
        
            
                
            
        

    
Conquer Your Harem V

Alisa

The priest turned me around to face the wall, making my big breasts press into the cold stone, sending shivers through my nipples.  The tingling cold sensation went straight to my pussy, making me flood with wetness in anticipation of his large cock.   I gasped as he entered me, sliding the thick shaft into my dripping cunt. 

“Oh GODS, it’s big,” I groaned, bracing my hands against the wall.  “You’re just a strange man I met in this temple and… now you’re inside me!”  The thought was so forbidden and unexpected that I found myself about to cum on his cock right there, my pussy gripping him tight as I felt the first ripples of orgasm. 

The priest grinned and grunted in pleasure.  “You’re a good little slut, eh?  Need a big cock to fill your empty pussy?  Not empty anymore…”  He gripped my hips and began to fuck me, his big dick pistoning in and out of my gushing pussy. 

“Oooohhhhohhhhhhhh,” I moaned.  “Ohhhh fuck… I’m… cumming….cumming!”  

As I felt the priest’s cock twitch and spurt inside me, he groaned.  “Fuck… tight little pussy… slut… Take my load…!”

Suddenly the door burst open.   A man entered, dressed in full body armor. 

We both stared in shock. 

*****

Conquer Your Harem

Briston POV

The message had read:  She’s stuck in the temple.   The priests there will take her prisoner and keep her, using her for their own perverse desires.

As a soldier and adventurer, it was my job to rescue helpless maidens, and women in need.  I burst through the door and witnessed a sight I was not prepared for:

One of the priests, naked aside from his belt robe, his cock shoved deeply inside the wet cunt of a beautiful young maiden.  Probably a virgin, I thought. These perverts liked to get women who were sexually inexperienced and force them to do all kinds of nasty things. 

The thought made me hard.  Shamefully so.

“You will not have her,” I said, whipping out my sword.  “She is an innocent maiden!”

The priest’s cock slipped out of the woman’s pussy with a wet slurp, a tendril of cum still linking them together.  “She’s anything but innocent,” he chuckled.  “No matter, you are not supposed to be here.  Guards!”  He rang a nearby bell.

I heard the sound of heavy boots descending the hallway.  Crap, I thought.  Once again, I was acting with my impulses rather than thinking first.  And now I had gotten myself into another heapload of trouble. 

“Don’t worry, I’m here to rescue you!” I yelled to the maiden. 

“Does it look like I need rescuing?” she said annoyedly, grabbing her clothes to cover her very attractive, nubile body.  Cum dripped down her breasts and thighs.  I had to admit, she looked quite flushed and satisfied. 

Maybe she wasn’t actually in distress. 

But I, nevertheless, had committed.  And I was going to save her, gods damnit!

The guards came rushing in.  I fought them off, one by one, our swords clashing.  Despite being fully armored, and suited up in armor, they were not especially well-trained.  I dispatched them easily, shoving one to the left with my boot, sending him crashing into the armoire.

The priest by now had gotten his clothes back on.  He growled an angry curse and lobbed a fireball my way.  “Incinerato!”

What is this, some kind of silly fairy tale?  No one says “Incinerato” in any serious way.

I rolled my eyes, raised my magically enchanted shield, and watched as the fireball exploded helplessly in a burst of ash on my barricade.

“Try again,” I said, raising a brow smugly.

“Oh this is ridiculous,” said the young woman, sighing in a huff and heading for the door.  “I didn’t come here to watch you morons fight.  I came here to get fucked!”

With that, she stormed out – and I realized I was quickly losing sight of my quarry.  I followed her, dogging her steps.

“Excuse me, miss.  I’m here to rescue you.”

“I told you already, I don’t need rescuing.”

“Well, I can see not NOW you don’t, but…”  I waved a hand helplessly.  “Surely there is something you need help with.”

She slowed in her walk, then put her hands on her hips and looked back to me.  “There may be… Do you know anything of a heroic man who might be nearby?”

“A heroic man?”

“Yes, he is known as just ‘The Hero’ to most people.”

I smiled.  “Unless you’re thinking of me, then… No, I haven’t seen anyone like that.”

She frowned.  “You’re not a hero… are you?”

“I am, actually.  The name is Briston of Winchester.  I have quite an impressive resume if you’d like to hear it –”

“No thanks,” she interrupted, starting on her way again.  “I really need to find The Hero.”

I stared after her, baffled.  I had no idea who The Hero was. 

But it sounded like a great title…

*****

The Hero POV – Epilogue

Many months passed, or so it seemed.  I really had no sense of time anymore, I just knew that I had people to help and quests to fulfill. 

And so I did just that.  Each day, I helped more villagers fight off invaders, defended farmers from oncoming forest monsters, or saved maidens from certain ravishment by bandits.  I was always thanked for my efforts through coin, sex, or some combination thereof.

My girls were always happy with me, and soon we decided to get a house where we could live out the rest of our days together. 

This was a life I’d dreamed of for many years…

And now it had finally come true.
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