, standing behind her. “This is for all the times you bullied me!”

“AH!” cried Aurelia as his flat hand landed upon her bum. She tensed and felt the hot spike of pain down to her core and throbbing in her clit.

“Count them!” commanded Stanley. “Forty smacks! One for every month you’ve been bullying me here!”

“One! Two!” She counted them, pain shooting through her and heat spreading across her reddening cheeks. Tears formed in her eyes as she got to, “Ten!”

“That’s right, tell me what a slut you are?”

“Twelve! Thirteen! Such a big slut, Stanley! All… fourteen! Fifteen! All I can think about is sex!”

“Sex with who? Tobias? One of those other swoop ball jocks?”

“No, only you!” cried Aurelia, her tears dropping from her chin and the heat of her pussy beginning to melt down her thighs. She could hear whispers in the hall just outside her room. Her housemates were listening in, hearing her count out each spank of Stanley’s hands.

“Tell me… tell me who you love!” demanded Stanley as the thirtieth swat of his hand further reddened Aurelia’s cheeks.

“You! I love you, Stanley Marsh!” cried Aurelia, pain and pleasure mingling and sending her over the edge. She came with submission, not caring that her housemates could hear her confession. Not caring that they were listening as she counted out the last ten spanks of Stanley’s hand and her moans of ecstasy.

“Good,” he laughed, landing the final blow upon her bottom. “Good girl. Now, turn over and get up on the table. I am going to reward you by fucking you.”

His cock was nothing special, nowhere near as big as some she had pleasured before, and yet as Stanley turned her over and gripped his red prick in one hand, it was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen.

“Yesss, please, my love,” she moaned, tossing her red hair and spreading her creamy legs for him. “My body is yours, Stanley!”

She parted the delicate folds of her cunny and watched with delight as Stanley aimed his twitching cock at her aching cove. He teased her lips and sugary walls with his cockhead, grunting softly as his stiff length pressed into her depths. Then he was atop her and inside her. An intimacy she had never imagined. His threadbare robe discarded as he grabbed her tits and began to plow her tight teenage twat. His bollocks slapping her asshole as he plundered the girl of his dreams.

“You’re so fucking hot, you little slut,” he moaned and stifled her words of adoration with a kiss. Stanley’s tongue thrust into her mouth as the hot, throbbing piston of his cock plundered her pussy. She wrapped her legs around him, still wearing her knee socks as she drew him deeper.

She felt his bollocks tighten and gasped against his lips, “Cum for me, Stanley! Please!”

“On your stomach?” He groaned. “On your tits?”

“Wherever you want, Stanley,” she cried, her pleasure tightening around him. “Cum inside me if you want to!”

“Ooohhhhhh! Fuck yes! You’re my slut, Aurelia!” Stanley threw back his head and hilted his twitching cock in Aurelia’s eager honey hole. She felt the sudden rush of warmth as he began to pump his thick nobslurry into her clutching creampie. Each fresh spurt sent another peal of pleasure through Aurelia’s core. She was cumming hard upon him, spasms of ecstasy draining Stanley’s bollocks of every filthy drop.

He kissed her again, his hands palming her breasts as his tongue swirled messily in her mouth and his aftershocks emptied into her cunt. She was gasping, helpless, and completely in the thrall of Stanley Marsh.

The Goddess

Amittera’s plan had worked better than she could have ever expected. She had been forced to relinquish her guise as Posy Greenfield after two days, when Posy finally awoke from her magical coma. But that had only freed the Goddess of Defeat to slip from shadow to shadow and monitor the downfall of Aurelia Aimes.

And what a downfall! The goddess could not suppress a chuckle as she flitted across the swoopball pitch and found the kinky couple locked in lust beneath the stands. The game was in full swing, Aurelia’s ex-boyfriend Tobias was the star player, and there was the naughty redhead on her hands and knees begging for the wicked wand of one Stanley Marsh.

“Ohhhhhh, yessss, please put it up my arse, Stanley,” cried Aurelia, reaching back to massage her spit-damp fingers into the tight pink clench of her arsehole.

Stanley was all too happy to oblige his sex slave, grasping her flared hips and feeding his red scepter up Aurelia’s back passage. He rutted into her with the confidence of a man that had everything he had ever desired in the world. His beautiful bully had become his cum dump, she had tutored him in every magical subject, and word of his relationship with Aurelia had spread through the school and elevated him to become one of the most popular students.

Stanley finally cried out, burying his cock’s full length up Aurelia’s back passage and emptying his load into her squeezing ring. When he pulled out, his cum bubbled lewdly from her gaping arsehole. The sight of the redheaded bully with her head down, bum up, and arsehole dripping with spunk was a humiliating delight to Amittera.

It had not even taken two weeks of training to make Aurelia into Stanley’s eager fuck pet. She sat on his lap in study hall and sucked him off during potions class. There was a minor scandal when she was caught in a threesome in the ladies baths with Stanley and Posy Greenfield (the real Posy Greenfield) but that had only made Stanley more popular.

As the loser ascended, the beauty descended. Her reputation was in tatters. Her friends abandoned her and the professors now called on Stanley assuming he would have the answers. Her grades even began to lag as she devoted her life to Stanley’s whims.

He was so confident in his power over her that he sometimes even loaned her out to his friends. This was a true humiliation for Aurelia, for she loved Stanley, but detested his loser friends more than ever. She winced as they fucked her and gagged upon their cocks, only to return on her hands and knees to Stanley and thank him for the opportunity to entertain his friends.

There was never a question of what would happen after graduation. Once Stanley went out into the world, Aurelia would be his assistant. She would serve him faithfully however he desired, whether it was as his wife, or merely his pleasure slave.

Amittera basked in Aurelia’s utter destruction. Another triumph for the Goddess of Defeat.
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The Gnome and the Elf

The Goddess

Amittera was used to seeing beautiful elves. They were almost always shapely and fair-haired, with blue eyes and delicate features that made humans lust after them and arrogance that made the teeming masses of humans hate them.

The elf sitting at the bar in the Raven’s Perch was even more beautiful for her dark hair, green eyes, and heavy, dark eyebrows. Three traits uncommon among elves. She was as shapely as any elf that Amittera had ever seen, but still possessed the same lithe fitness of most of her kin.

Amittera closed her eyes and concentrated for a moment. She saw the shimmering skein of existence and the bubbling spheres of identity, some swelling with conception and some bursting with death. Isolde, from Sullen Meadow. That was the elf’s name and homeland.

She was certainly as arrogant as the other elves from the Golden Woods and the High Tower. She drank apart from the other patrons of the tavern, sipping a goblet of imported wine and eyeing the raucous crowd with contempt.

Some dared to glance at her in her green bodice and leather trousers fitted tightly to her ample curves. She glared back at those she caught looking. When she was bumped by a passing human, the elf’s hand flew to the grip of her sword.

“Mind where you put your body, or I’ll take part of it,” said the elf.

The human apologized and retreated. Amittera could feel the countless victories wafting off Isolde. Like a foul odor in the air. This creature was used to winning and used to getting her way.

Not tonight, thought Amittera.

The goddess smiled in the darkness. She oozed out of the shadows and took the form of a shapely but plain-faced tavern wench. She effortlessly joined the mass of people, bustling among them, ignoring the occasional hand on her bottom, and taking orders from the back. The tavern was far too busy for anyone to question her identity.

Amittera made certain that drinks flowed freely, using her powers to refill mugs and serving up fresh drinks that she conjured onto her tray. The bar became increasingly raucous. And one little white-bearded gnome was nearly trod upon by a pair of brawling half-orcs.

“Mind your boots!” cried the gnome, scampering for the bar. He scaled a stool, climbing atop it with some effort owing to his tiny size and advanced state of inebriation. He hiccupped, gulped his mug, and frothy beer soaked into the front of his white beard.

“Disgusting,” muttered Isolde, who happened to be sitting only one stool over.

“What’s that?” The gnome blinked and squinted out from beneath his bushy eyebrows and his low-seated red cap. “Oh, you’re an elf! A fine one too! My name is Bedgar! Can an old gnome buy a fit, busty elf wench a cup of wine?”

“You?” Isolde sneered. “A pathetic little bug waiting to be squished by these men? I wouldn’t let you lick the mud from my boot heel.”

Amittera happened to bustle past, laughing loudly and cruelly at Isolde’s words to inflame the gnome. It worked. The gnome went red faced and his tiny hands balled into fists. He hopped to his feet on the top of the stool.

“What’s that? You callin’ me short!?”

“Tiny and pathetic,” said Isolde with a scowl. “Begone, you little worm.”

“Those sound like fightin’ words,” said Bedgar, putting up his fists. His confrontation with the elf was beginning to attract attention.

“They’re gonna fight,” shouted Amittera from behind several other patrons. There were exclamations all around as the drunken patrons crowded around Isolde and Bedgar.

“Oooh! The gnome and elf is gonna fight!”

“She’s gonna whoop Bedgar!”

“That pretty elf is going to beat up a gnome!”

“There is no cloak of glory to be worn by defeating a tiny speck like this gnome,” said Isolde, gesturing at the furious Bedgar as she addressed the crowd. “Go back to your drinks. He is not worth my time.”

“Not worth your time!?” Bedgar stomped his foot so hard that he almost toppled over the stool he was standing on. “I formally and forthwith do challenge you to combat! Only a coward would refuse!”

“Then I will not refuse,” said Isolde, standing from her stool and gripping her sheathed sword. “Shall it be to the death? To first blood?”

“No, no, I’m a bleeder,” sniffed Bedgar, eyeing Isolde’s hand on her sword. “No, to first knock down. And the loser has to do anything the winner says for a night and a day.”

“Ha!” Isolde tossed her dark hair with arrogant amusement. “I shall have you toting my belongings on my journey and cleaning my boots with your tongue. Or would you like that?”

Bedgar hopped down from his stool and put up his fists.

“We’ll see what I like when I tell you to do it,” snorted Bedgar, rocking back his pointed cap from his brow. “Now! Have at you!”

Bedgar charged at Isolde and took a two-fisted swing. She easily stepped out of the way and the audience laughed. But Amittera was waiting for the arrogant elf to strike.

“Perhaps if I give you enough time you will simply trip yourself and fall—AH!” Isolde stepped sideways and her boot landed in a puddle of spilled beer. No matter that Amittera had spilled the beer earlier and had caused it to spread over the floor in just such a pattern.

Isolde’s foot slipped. She skated forward and collided with Bedgar, rebounded from his velvet-vested belly, and flopped to the floor with a loud crash. Her shapely bottom had landed in the spill and her trousers darkened with the wetness. Isolde, gasping in surprise, glancing at the beer splashed on her bodice, blinked and looked up at Bedgar.

“You! You tricked me!”

“You tripped yourself,” chuckled the gnome.

Amittera laughed first and laughed loudest, but soon the whole tavern was cheering for Bedgar. Amittera added a shout of, “The elf’s gotta do whatever he says!”

She was gratified when her fellow enjoyers of defeat began hooting and chanting for Isolde to obey the gnome. Isolde stood, towering over the gnome, but it was clear by the dismay in her eyes that she had too much pride to refuse to honor the wager.

“Very well, gnome,” she said, drawing the crowd to silence. “What is your command?”

Bedgar stroked his white beard and seemed to consider carefully. A number of the patrons made lewd suggestions that caused Isolde to deeply blush. Bedgar smirked, his gaze wandering up the elf’s luscious curves.

“First, we’re gonna have some fun, right here and right now, in front of the whole tavern,” said Bedgar. “So get those togs off and those fat tits out, elfy. Because it’s my right and I’m gonna rut ya!”

This drove the crowd of drunken onlookers wild. They hooted and hollered as Isolde, glowering, stripped off her bodice and wet trousers to reveal her flawless creamy elf skin and the dainty lace of her panties and bra.

“Them to! Take your knickers off!” commanded Bedgar.

Isolde’s face burned with shame as she tried to both remove her underthings and cover her nakedness from the leering gaze of two dozen drunks. Amittera could fairly taste the defeat wafting from the humbled elf. She sipped from the sweet ambrosia of humiliation as Bedgar commanded Isolde to lower her hands and show her body off to the bar.

“That’s it, squeeze ‘em!” he commanded with glee. “Pinch on those pink nubs! That’s it! Make ‘em red! Now turn around, swing those hips real nice! Bend over a little. Ohhhh, yeah, we can see that dark beard on your little pink clam! What do ya think, fellas? Time for ol’ Bedgar to have some fun?”

“Yeah! Fuck the elf!”

“Get her down on her knees!”

“Plow that pink pussy!”

Bedgar commanded Isolde down onto her hands and knees and forced her to put her lusciously round ass in the air. Someone provided him with an apple box and Bedgar hopped up onto it, steadying himself with his hands on Isolde’s creamy cheeks.

He untied the rope holding up his trousers and yanked his pants down. There were laughs all around as the gnome’s little red cock popped free of his underwear. Bedgar was well-endowed for a gnome but owing to being only a little over knee-high on most humans, his cock was not very big at all compared to that of a man. Hardly a pinkie finger in length to a human and only just a little thicker.

But that made Isolde the perfect lover for the gnome, as Amittera well knew. She’d had only three lovers in all her time of adventuring and one of those had been a goblin during a curious encounter in a forest, hardly better equipped than Bedgar. She was as tight as the cinch on a water skin.

“Ahhhhh!” cried Isolde as Bedgar thrust his meager cock into her cunny and spanked her firm bottom with his hips. He rutted into the elf with all the drunken vigor of a champion, clinging tightly to her plush cheeks and pumping his prick in and out of her pussy. He fucked her with enough force to make her tits bounce and swing and her ass jiggle with each slam of his hips.

Perhaps owing to the elf’s nearly virginal tightness or to Bedgar’s lack of love, the gnome lasted only a few more strokes. He let out a cry of pleasure, pulling his cock from Isolde’s glistening pink and pumping his seed across the backs of her thighs and buttocks. This release was cheered by the crowd. Bedgar rubbed his tip back and forth in the mess before tucking his cock back into his trousers. Then he turned to the crowd and bowed.

“Now, I must take my leave, for my sweet elf will bear me up the stairs to our bed!” He gave the humiliated elf a smack on her ass. “Come on, wench, pick me up and deliver me up the stairs to my room.”

“Very well,” muttered Isolde, her jaw clenched as she lifted the stuffed-doll sized gnome into her arms.

“And there you will spend the night with me,” said the gnome, which earned him wild cheers from the patrons of the tavern and a disgusted roll of the eyes from Isolde. The crowd continued to celebrate as Isolde carried the gnome up the stairs with his body nestled against the soft expanse of her breasts.

Amittera smiled and slipped back into the shadows. She couldn’t have planned a better outcome. She flitted bodiless through the shadows and up the stairs. She intended to savor the elf’s defeat.

Isolde

Her bum still hurt from landing so hard on the floor. The elf toted the awful little drunken gnome up the stairs as he hugged against her breasts and nuzzled his bearded face into her cleavage.

“Stop that,” she said, but Bedgar ignored her, murmuring contentedly and pressing tiny kisses to the twin swells of Isolde’s bosoms. He tongued one pale pink nipple and sucked it into his mouth. She fumbled with the gnome’s key and unlocked his door at the Raven’s Perch. Hardly more than a flop with a mattress, a chair, a tiny table, and a wash basin with a pitcher of water. The glow of a potbellied stove lit the room, and the glass of the room’s lone window was dark with soot from the coals.

Isolde hardly wanted to admit it, but for all the humiliation, she had enjoyed the fucking from the gnome down in the tavern. It had left her wanting more. She just couldn’t bear to show Bedgar that.

“Now what?” she asked, standing in his dingy room with Bedgar cradled against her breasts. He smacked his lips against her straining nipple.

“Mmmm?” He grinned a gap-toothed grin as he finally looked up at her. “Oh, you better put me down on the bed nice and gentle and then cuddle up with me. Give me some good kissing, then I’ll show you what I can do.”

“You are repulsive,” said Isolde, but it was the bitterness of her defeat talking. Her body wanted to obey, and so she deposited Bedgar on the bed and reclined with him. He wriggled out of his filthy clothes and bared his hairy little body to her, showing off his stiff prick.

“Yeah, but you’re a prize,” he said, hefting one of her breasts in both hands. His tiny fingers pressed into the softness, and he gave her nipple another lick with a tongue as small as a fingertip. Then he leaned up and pressed a kiss to Isolde’s lips. She kept her mouth shut to him as he kissed and licked her lips. The heat built within her. His hands groping her dangling breasts as he leaned into her and moaned against her lips.

Dissatisfied, Bedgar pulled back and looked at her with an annoyed twinkle in his beady little eyes.

“Fine, you be like that,” he said. “I’ll just have to give you kisses somewhere else!”

Bedgar pushed her onto her back with surprising strength and hopped between her legs. Isolde let out a cry of surprise as his little hands pushed her thighs wide apart and he began to vigorously lick and kiss her cunny. His tongue fluttered, feather-soft, beating against her clit with the rapid vibrations of a bird’s wing. It was incredible, a vibrating, buzzing, humming pleasure that drove her to the brink and beyond. As she began to cum, she felt something push inside her and realized he was sticking his whole fist and half his arm into her clutching cunt.

The shock of that heightened her orgasm and Isolde cried out with shameful ecstasy. She writhed and bucked against the gnome. Her nectar gushed against his face.

As her pleasure receded, leaving her breasts heaving and her thighs quaking, Bedgar climbed onto Isolde’s abdomen and thrust his stiff gnome cock into her fluttering folds.

“Yessssss,” she moaned, bucking to meet him as he furiously and drunkenly rutted into her. He was laughing and belching, his face red and his little potbelly colliding with her mound as he pounded in and out of her pussy. She could feel the sparrow eggs of his bollocks tightening and the gnome wheezed with effort.

“Gonna bust my spunkrod in your elf coochie,” laughed the gnome. “Ya ready to take a hot load of gnome nut juice?”

“Oh, you loathsome little beast,” cried Isolde, verging on another orgasm. “Yes! Cum for me again! Cum inside me!”

“AAAAAAAHHHH!” cried Bedgar, hilting in her pussy and unleashing a load of his spunky swimmers. Pump after pump of hot gnome cum sprayed Isolde’s fertile elf womb. She came with him, her honeyed hole gripping him and milking his load out until she’d had every drop.

But still she wanted more.

Bedgar

Bedgar awoke in his bed to the intense pounding of a hangover. Too much ale and brandy. Then he became aware of a strange sensation of warmth. Had he pissed himself? Had he really been that drunk?

He lifted his head and opened his tacky eyes to see a dark-haired elf beauty with her head between his hairy legs. Her green eyes were drooping as she slowly looked up at him with Bedgar’s little red cock sliding in and out of her plush lips.

“What… what in the… ohhhhhhh… why are ya doin’ that, elfy?” He asked, smiling with the pleasure of having his morning wood washed with hot elf saliva.

“Mmm?” She popped her pouty lips free of his wee cock. “Because you told me to wake you up with a blowjob. It was an order.”

“Oh, right,” said Bedgar. “I forget things. Well, you’d better carry on.”

He folded his arms behind his head and thrust his hips forward a little more. Isolde showed no sign of resentment as she resumed slurping and bobbing on Bedgar’s stiff prick. He was impressed that such an arrogant elf was so good at sucking cock. It wasn’t long before he was ready to explode.

“Getting’ close now, elfy,” he groaned.

“Mmmm?” She raised an eyebrow, but kept bobbing her warm, soft lips on his cock.

“You want it like that? If you keep going it’s going to shoot in your mouth. Ohhhhhh… then you’re going to have to drink it.”

“Mmmm,” said Isolde, nearly closing her eyes and sucking all the harder. Bedgar felt the suction tightening on his tip, and he could stand no more. With a final bob of Isolde’s sweet lips, the gnome loosed a massive morning load into the obedient elf’s sweet mouth. Spurt after spurt gushed from his throbbing prick and the green-eyed elf swallowed it all down.

She even kept sucking after he’d cum. So much that he had to push her away and tell her to stop.

“I know it tastes good, but you gotta let a gnome have a little time,” he laughed, finally scampering out from under her. “I need a bath. And I don’t mean a tongue bath. Then we’ll be on our way.”

“Our way?

“Oh, yes, you’re not leaving me yet,” chuckled Bedgar. “A night AND a day, remember?”

“Right,” said Isolde, seeming to pout, but not doing a very convincing job of it.

To Bedgar’s eye, it was almost like the elf wanted to stay with him.

The Goddess

Amittera watched from the shadows beneath the awning of the blacksmith’s shop across the street from the Raven’s Perch. It wouldn’t be long now. She’d left them in the rented bathtub, with Isolde’s soapy tits wanking out a load from the red-faced old gnome’s meager prick. They’d had plenty of time to soak, dry off, and get dressed.

Sure enough, the pair emerged from the Raven’s Perch a moment later. Amittera tittered with delight at what she saw, for the buxom elf was carrying the gnome’s belongings, her tits jiggling with each step and her hands full with Bedgar’s two overstuffed travel bags.

But that wasn’t even the most delightful part, for Isolde was carrying the gnome as well as his bags. He rode upon her shoulders like the elf’s graceful neck was that of some strange, upright horse. He even kicked his little feet a little as if to urge her on faster. What was more, the elf, though audibly complaining for the gnome to stop, was smiling. She was enjoying her defeat.

Oh, yes, this had to be one of the sweetest defeats that Amittera had ever tasted.
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The Blessed Champion and the Lizardman

The Goddess

It took a single luminous warrior to turn the lizardkin raiders back from their invasion of the village of Husavyk. Olivya was a blessed champion of Vincera. She wore a winged helm and a breastplate molded over her ample bust. Her pretty face twisted into a fearless smile and her golden braid flew behind her head as she stormed into the midst of the lizardmen and began to carve them apart with her broadsword. Her powerful legs allowed her to leap almost weightlessly among the confused raiders, crashing down into their midst and slaughtering them. Olivya’s body seemed to burn with holy fury, a corona of golden light engulfing her and pulsating with each swing of her sword.

Amittera loathed to see so much triumph from a single woman in a single battle. Her sister’s champions were always so perfect. Fearless because Vincera’s blessing had turned them into unstoppable killers.

As Amittera observed from the shadows, Olivya shrugged off blows from the lizardkin that would have severed limbs or crushed bones. Her armor was only an affectation. With her impervious blessing, Olivya might have strode into battle nude and fought just as well with her breasts bouncing bare and her buttocks jiggling with each leap and kick.

An amusing thought, but a naked victory was still a victory. Amittera had brought defeat to several usually triumphant women, but it was time for the Goddess of Defeat to test her growing power on one of the chosen of the Goddess of Victory.

“Die! Surrender and I will give you a quick death!” Olivya shouted, hacking through the last cohesive resistance and sending the remaining lizardkin raiders fleeing.

Her victory had been won, but Olivya’s bloodlust was clearly endless. Ignoring the pleas from the villagers of Husavyk, the comely champion set off in pursuit of the surviving raiders as they fled into the Gloom Mire. The treacherous wooded area separated the human villages and farmland from the volcanic mountains of the Black Barrier where the lizardfolk tribes gathered.

Only the bravest or most foolish hunters ventured into the Gloom Mire, but Olivya did not think twice. She was invulnerable, after all.

A smile flitted across the shadowy, insubstantial face of the goddess as she poured across the night with ease. She followed her sister’s champion in pursuit of the lizardkin, watching the girl catch up to a wounded straggler and mercilessly dispatch him. Several more lizardfolk were still fleeing into the Gloom Mire and Olivya followed.

There were countless ways Amittera might have intervened, but she preferred to let nature teach the arrogant champion a lesson. With a flick of Amittera’s finger, a rotten old tree crashed to the ground, blocking off one of the paths through the Gloom Mire.

Olivya was forced to take another route that led into the sucking muck of the Gloom Mire. Amittera swooped and danced among the shadows of the darkest forest, watching the struggle of the luminous champion. When Olivya plunged to her knees in a hidden patch of sludge, Amittera could hardly suppress a giggle.

“Damned swamp,” growled Olivya, unaccustomed to struggling as she tried to work her powerful legs out of the slime. Instead, her struggling only caused the muck to draw her deeper. After a few moments, she was swallowed down to her waist. Fear began to show in her blue eyes and she began to struggle a little more urgently.

Her growing fear only made matters worse. Her arms churned the mire and she slid deeper and deeper until it was up to her chest. Her breastplate filled with cool sludge. Goop tickled her armpits. Finally, Olivya was up to her neck, her chin lifting to keep the foul slime from her mouth.

“Goddess Vincera, hear my plea,” called Olivya. “Save me… save me from this mire! I cannot die like this!”

Amittera could no longer suppress her laughter as she flitted among the trees. Olivya continued to pray, although Vincera was not listening. Amittera knew well that her sister was preoccupied with a great battle halfway across the world. A dozen of her champions fighting against a horde of orcs and goblins. The Goddess of Victory would never hear Olivya’s entreaties for aid.

But others had heard the cries for help, and they were doubling back to investigate.

Olivya

She had stopped sinking deeper at least, her toes on solid ground under the muck and her chin just above the surface, which was something. She hoped the goddess had heard her prayers and she would soon find aid or some means to escape. It wasn’t long before she heard a rustling in the trees surrounding the pit of muck.

“Who is there?” she called. “Help me, please! I have become trapped in… stuck…”

Her words failed her as she saw the glistening yellow eyes of the lizardkin appear through the mossy trees. They emerged slowly, cautiously, having narrowly escaped destruction by the blade of Olivya, the green-scaled lizardmen were not eager to face her again. But when they saw she was truly trapped in the mire, their excitement could not be contained. They crowded around the edges of the patch of muck, hissing with excitement, crouching down to hurl their foul taunts to Olivya.

She could not understand their words, but their rude gestures were clear enough. They began jabbing at her with their spears, but this did nothing more than annoy her. Though trapped, Olivya was still invulnerable to their weapons.

“I will slaughter you all! Cold bloods! Scale skins! You raid human lands and—MM!” Her words were momentarily interrupted as one lizardman managed to jab her in the mouth with his spear. It did her no harm but she had to turn her head aside to get it out of her mouth. “Vile creatures, you will suffer for this!”

“You not hurt us,” said one of the lizardkin, its fanged snout managing to form words that Olivya could comprehend. “Weapons not hurt you. Claws not hurt you. But you stuck. Never get out unless we pull you out.”

“If you think that I’ll spare you, then think again!” cried Olivya, thrashing in the muck angrily. She managed to lose her footing and her head became submerged. She panicked, unable to breathe. Drowning in the mire like some foolish flower girl chasing a butterfly.

A noose of vine wrapped around her neck. More vine ropes caught her arms and legs. She felt herself being pulled upwards at an angle. Her face cleared the muck and she gasped for breath. Rough hands twisted her arms and bound them behind her back before she could regain her strength and draw her weapon. Filthy, gasping for breath, she was hauled onto the solid ground beside the muck. The five lizardkin surrounded her.

“Now we strip,” said the one that had spoken before and he let out a clicking sound that Olivya realized was laughter.

“Let me go,” she grasped, rocking from side-to-side and trying to get her knees beneath her body.

The lizardkin hissed excitedly and set upon her with their clawed hands. They roughly stripped her armor, tossing the halves of her breastplate aside and tearing away the sodden tunic she wore beneath it. Olivya gasped as the rolled her over, her big, soft tits spreading against her ribcage. Rivulets of muddy water spilling over her pale flesh.

“Titsssss,” hissed one of the lizardkin and their rough hands grasped and prodded Olivya’s quivering mounds.

“You brutes! Stop that!” she cried, but her anger only seemed to further excite the creatures. They began nipping at her breasts, their fanged mouths gnawing at her impervious skin and their tongues sliding over her stiff, sensitive nipples. She whimpered at the humiliation, looking away for a moment, but then looking back as she felt them stripping off her trousers. She kicked furiously, crying out, but that only served to help them shuck off her wet pants and tear away her underclothes.

She was naked then and at the mercy of their savage lust. Their hands groped and fingers prodded wherever they pleased. Pain and humiliation mingled with a strange pleasure as she felt fingers slipping into her pussy. A flicking tongue at her ass. Hands reaching beneath her to grope her breasts. Then, kneeling before her head, one of the lizardmen presented his cock.

It was a horrid thing. Pink and wedge-shaped and glistening with slime.

“Don’t you dare,” gasped Olivya. But there was no refusing the thrust of the reptile’s foul organ. It pushed into her mouth and soon was rutting steadily between her lips. The hissing beast held her hair in one fist and used it as a handle to force her head to bob upon his cock.

As one lizardkin used her mouth, two more set upon her hindquarters. They lifted her up to her knees and one pressed his wedge to her lust-slicked cunt. She whimpered around the cock in her mouth as she felt the cool, ridged flesh of the reptile’s cock plow into her pussy. Another of the creature’s grabbed the flare of her hips and squatted above her from behind, guiding his cock to the tight knot of her asshole.

Her virgin ass was violated by the horrid creature and Olivya was fully stuffed with their lusty cocks. Though she was invulnerable in battle, she found herself soon succumbing to the pleasures of the reptilian lust. She began to move against them, responding to their thrusts and moaning around the cock in her mouth. She sucked. Her tongue moved to pleasure the cock in her mouth. And she rolled her hips to take the two cocks railing into her from behind.

She felt the sudden spurt of cum into her ass. A moment later, and reptile spunk was gushing, strong and oily, into her mouth. Both cocks were still spurting as the reptile fuck wedge stuffed into her pussy began to pump her depths full of their seed. Their climax left her gasping and gaping, her face in the mud and her ass in the air. Her chin glazed with lizard spunk and her holes leaking their filth. The other two reptiles took their turn with her and she was weary but obedient. Sucking. Fucking. Behaving more like a pleasure slave than a captive champion as she made both reptiles pump their cum into her body.

After she had satisfied their lust, the five reptiles stood over her cum-drenched body and discussed what to do with her. She could not understand their words, but the one that spoke her tongue eventually translated.

“We take you to shaman,” said the lizardman. “He know what to do with you. He get rid of your power and then we give you to Chief Sivith.”

“Please,” moaned Olivya, but she was no longer sure if she wanted freedom or more of their incredible coldblooded cocks.

The Goddess

The lizardkin shaman was a withered old fool who had no idea of how to deal with a champion of the goddess. Olivya had been tied to a stake in his hut and he lit candles and chanted in his heathen tongue, poking and prodding at her and using what little magic he knew to little effect. Olivya cursed colorfully at the shaman as the other five lizardkin waited outside.

Amittera observed from the flickering shadows of the candlelight, growing increasingly miffed at the wretched little reptile’s inability to subdue Vincera’s blessing. After several minutes of the shaman pinching Olivya’s nipple, and prodding his finger up her arse, and trying to bite her thigh, Amittera decided to intervene once more.

From the smoke of the candles, she took on the shimmering, phantom shape of Tonichtal, the lizardkin’s goddess of wisdom. The shaman froze in awe and she whispered to him the hissing secrets of magic that would burn tattoos into Olivya’s flesh and subdue her power. The shaman could then tattoo similar symbols on Chief Sivith and grant Vincera’s blessing to his chieftain.

“Thank you, wise Tonichtal,” said the shaman in his tongue, bowing his head with a clink of charms festooned to his headdress.

“Do not thank me, just perform the ritual,” said Amittera and she disappeared with a puff of smoke back into the shadows.

She watched as the shaman obeyed her instructions, using his finger to daub pigment in very specific runes onto Olivya’s hips, abdomen, just above her mound, and onto her arms. The shaman began chanting and the symbols began to glow. Olivya cried out in pain as the symbols were seared into her flesh. Her power was immediately subdued by the magic. Her flesh no longer impervious and, more importantly to Amittera, her womb no longer guarded against the seed of lizardmen.

And soon, my sister will have indirectly created the most powerful lizardfolk tribe in all the world.

Amittera’s evil giggle faded into the shadows as she slithered out of the shaman’s hut.

Sivith

Sivith was broad-shouldered, portly, and tall for a lizardkin. Much taller than a human female like the one that had been brought before him. He wore his crown of gold and bones and his tattered crimson cape and walked with the aid of his staff. On his thirtieth summer, he was quite old for a lizardkin. Not as old as the shaman, near his fortieth, but old enough to know better than to try to lead his tribe into battle.

“This is the thing that has slain so many of our kin?” demanded Sivith, speaking in the hissing tongue of the lizardkin as he walked in a circle around the naked, trembling human female.

“She had the blessings of the gods, Sivith,” said one of his surviving warriors. “She butchered my brothers with her sword.”

“So why does she now tremble like a farm girl taken as a slave?” Demanded Sivith, dragging a clawed finger under Olivya’s chin and forcing her to look up into his glaring eyes.

“Tonichtal came to me in my hut,” offered the shaman. “She showed me the way. She said if I marked the girl’s flesh with tattoos and mark you with the same, I can give her power to you.”

“Really?” Sivith considered the proposal. His shaman was an old fool, but the girl seemed to be defenseless. He pinched one of her pink nipples and she cried out in pain. He spoke the tongue of the humans with difficulty, “Do you surrender your body to me, human?”

“Yes,” whimpered Olivya. “I have never felt such pain. Please. Do with me whatever you wish. I surrender to you.”

“Very well,” he growled, cradling her cheek and patting her golden mane. “I will do what I wish with you. But first,” he switched his tongue to that of his kin, “Shaman, make the marks upon my body.”

It was done with surprising skill and speed by the old shaman. When it was over, a faint red glow suffused the air around Sivith’s body. He could feel strength coursing through his veins – through his bones – and he wondered if he was as invulnerable as the human had been when battling his warriors.

As his kin watched, Sivith walked over to the firepit and plunged his arm into the flames. Not even the toughest warrior could stand such pain for more than a few seconds and yet Sivith felt nothing at all. Not even discomfort. After a count of twenty, he drew his arm back out. His bracelet had burned away, but his skin was unharmed.

“Your magic has worked,” he laughed. “I am invulnerable!”

“And she is vulnerable now, Mighty Sivith,” said the shaman, groveling slightly. “That means her womb—”

“Her womb shall be mine!” thundered Sivith.

He scooped the girl up onto one shoulder and bore her easily back to his hut. There he threw her upon his pelts. She offered no resistance to him as he ran his tongue over face and down to her large, soft breasts. He gathered them in his clawed hands and tongue her pink buds. Olivya cried out with pleasure, arching to offer her soft mounds to his lipless reptilian snout.

He parted her thighs and admired her blushing cunt. Sullied by his kin, to be sure, but if what the shaman had said was true her chastity was in some way still intact. Left for him to claim.

“Now,” he said in the human tongue, “I will make you mine. I will… breed you.”

“Yesssss!” cried Olivya, spreading her shapely legs wide and presenting her glistening cunt to the chief.

Sivith’s cock was bigger than any of his kin. A massive pink wedge of ridges and gristle that he aimed at the hot, pulsating core of the beautiful human. She howled like a stuck beast when he thrust into her, but her pain gave way to pleasure as he rutted forcefully into her sopping cunny. He bent over her as he thrust, using his tail to counterbalance each stroke and running his tongue over her breasts, up to her face, and sliding his tongue into her mouth.

“Mmmmmmmm!” she moaned, sucking his tongue, brow furrowing as she kissed him passionately.

Her legs folded against his flanks and her cunt, so humanly hot and so molten, drew him deeper. He felt his pleasure surging. His pleasure was a boiling pot with the lid on too tight. With a savage howl, Sivith pumped his seed into the depths of Olivya’s fertile cunt.

Sivith had no doubt that the beautiful blonde champion was bred by the potent flood, her body quivering as she received and overflowed with his seed. Pulse after pulse gushed into her as his cock inflated and pumped sperm from his mating sacs.

Olivya cried out in an orgasm of her own, wailing with the ecstasy of a life abandoned and a new purpose discovered.

She would forevermore be the battery for the power of Chief Sivith and the mother of a new generation of lizardkin warriors.

She would never know that a goddess had intervened to make her destiny possible.


Epilogues

Prayers of the Converted

The Goddess

The efforts of Amittera to vex her sister had yielded delightful results. The golden beauty of Vincera, the Goddess of Victory, had lost some of its luster. For the first time in generations of the humans, women who should have been conquering triumphantly now offered their prayers to Amittera. They craved the bittersweetness of kneeling in defeat more than they longed to stand in victory.

“My sister, you have played a dirty game,” thundered the radiant goddess with an arrogant toss of her golden hair. “You have cursed my champions and brought despair to the hopeful.”

“Is that so, my sister?” Amittera emerged from the darkness, resplendent in a gown of shadow with her creamy bust exposed by the plunging neckline. She glided across the stones of Vincera’s holiest temple and smiled at her sister. “It seems to me that many of your faithful now pray to me for succor. I do not deny them their happiness. I show them new joys.”

“There is no glory in defeat,” growled Vincera, lowering her spear and prodding the tip of it against Amittera’s plentiful bust.

“Oh, is that it, sister?” laughed the Goddess of Defeat. “You will strike me down? Your ignorance is on full display, for you more than any should know that you cannot defeat the Goddess of Defeat.”

“Bah!” Vincera snarled and threw her spear into a nearby column. The spear embedded in the stone and sent fissures all the way up to the arched ceiling. The priestesses and faithful of the Goddess of Victory could not see nor hear the argument between Amittera and her sister, but they saw the cracks appear in the temple they had built. The faithful wailed in shock and some even fled from the temple entirely.

Amittera giggled at her sister’s foolish outburst. It was rare to see Vincera in anything other than complete control of herself.

“Victory is what these mortals crave, not the ashes of defeat in their mouths,” muttered Vincera, storming away and fading into a ray of golden light through one of the windows.

Amittera lingered a moment longer, feeling the doubt from Vincera’s faithful.

She knew that she would never awaken a majority of Vincera’s victory-lovers to the pleasures of defeat, but she could certainly savor those she had made her faithful. She could hear their prayers already calling out to her from across the world.

She would revisit the newly converted to savor the pleasures of defeat.

Justinia

The once-proud ranger knelt with her nose pressed to the dusty ground and her firm, round ass in the air as she groveled before her master. Only the slightest scrap of a loincloth covered her buttocks and cunt and her bare breasts squeezed against the dry earth beneath her. Sweat glistened on her sun-bronzed skin. Days of walking naked save for the collar around her neck and the loincloth had left her tanned a deep golden hue. Her paler golden hair was worn in a slave braid that served almost like a handle on the back of her head for her master’s pleasure.

The goblin Gullyweek stood with one foot on the ground and the other on the slope of Justina’s bare back. His clawed toes dug against her skin and the reek of his unwashed cock and bollocks wafted down to Justinia.

“And? What else you beg forgiveness for?” Tittered the little goblin, digging his nails into her back again as he pushed down with foot.

“For… for tying you to that tree after I caught you snooping on the convent dormitory,” she said. “And… and for confiscating the mule you had taken from the farmer and giving it back to him. And… and for disrespecting you and… disregarding your feelings.”

“Good, good, that good,” laughed Gullyweek, finally stepping his foot off Justinia’s back. He lifted Justinia’s face from the ground with a yank of the braid at the back of her head. She rose on her knees, her face even with the diminutive goblin. He smiled his broken, yellowing smile. “I give reward now, slave.”

“Th-thank you, master, I—MmMmMMmMMm!” Her words of submission were smothered by the goblin’s savage kiss. His tongue thrust into her mouth as he held her head possessively. He seemed to drink the pleasure of that kiss, his lips moving and his tongue working against hers until he was satisfied. He drew back, strands of saliva glistening between Gullyweek’s thin lips and Justinia’s plush lips.

The goblins surrounding them cheered at this display of his absolute authority over Justinia. They hopped and danced as several young captives moaned with fear. Without Justinia to protect the village of Hawksbill, the goblins had raided it easily, setting fire to the houses of several farmers and taking away their wives and daughters to be breeders.

“We celebrate!” shouted Gullyweek, turning to the other goblins. “We fuck the humies! We fill them up with our pups! Then they know goblins is best!”

“Goblins is best!” shouted the goblins and they set upon their captives, tearing at clothes and fondling their human curves. Soon more than a dozen women were being rutted by the goblins, the sound of slapping flesh and moans of pleasure filling the night air. The women soon learned the pleasures of goblin cock.

A pleasure Justinia already well knew as she lowered her head once more, raised her hips, and offered her slick cunt to Gullyweek. As her goblin master pounded his bumpy little cock into her clutching cunt, Justinia offered up a prayer.

“Thank you, Amittera, for showing me the path of defeat,” she whispered as Gullyweek hammered his hips against Justinia’s ass and sloshed his cock into her clutching depths. “Please let me remain defeated. Let me never win. And please, let my master’s seed claim my womb.”

“Ahhhhhhhhhh!” cried Gullyweek, squeezing hard on Justinia’s hips and hilting his cock inside her. With a throbbing, twitching release, the goblin spurted his oily seed deep into the fallen ranger’s steamy depths.

Justinia never saw the Goddess of Defeat watching her from the shadows, but soon enough she would know that the goddess had answered her prayers. Her womb was claimed by the goblin.

Brynna

The Lady Knight Brynna of Thurn was no more. Brynna, so tall and strong, with long red hair and intense blue eyes, had lost all sense of nobility. She was not even a slave to Chief Hadr Jarnheart. She was a thing to him, an amusement, and as often as not her desperate duty was to entertain the entire War Claws clan.

Her large, naked breasts, painted with the red pigment slave marks of the War Claws, heaved by the golden glow of the bonfire, her thighs wide apart and her shorn cunt bare as she pleasured herself. One hand roughly massaged her breasts and plucked at her nipples, her other hand pressed between her muscular thighs as she strummed her clit and plunged her digits into her hot channel. Her asshole twitched reflexively as she plunder herself with three fingers.

The clansmen laughed and jeered at her. A few amused themselves with their hands at the sight of the fiery-haired beauty. Most simply drank and occasionally glanced over from their conversations to enjoy the spectacle of the once-proud knight defiling herself so wantonly.

“Ohhhhhh,” she moaned, bucking her hips and fucking against her fingers as her pleasure grew. Her cunt was exceptionally wet, having been filled just before the feast with a hot load of Hadr’s cum. Her fingers made lewd, wet sounds as they pumped in and out of her pussy and a trickle of her nectar mixed with Hadr’s seed spilled down the crack of her ass.

The massively muscular barbarian clan chief was watching her, naked save for a fur-lined cloak, chewing on a leg of goat meat with his huge cock hanging limp against his thigh. He ignored the revelry of the other clansmen and watched Brynna pleasuring herself like a predator might observe its prey.

“Good, slut,” growled Hadr. “But not good enough. Show them your ass. Pleasure your hungry holes for the clan!”

“Y-yes, master,” moaned Brynna, the once bold lady knight now brought low as she turned over and offered the clan a view of her pussy and ass raised high. She wiggled her hips from side to side as she reached back and began to massage her pink asshole. No longer such a delicate and dainty ass after being fucked many times by Hadr and his favored warriors. Her hole clenched and yielded easily to her fingers. The barbarians laughed and toasted her slutty behavior as she added a second and third finger.

“Fist it,” demanded Hadr, his cock beginning to stir to the sight of Brynna’s slutty behavior.

“Ohhhh, master,” she moaned, forcing her entire fist into her ass and receiving raucous cheers. The sensation of fisting her own ass hurt, but not so much as it would have before she became Hadr’s plaything. All those barbarian cocks had opened her up and her small hand fit more easily into her ass. She fucked herself with it, leaning heavily against her shoulder and reaching a hand between her thighs to fuck her pussy with her other hand.

“Yes! Good!” Chief Hadr pronounced, his cock rising to full mast at the sight of Brynna so obediently defiling her body with her fingers and fist. She arched her back and howled with ecstasy, her chest and shoulders buried in the furs beneath her as she plunder her holes. With a last cry of pleasure and humiliation, she came for the entire clan. Bucking against her fist. Desperately diddling her clit until she squirted a stream of clear liquid into the bonfire and made one of the logs sizzle with moisture.

This set the men to laughing, but it sent Hadr to his feet. He grabbed hold of Brynna, yanking her hands from her self-pleasure and twisting her arms behind her back. He used her bent arms as handles as he plunged his huge cock into her gaping ass. She whimpered as he filled her with his hardness.

“Still tight enough,” growled Hadr, pounding into her back passage with relentless thrusts. Brynna’s plump tits swung beneath her and she tossed her scarlet hair as she looked back at him.

“Oh, thank you, master,” she moaned, her ass clutching tightly at the thrusting pillar of his cock. “It’s so much better… better than my fingers… could ever be.”

“You love this, noble whore,” he laughed, spanking her hips loudly with his thrusts. He grabbed a handful of her hair, bending her upright and roughly kissing her neck. He knelt close behind her and reached around her to savagely squeeze and maul her breasts. Brynna howled with electric pain as he pinched both of her nipples tightly and tugged at her breasts, sawing his cock in and out of her ass with brutal urgency.

“Yes! Ohhhhh, master! I’m cumming!” she cried, and it was true. Her body stricken with waves of pleasure from having her tits tortured and her ass impaled on Hadr’s cock.

“Your reward,” he growled with a last, hilting thrust, “is my seed!”

She wailed anew as her master’s cum pumped into her ass. Her bowels were drenched with spurt after hot spurt of Hadr’s seed. She shuddered and shook with the humiliating pleasure as her ass drained his twitching bollocks.

The feeling of pleasure was so pitiful and so wonderful that she offered up a prayer to the goddess of defeat.

“Thank you, Amittera,” she whimpered, pushing her ass back flush against Hadr’s hips. “Thank you for giving me this chance… to know the pleasure of defeat.”

“You are welcome, daughter of defeat,” came a whispered reply that sent a fresh shudder down to Brynna’s cum-stuffed ass.

Aurelia

Aurelia Aimes adored Stanley Marsh. It wasn’t love, not exactly, but it was an intense, passionate attraction that bordered on obsession. Others wondered why the bewitchingly beautiful, buxom ginger had devoted her entire life to a scrawny, four-eyed creep like Stanley. But it all made sense to Aurelia so long as nobody ever asked her to explain it. Every joke Stanley told was hilarious, every idea he had was genius, and every desire he had was a command that she could not resist fulfilling.

Her devotion to Stanley had ruined her academic career at the Pellinore Academy of Magic. Her grades had sunk semester after semester until she dropped out instead of graduating. The whole time, she had helped Stanley bring his grades up. What did she care about her homework, her studies, or her research when she could be helping Stanley with his? When she had free time, it was spent with Stanley. Watching the movies he liked. Listening to the music he liked.

Doing anything he wanted in bed. And out of bed. Pretty much anywhere Stanley wanted to get his magnificent cock out, Aurelia was eager to serve it. She lost her friends, she became estranged from her family, but she still had Stanley.

And she had a job working for him.

Stanley had parlayed his success at the academy, graduating with honors with a double degree in potion crafting and thaumaturgical devices, into his very own business in the magical mecca of Perpendicular Alley. Marsh’s Enchanted Inventory was a small, but bustling shop located between Jeff Jefferson’s Wands and Yolanda Mercator’s Magical Beanery. 

“Anything else, Mr. Mephistoro?” asked Aurelia, wearing the corseted bodice and short, frilly skirt that Stanley had given her as her uniform.

“Oh, no, these firefly capsules should be enough to recharge my magic lanterns,” said the hunched old wizard as he slid the firefly capsules onto the counter.

Aurelia began counting out the glass vials containing flickering firefly spirits. Stanley stood close behind her, his breath hot on Aurelia’s neck but his invisibility cloaking hiding him from Mr. Mephistoro. Stanley reached under Aurelia’s skirt and slid his fingers into the gusset of her panties.

“Eight, nine, ten, eleven- OH!” She jerked upright, her breasts nearly jiggling free of her tight bodice as Stanley’s fingers probed her honeyed folds and teased against her clit.

“Something wrong, miss?” asked Mr. Mephistoro, raising an eyebrow as he looked up at her across the counter.

“N-no,” she said, fighting the urge to moan as Stanley’s fingers sliding in and out of her increasingly wet pussy. She resumed counting, but every few capsules she let out a gasp of pleasure and slowly rolled her hips. “Seventeen, eighteen, mmmmm, nineteen, twenty, oooohhhh, that’s good.”

“Eh, how much?” asked Mr. Mephistoro.

“One-hundred twenty shillings,” said Aurelia, giving up counting and just guessing at the number as she felt her pleasure peak. She suffered through the intense waves of her orgasm, jerking her hips in near silence and fucking back against Stanley’s fingers as the old wizard counted out the price of what he was buying. Aurelia thanked him and wished him, “Have a m-magical day!”

“Hmmmm, you young pups are strange,” muttered the old wizard, walking out of the shop with his sack of capsules.

“Ohhhhh, Stanley,” moaned Aurelia as the door jangled closed. “That was incredible. You know just how to touch me.”

He dropped the cloak and held up the three fingers he had used to pleasure Aurelia so she could suck them clean.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, turning to face him.

“I’ve got something else for you to suck,” said Stanley. “Go on, down on your knees. I’ll handle the next customer.”

“Oh, yes, Stanley,” moaned Aurelia, feeling a hot thrill of lust. “Your pleasure is my pleasure.”

Aurelia dropped to a crouch beneath the counter and reached for his trousers as Stanley stepped forward. She opened his work robe and unbuttoned his trousers. Stanley stiff, red cock sprung free and nearly smacked Aurelia in the face.

“Oooo, Stanley, is this for me?”

“That’s right,” he said, cradling her head with one hand. “Suck it, Aurelia, you perfect slut.”

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, beginning to slurp on his prick. It was incredible. Not too big, not too small, and it fit into her throat as she gulped it down. Stanley groaned with pleasure, tightening his grip on her head.

The door jangled and footsteps approached the counter.

“Welcome to Marsh’s Enchanted Inventory,” said Stanley, sounding just a little breathless.

“Did you get that shipment of pockets of plentiful packing?” asked the customer.

Knowing a customer was standing only inches away excited Aurelia even more. She slurped wantonly on Stanley’s cock, moaning and drooling as she pleasured his twitching cock. She pressed a hand beneath her skirt, massaging her cunt as she blew Stanley’s cock and listened to him talking to the customer. The more she sucked, the deeper she went, the more Stanley struggled to get words out. She took his thick cock down her throat, pressing her nose into his sweaty, cum-stinking pubes.

“Hmmmnnng,” she gulped around Stanley’s cock, feeling that familiar throbbing that meant he was about to unload down her throat.

“That’s… that’s two for one on the p-pockets,” groaned Stanley, tightening his grip under the counter on the back of Aurelia’s head.

She felt his cock begin to twitch powerfully and tasted the sudden rush of thick, hot ball snot down her throat. She swallowed fervently and as she drank the spurting seed of Stanley’s balls, she said a little prayer to Amittera. She wasn’t even sure why, because she’d never felt more victorious. But she knew, somehow, that the pleasure of drinking Stanley’s Marsh’s load was thanks to being defeated.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, swallowing again and again until she had drained every drop of Stanley’s cum. She eased his cock out of her mouth and looked up at him just as he finished with the customer. The door jangled as the customer left and Aurelia moaned, “Want to go upstairs and fuck me?”

“Yes,” chuckled Stanley. “Yes, I think that sounds like a perfect idea. Close the shop. I’ll be waiting for you in my room.”

“Yes, sir,” said Aurelia, rising and wiping her lips clean with her fingers. She could hardly wait for more of Stanley and his incredible cock.

Isolde

Isolde’s back ached and the muscles in her long legs burned from countless hours of walking. Sweat trickled down her back in cold rivulets and dripped down the back of her tight trousers. Her boots scuffed the dusty road and burned the blisters on the soles of her feet. The dark-haired elf beauty with the thick eyes brows and green eyes had never exerted herself so much in her life.

It wasn’t easy carrying a gnome on her back. His bags were not exactly light either, but her arms had gone numb to the pain a long time ago. It was the walking with Bedgar on her back that was causing her the most suffering.

Yet, she didn’t dislike the pain. She felt a certain sort of pride in standing upright despite walking all those leagues with Bedgar saddled upon her shoulders. His groin pressed against her neck and the gnome, his head shaded by a broad-brimmed hat, occasionally leaned forward to peer over Isolde’s shoulder or look down her blouse at the sunburned tops of her jiggling breasts.

“The town is just ahead, Bedgar,” she murmured. “Looks like Apple Creek. I passed through there on my way west. There’s an inn called the Malted Mule.”

“Good. My bollocks are tired from bouncing on your neck,” said Bedgar, rising a little higher on Isolde’s slender neck to see clearly over the top of her head. “Humans, I suppose? Always humans. Like rats, they are. But are they racist against gnomes?”

“I wouldn’t know,” admitted Isolde. “But… but I won’t let them touch you.”

“You’re a good girl,” chuckled Bedgar, stroking her cheek. “Head straight for that inn you mentioned. I’ll get us a room and then… you can give me a bath.”

“Y-yes, Bedgar,” said Isolde, feeling a hot thrill of desire at the thought of bathing the gnome.

She had served as the horny old gnome’s mount, pack mule, maid, and lover since he had won a wager with her more than a month earlier. Since then, she had been free to go, but had remained with Bedgar to serve him. Something about it was just so very satisfying. She couldn’t explain it, but it was a great relief to be such a… what was the word the humans used? A loser.

She staggered into town, weary, but still upright, carrying Bedgar on her back like a proper steed. Her tits bounced in her bodice with each step she took. The strange spectacle of her arrival drew a small crowd of the townsfolk. They gathered outside the entrance to the inn as she approached. Most seemed curious, but a few of the townsfolk seemed angry or disgusted by the sight of the buxom, dark-haired elf carrying the bearded old gnome on her shoulders.

“It’s disgusting,” muttered one woman. “Dressed like that and carrying around a bearded old gnome like it was her child.”

“I’d give my left stone to be her baby gnome and suck on those big tits,” murmured one fellow, prompting a wheeze of laughter from his comrade.

“Huge milkers on ‘er,” agreed another man, gesturing to Isolde’s breasts with the stem of his pipe.

The dark-haired elf’s green eyes blazed with anger beneath her heavy, dark brow. She brushed past the townsfolk and carried Bedgar to the doorway of the inn. There, she crouched down low so that Bedgar could dismount from her neck.

“There’s a good elf,” said Bedgar, patting her on the head affectionately. Isolde pressed her cheek against his hand and moaned happily. This reaction prompted more disgusted muttering from the crowd.

Isolde didn’t care. She was happy to serve Bedgar. He went scampering into the Malted Mule and she followed him. The stout innkeeper at the front counter glanced down at him and then up at Isolde with surprise.

“One room!” said Bedgar. When the innkeeper continued to stare at Isolde, seemingly awestruck by her elf beauty, Bedgar grew impatient. He cleared his throat and stomped his foot. “A room for me and my elf! And a bath, right away! I’ve been sweating my bollocks off on the back of her neck.”

He snapped his fingers at Isolde. She handed the barrel-chested man payment from Bedgar’s coin purse.

“Yes, um, right away, sir,” said the innkeeper, casting one last bemused glance from Bedgar to Isolde before starting up the stairs. “This way.”

The room wasn’t much. Just a bed, wardrobe, and a small writing desk, plus the banded wooden bath barrel that the innkeeper had carried up the stairs. It took him ages to fill it up with hot water, the big man glancing over at the bed where Bedgar sat on Isolde’s lap, his head leaned back against her cleavage as she massaged his shoulders and combed his long, white beard.

When the bath was finally ready, the innkeeper departed the room muttering. Isolde knew the innkeeper was jealous of the gnome and wanted to fuck her himself. That made her submission to Bedgar all the more thrilling. She could easily overpower the gnome and yet she obeyed his every command.

“Get nekkid, elfy,” chuckled Bedgar, already doffing his tunic to reveal his small, potbellied torso.

Isolde drew the curtains over the windows that looked out on the town square. Bedgar climbed into the steaming, soapy water and watched with delight as Isolde began to undress. She knew to make a show of it for him. Slowly unlacing her bodice, freeing her soft breasts marked with red lines from the tightness of her corset. Her pink nipples stiff. Her pale skin blushing as she slipped off her trousers and bared her small knickers to the gnome.

“Good, good, turn around when you take those off,” he said, gesturing from the tub with a dripping finger.

Isolde knew what Bedgar liked. She turned away from him, thrusting her bottom towards him and peeling her panties down from her firm, heart-shaped rear. Bedgar chuckled with appreciation at the sight of her dark-trimmed cunt and the pink divot of her ass. She stepped out of her knickers and turned back to the tub where the gnome was luxuriating.

“Hop in, elfy,” he said, splashing his hands in the sudsy water. “Nice and warm.”

It was lucky Bedgar was so small, because there was not enough room in the banded wooden tub for two full-sized people. She sunk down into the tub, water sloshing over the sides as she pulled Bedgar onto her lap.

He turned towards her, embracing her and kissing her with sudden passion. His tongue delighted in her elf mouth as she moaned softly, feeling his submerged little gnome body press against her bust. His beard dragged in the water and his hard little gnome cock slid between her squeezing mounds as his hands held her shoulders.

“Mmmmm. Good elfy.” He panted between kisses. “Tits so big and soft. Eyes so pretty. I’m glad you are my slave now. Do you like to be my slave?”

“Yes, master,” she said, unapologetically enjoying his embrace.

“You like it when I ride you and then fuck your elfy mounds?” He reached under the water to squeeze her breasts around his thrusting cock.

“Yes, master, but… it’s eve better inside me,” she gasped, leaning in to kiss him again.

“Oh, is it?” Bedgar laughed. “Well, then, you’ve done so well carrying me today I think it’s time for a little reward!”

Bedgar hopped onto the soap dish just beneath the rim of the tub and guided Isolde to turn over on her knees in the water. She raised her glistening, creamy bottom from beneath the water. Her cheeks broke the surface, and she felt the cool air caress her wet skin. Water cascaded down her crack and over her delicate petals.

“Bring that big elf ass here! I’ll put my cock in your little clench.” He teased his stubby fingers into Isolde’s crack and massaged her pucker. “Or would rather me fuck your cunny? Eh? Still interested in a gnome baby in that elf womb?”

“Yesssss,” moaned Isolde, feeling a thrill from his lewd promise. “Yes, fuck me as you please, master. Fill… fill my womb.”

“With pleasure!” Bedgar laughed, clapping both little hands against Isolde’s wet cheeks. He bent over her, leaning on her ass for support as he pressed his cock to the wet entrance of Isolde’s elf cunt. She gasped, looking back at the potbellied gnome as he hunched forward and thrust his cock into her tight twat.

“Ahhhhhh! Yessss!” cried Isolde, pleasure rippling into her core as he buried his length inside her. “Fuck me, master! Use me for your pleasure! I’m just… just a loser! Beaten by a gnome!”

“Yes! Ha! My scrumptious elf horsy!” Bedgar stretched across Isolde’s arched back and grabbed a damp handful of her dark hair. “Oh, yes! Move those hips! Just like that! What a good elfy you are! Beaten by me! Belonging to me! And we gnomes… ohhhhh… very long-lived. We’ll have… unnhhh… centuries together!”

He groaned and fucked her even faster. Despite the modest size of the gnome’s cock, Isolde felt her pleasure building to a peak. She cried out with ecstasy, sloshing the water in the tub and thrusting back against him. His cock clutched in her tightening cunt. His ecstasy joining hers in a sudden, intense eruption.

“Ahhhhh! Cumming, master!” she cried, her pussy seizing him in its slick inner walls.

“Take my seed, sweet Isolde! My elfy mount! Take my cum in your tight… AHHHH! Tight CUNT!” He hilted inside her and unleashed the spurting heat of his seed. Pump after pump drenched Isolde’s womb as the gnome held her ass tightly and hunched over her back. His little body trembling as his cum flowed into her fertile depths.

Was she truly bred by him? If it wasn’t tonight, it would be soon with how much they fucked. Isolde could hardly wait. She loved Bedgar and even more than that, she loved losing to him. As her gnome master’s cum poured into her pussy, she breathed a silent “thank you” to the goddess of defeat.

The shadows gathering in the corner of the room seemed to titter in reply.

Olivya

The blessed champion of Vincera hung from a banner pole. Olivya was stripped naked, her golden hair a tangle, her ample curves decorated in war paint, her wrists bound along the banner’s cross beam, and her ankles crossed and tied to the pole that supported her back. She swayed from side to side against the banner pole, cum trickling from her well-used cunt. She was euphoric with the war potions Savith’s shaman had fed her, laughing as she was carried into battle above the heads of Sivith’s army.

Her humiliating perch atop the banner pole afforded her a view of the entire battlefield. The lizardkin were outnumbered, but they advanced fearlessly towards the human lines.

Sivith, the conquering warlord of Gloom Mire, marched his lizardkin into battle against the gathered human armies of the eastern kingdoms. The sight of the famously invulnerable champion Olivya, used and dangling from his banner pole, demoralized the knights and warriors of the eastern kingdoms. But it was Sivith’s invulnerability that speared terror into the humans. Their arrows broke on Sivith’s scales. Their lances, swords, and pikes bounced harmlessly from his body.

Olivya’s power of invulnerability had been transferred by foul lizard magic to the lizard king. She was helpless and he could not be stopped. As she watched, Sivith killed again and again. No champion could face him. Dozens died before his blade. Knights flailed helplessly as their armored helmets were stove in by Sivith’s massive sword. The reptiles charged into the human ranks, fighting with obsidian clubs, spears, and jagged swords. Men fell. Lines broke.

“They flee before ussss!” bellowed Sivith, impaling a knight on his sword and then kicking the dead knight from the blade. “Pursue them! Run them down! Spare only their masters!”

The lizardkin exulted. The battle for the eastern kingdoms ended as the slaughter commenced. The routed human army was butchered by warriors of Gloom Mire until only the kings, princes, and their bodyguards remained on the field. Sivith’s chosen warriors corralled the beaten humans and Sivith approached with Olivya hanging from her banner pole above him. She wept at the sight of the fallen armies and the fields scattered with the dead, even as she laughed madly with the pleasure of the potions Sivith’s shaman had given to her.

“We will never yield to you, serpent!” shouted one proud king.

“You might as well kill us,” rasped another, wounded and leaning heavily on one of his guardian knights.

“Do you not sssssee?” hissed Sivith, gesturing to Olivya hanging above him.

The fallen champion knew what was coming next. Vincera had forsaken her and Olivya prayed instead to Amittera. Not for salvation. No. She was far beyond that. She prayed to Amittera with gratitude.

Thank you, goddess, for allowing me to play my part in this victory! Thank you, for showing me the glory of defeat!

As Olivya prayed, the ropes that bound her to the banner pole were slackened and she was eased from her cruciform position to sink down to the ground. She crumpled to her knees and fell forward onto her hands. Her sore muscles ached and her sweaty blonde hair hung in her face. The reptile warriors parted as Sivith approached. His face was an inhuman rictus and his yellow eyes burned with his cruel victory.

“It is time to ssssshow the kings who defy me,” he growled, beckoning to Olivya.

She could feel the human nobles watching her with something between despair and anger. She did not care. She crawled to Sivith, her master, and she kissed the blood-smeared hand he offered to her. He laughed at her lips upon his scaly fingers. He grasped her sweat-damp hair and wrapped it in his fist. He drew his loincloth aside, the swollen length of his pink cock jutting free of his genital slit.

“Oh, master,” moaned Olivya, opening her mouth and offering it to Sivith. The lizard king let out a clicking chuckle as he dropped the weight of his cock against her lips and tongue.

She tasted the saltiness of his lusty sweat upon his cock. Her lips cradled him and her tongue bathed him. As the defeated kings watched, the former champion of Vincera offered her mouth to the cruel conqueror. She began to suck at his cock, bobbing her lips upon him with the enthusiasm of a woman who has given up all hope of another life. Sivith reached down with one clawed hand, roughly fondling and squeezing her breasts and plucking at her nipples.

“Watch well, kings of the east! Your greatest warrior serves me with her flessssh! Your daughters and wives will soon find their places in my harem!”

The defeated nobles moaned and raged helplessly as Sivith bent Olivya over and took her from behind with intense, savage thrusts. His scaly hips beat against her ass and his cock plundered her well-fucked cunt. Each stroke churned his load from before the battle. She was a frequent sleeve for his cock. No finger woman among all his slaves.

“You belong to me, don’t you, Olivya?” hissed Sivith, yanking her hair back and her chest off the ground. Her tits swung and slapped beneath her as he beat an intense rhythm against her ass. His powerful tail swished back and forth as his cock plunged in and out of her pussy.

“Ohhhhh, yes, fuck me, master!” cried Olivya. “I belong to you! Forever! Breed me while the false kings watch! Breed me so they see how you will… ahhhh… breed their daughters!”

“YESSSSS!” roared Sivith, hilting his cock inside her and unleashing torrents of his seed.

Pump after pump of the lizardkin’s cum drenched Olivya’s womb for the hundredth time. She was already carrying his first sons in her womb, but she savored his release all the same. Her cunt clutched around him. Her pleasure pumped through her core.

She thought she heard laughter from the rippling shadows beneath the drooping pennants of the defeated humans. Then the laughter was gone and Olivya was left alone with her shameful pleasure as Sivith continued to defile her.

The Goddess

Sir Godfrey watched in disbelief as the jousting trophy was given to Prince Lucius. The fair and buxom Princess Stephania looked away from Sir Godfrey, her eyes lidded with sadness as she offered her delicate hand to Prince Lucius.

“As the victor of the games, my invitation to the ball goes to you, Prince Lucius,” she said softly.

The dark-haired prince laughed and caught the fair princess around her slender waist. He pulled her close and kissed her passionately. Sir Godfrey seemed to deflate as the woman he adored – the woman who secretly adored him – returned the prince’s kiss and followed him from the winner’s box to the cheers of the crowd.

Amitttera watched from the shadows as the defeated knight limped from the jousting field in his dented armor. He cursed as his squires helped him undress from his armor. Sir Godfrey was square-jawed, fit, handsome, and yet pitiful with his sweat-soaked tunic and his blood-spattered face. Vanquished against all the odds by the arrogant prince.

“If only my horse had not stumbled and caused me to lower my lance,” he muttered, hanging his head.

“My lord, you could sneak into the ball,” suggested one of Sir Godfrey’s faithful squires. “I am sure the princess would see—"

“No!” shouted Sir Godfrey, waving the man away. “I am humiliated by that defeat! I looked like a buffoon staggering around out there with my helmet on backwards! Leave me! Princess Stephania will never see me again! Leave me with my shame!”

His squires retreated from the stable and Sir Godfrey groaned and reclined against several bales of hay. As he began to close his eyes, Amitterra slipped out of the shadows. Her dark hair flowed behind her like spilled ink and her dark gown clung to the pale ampleness of her curves. She leaned over the defeated knight, the creamy orbs of her breasts threatening to burst free of her shadowy gown. Sir Godfrey looked up at her with wide-eyed disbelief.

“Amitterra… the goddess of defeat. Was my loss so pitiful that I summoned you?”

“Something like that,” she chuckled, the darkness of her gown spreading out over his sprawling legs as she moved closer to him. The truth was, of course, that she had brought about Sir Godfrey’s downfall. “I am searching for a champion, my handsome knight. A warrior who will taste nothing but defeat, but enjoy it. Could that be you?”

“You… you ask me to lose in every fight? But I shall perish!”

His eyes went wide as Amitterra’s voluptuous body sunk down and engulfed his waist and lower abdomen beneath her shadowy gown. She felt his cock with her shadowy fingers and guided it to the exquisite cool folds of her cunt. The mere mortal sucked in a breath as he felt he cunt of a goddess envelop him.

“I will not let you perish,” purred Amitterra, leaning her lips close to Sir Godfrey’s. “But if you should fall in battle, fear not. I will bring you back to life. To serve me. To lose again.”

“Ohhhhhhh!” Sir Godfrey shuddered beneath her and gave a desperate thrust. His cock spasmed deep within the exquisite slickness of Amitterra’s pussy. He bucked and let out spurts of his seed. “Yes! Ohhhhh, yes! I shall lose for you, my goddess! I shall never stop losing!”

He threw back his head as he seemed to experience one orgasm after another in the perfect pussy of the goddess. His eyes closed with the intensity of the pleasure. When they opened, she was gone, and his red cock was twitching and drooling out strands of milky spunk.

“Goddess?” he moaned, lifting his head.

He was answered by her mocking laugh and two eyes glowing faintly in the nearby shadows. As he sat up completely, the shadows seemed to melt away, and the laughter echoed into the emptiness of the barn.

Sir Godfrey was alone.
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