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Introduction

Ahoy, mateys!

We come to the second half of Iluxa Demyr’s erotic pirate adventures. She’s suffered a mutiny, has been stranded on a desert island with just her goblin cabin boy for company, and has endured captivity with the Ismarthan Navy. Now it’s time for Iluxa to face her destiny as she confronts the evil lurking on the Vainglory and tries to take back her pirate’s legacy.

If you enjoy slimy tentacle erotica, you will find Iluxa’s struggles in this half of her story to be thrilling! The Vainglory was conceived as a classic ghost ship, adrift in the Bounded Sea, a sort of mysterious, tempting prize for any pirate who dares pursue her. As Iluxa’s journey progressed, Vainglory’s story became darker, an obsession that went both ways, with Iluxa pursuing the ship and the ship taunting and pursuing her.

The conclusion of this epic adventure reveals the dark truth of the ship to Iluxa and gives her one last chance at the treasure she desires. But what price will she pay to get the ship and its treasure? What will the evil lurking within Vainglory demand she surrender?

You can expect lots of filthy, slimy erotica and a surprise guest near the end of Iluxa’s adventure! I hope you enjoy the conclusion of Iluxa’s journey!

XOXO

Amanda Clover

2023
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A Familiar Foe

The Talons of Ismartha plowed into the fog in the dead of night. Admiral Ahmet ordered lanterns to the gunwales and hung from the masts and commanded the ship’s contingent of marines to the deck. There were shadows in the fog. Shadows that the light seemed to catch and then lose.

“To port! No, to starboard! Prepare for boarding!” shouted the admiral, standing on the forecastle and waving his sword. His marines rushed from one side of the ship to the other to try to repel boarders.

But it did not matter which way he sent his man as Vainglory loomed from the foggy night ahead of them and blocked their path. The two ships collided almost dead on and though Talons was the bigger ship, its prow splintered and crushed as if Vainglory was made of iron.

Talons was boarded simultaneously from three directions. Slime humanoids slithered over the gunwales. The slimes not just attacking the crew but disarming them and embracing them. Men and women of the crew fell to the ground as the slimes began to lustily claim them. Once enfolded in the arms of a slime, the humans seemed to submit. It was as if a dark power compelled their surrender. Few resisted for more than a moment and an orgy soon broke out across the ship.

Slimes ravenously fucked the crew of Talons and Admiral Ahmet realized he had lost all control. This had been a folly to sail into the mists. There was no maneuvering Talons away from the combat as slime tentacles reached up onto the deck and curled around masts to keep Talons from disentangling from the boarding.

“I have to get off this ship,” cried the admiral. “Abandon ship!”

He was answered by a chorus of moans and slurps as a trio of busty slime women ascended the steps to the forecastle. Admiral Ahmet felt a dark pressure compelling him to surrender to the slimes, but he resisted and turned and ran for the nearest rowboat.

He slashed the ropes holding it and began to climb into the boat when he was suddenly grabbed from behind by slender slimy arms. Another plucked the sword from his grasp and tossed it away. He turned around to be confronted by a beautiful, busty elf made of glistening purple slime. Her features were plain to him, but her body was translucent like aspic. Her fingers oozed into his coat and peeled it from his shoulders. Two other slime girls pressed in on each side of the admiral, stroking him and cooing softly.

“What… what do you want!?” cried the admiral, struggling to pull his arms from the grasp of the slime girls and fighting the dark influence on his mind.

“Where is Iluxa Demyr?” purred the slime elf.

“She… she’s in her room below decks,” he gasped as slime fingers caressed his cheeks. “She’s with that damned goblin she keeps. Please. You can have her. Just let me go.”

“I can have everything,” said the slime elf and she gave him a cruel smile before backing away. The other two slime girls closed in around him, their fingers slithering under his tunic and down his trousers. As the cool slime enveloped the admiral’s cock, he gave up the will to fight and let out a pitiful moan of pleasure. One of the burbling slime girls pressed a kiss to his lips as their bodies embraced and began to envelop him. A shudder of pleasure ran through his body and his cock pulsed in a slimy embrace as the admiral realized he was doomed.

Meanwhile, belowdecks, the impact between Talons and Vainglory had knocked Iluxa from her bunk. She rolled over onto Winkle who was clinging to her bare, creamy blue breasts in terror.

“What that, captain?” he asked as shouting and screams and cries of pleasure broke out on the upper deck.

A prickle at the back of Iluxa’s neck was all she needed to know what had happened.

“We’re being boarded,” she said. “It’s Vainglory. It’s here. It… has come for me.” She threw Winkle his clothes and quickly began to dress. She wished desperately she had her sword, but there was no point worrying about that now.

Her first instinct, once she had her boots on, was to go up to the deck and fight her way off the ship. But one glance towards the stairs and she saw purple figures moving belowdecks and dragging sailors with them. Rutting and moaning in the passage as slime girls and men and slime men and human women fucked and sucked and reveled in doomed pleasure.

“We have to go deeper into the ship,” whispered Iluxa, pulling Winkle back from the lusty sight. “Mileena is still being kept in the hold. If we can free her, maybe she can get us off this ship somehow.”

It wasn’t a good idea, not really, but it was better than giving in to the perverse whispers Iluxa was beginning to hear in her head. She had to struggle with Winkle to get him to accompany her and not give himself up to the nearest slime girl. Once she slapped him across his cheek he seemed to awaken from his trance and yipped submissively.

“Sorry, captain,” he said. “We go.”

The slime was pouring down into the ship after them, scooping up every man or woman it could find and subjecting them to slimy perversity. Iluxa and Winkle escaped deeper and deeper, until the cries of pleasure were muffled by the creaking layers of old timber. In the hold, Iluxa armed herself with a ramrod from a cannon. She figured she could take the head off at least one of those slime creatures with a good swing.

Iluxa reached the door to the room where Mileena was being held. It was slightly ajar and there were traces of slime on the floor.

“Go back up one deck,” she whispered to Winkle. “Find a porthole so we can escape. I have a feeling we can’t make it all the way back up to the top.”

“What you doing?” asked Winkle, looking from Iluxa to the door.

“I am going to pay my old friend back for saving my life long ago.” Mileena tightened her grip on the ramrod. “Go, Winkle. And stay away from the slime girls.”

“Good luck kiss?” asked the goblin hopefully.

Iluxa was about to snap at him angrily that there was no time for such nonsense, but she thought better of it. She leaned down quickly and planted her lips on Winkle’s. The kiss was hot but fleeting. Their tongues met. Her desire focused on her frequent lover long enough for her to shake off the dark influence on her mind. Winkle seemed to recover as well. He stiffened and then staggered back.

“I go,” he said. “Find way out. Be safe, captain.”

He saluted and then went scampering back the way they had come. She was not sure she would ever see him again, but there was no time to dwell on her fate. She turned back to the door to the room where Mileena was being kept and kicked it open.

Three slime merloks stood blocking Mileena’s escape from the hold. The slimy humanoids were closing in around the merlok beauty, their slimy cocks fully erect and their webbed hands reaching for Mileena. They seemed to react with a delay, stiffening as Iluxa stood in the doorway and turning in unison to stare at her. Their translucent eyes looking at her with dull lust. She felt a wave compelling her forward, but it was her concern for Mileena that drove her towards the creatures.

“Stay away from her, you oversexed jellyfish!” shouted Iluxa. She swung at the first of the slime merloks and the ramrod battered its head from its shoulders. The deformed lump of goop rolled down its slimy back and oozed back into its body. In a moment, it grew back its head. The three slime merloks attacked, surging towards Iluxa almost shoulder-to-shoulder.

“Do not let them take hold of you!” cried Mileena.

“Yes, right, not a problem,” said Iluxa, failing to project much confidence as she slowly backed towards the door.

She took another swing at the same slime merlok she had struck before. This time the ramrod splattered into its head, but the head turned into its hands and a new head sprouted from its side. It grabbed hold of the ramrod and yanked it roughly from Mileena’s grasp. It tossed the weapon over its shoulder and far out of Iluxa’s reach.

“Looks like it’s bare knuckles,” said Iluxa, bringing up her guard and preparing to box with the slime merloks.

Her first swing caught one right in the head and her fist punched into the purple goo. The slime sucked at her fist and held it trapped in the merlok’s gelatinous face. She tried to pull her arm out, but she couldn’t, which gave the other two slime merloks the opportunity to easily grab her. They pressed their cool, clammy bodies against her bare skin and reached their slimy fingers into her top. The fabric ripped and was torn away as impossible hands sprouted from their bodies in other places and yanked down her pants. Hungry goo sucked the boots from Iluxa’s feet and squeezed between her toes like jam from the cool hold of a ship.

“Stop it! Let go of me!” cried Iluxa, but as the slime caressed her naked blue body she felt growing desire. She stopped fighting and yielded to the tingle of pleasure of their tongue-like fingers slithering over her breasts. Pinching at her nipples. Pressing between her thighs. Three of them surrounded her, their stiff cocks rubbing at her as they squeezed and licked and kissed her with their slimy appendages.

“No,” she gasped even as she fell to her knees. She was carried backwards onto the floor with a last moan of resistance.

Merlok mouths descended on Iluxa’s pert breasts. Slimy tongues flicked and circled her nipples. The cool suction of their mouths sent hot pulses of pleasure through Iluxa’s body and straight to her clit. Her nipples and areolas lifted in their translucent mouths with each suck and made her shudder with ecstasy.

She moaned and parted her legs as the third slime, the one she had hit and punched, moved between her thighs. Its cock was somehow harder than the rest of its body, as though it had gathered its essence into that thick, ribbed spear jutting from its purple loins.

“Ohhhhh, no, not that,” moaned Iluxa, not really offering any resistance to her slimy attackers.

She sucked in a breath as the unspeaking merlok rubbed its cock the length of Iluxa’s slit. The way its spongy slime-flesh stroked her entrance sent fresh pulses of pleasure through her body. One of the other merloks stopped sucking her breast and rose beside her, presenting its gooey cock to her face.

“No, please, stop that,” moaned Iluxa, reaching for its shaft. “I don’t want your cock in my mouth.”

She spoke the words as if in a dream and leaned over and began sucking and slurping on the slimy cock. The merlok barely reacted, but she could tell by its slowly pulsating prick that it was enjoying her warm mouth on its cool slimy length. She knew she was giving in completely to the lustful compulsions of the entity within the slime, but once she felt the merlok cock thrusting into her cove, there was nothing she could do but surrender.

The slime merloks began to fuck Iluxa’s pussy and her mouth with equal abandon. Their strokes were intense and their slimy bodies slapped and mushed against her as they claimed both holes for their seeming pleasure.

“Mmmmmm!” she moaned plaintively around the cock thrusting to the back of her throat. The slime between her legs began to fuck her harder. The slime merlok sucking her tits had sprouted tongues on its fingers and was licking both of her nipples at once.

The pleasure was excruciating. Shameful. She bucked wantonly and sucked with complete abandon. She no longer cared about saving Mileena or escaping the ship with Winkle. The more she sucked and fucked the more she was ready, even eager, to be devoured by the slimes.

Iluxa began to cum and the first of the merloks was not far behind her. The cock in her pussy began to twitch as she bucked and moaned around the cock in her mouth. She felt the cool, thick, syrupy slime pumping into her cunt. Creaming her with a strange concoction from slimy bollocks. She came with the monster, the slime cum only adding to her pleasure.

The slime fucking her mouth stiffened and unleashed gooey torrents of slimy spunk down Iluxa’s throat. She sucked each gush with relish, feeling the cool slime pour down her throat and gulping again and again to take it all. What was it doing to her? She did not know nor care, for the more she drank of its cum, the more she craved.

The merloks pulled their slime cocks from inside her creamy holes, leaving Ilxua gasping as the third merlok rolled her over and moved atop her. It took her ass without even a tease of its cock. The fat, ridged length of it poled deep into her tender clench and left her moaning and writhing on the heaving floor of the hold.

There was something humiliating about being roughly assfucked by the slime merlok and Iluxa, never averse to a little humiliation, savored every thrust. She reached a hand between her thighs, stroking her clit and pumping digits into her frothing, slime-creamed cunt as the merlok pounded its ribbed cock in and out of her ass.

Mileena wailed behind Iluxa as the two merloks that had finished with Iluxa resumed their assault upon the merlok woman. She was helpless and soon was being spitroasted by merlok cock. The slime merlok fucking Iluxa’s ass began to thrust with growing intensity, its cock swelling in Iluxa’s stretched asshole and seeming to plunge deeper with every stroke.

“Yessssss,” she cried, cumming again and awash in pleasure. “Cum for me! Cum in my assssss!”

The merlok hilted its slimy cock in her clenching back passage and let loose a massive load of slime spunk. Each pump seemed to fill her up until she was bloated on slime goo. The slime cum left her in a raunchy stream as it pulled its cock out of her gaping ass.

There was nothing left for Iluxa to do. She was as doomed as Mileena. The slimes had their fun and were going to transform them into more slimes.

But before that could happen, the door to the room banged open and Winkle staggered in. He was being shoved into the room by a female figure. A voluptuous purple slime woman who glared down at Iluxa sprawled and drenched in cum and smirked. Iluxa frowned. There was something familiar about this slime woman.

“Enough,” said the woman to the slime merloks. They pulled their cocks from Mileena and stepped back and out of the way.

“Lydia,” gasped Iluxa, finally recognizing the captain of the Endeavor in her new slime form. She should have known her by those huge breasts and wide hips. “The slime got you?”

“My master desires to meet you,” said Lydia, her voice almost the same as when she was a human. “Master may need your friends. Come. Bring them.”

She motioned and the three merloks obediently took hold of Iluxa, Mileena, and Winkle.

“Well, looks like we finally get to meet the captain of the Vainglory,” said Iluxa, trying to put on a brave face for her terrified comrades.

It was hard for Iluxa to be convincing with cum still dripping down her thighs. Lydia only laughed in reply to Iluxa’s false bravado.
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The Hunger

Iluxa awakened with her cheek in a puddle of drool. She was sore and damp and very naked. She felt as if her entire body had been squeezed in giant hands and wrung out like a rag. She didn’t even remember passing out. The slime merloks had been carrying her towards Vainglory under the orders of the former captain of the Endeavor, now turned into a queen of slime.

“Winkle?” croaked Iluxa. She sat up and held a hand to her throbbing head. “Winkle? Are you there? Mileena?”

She blinked and looked around her. She could hear the groan and slosh of a ship underway. There was something glittering in her blurry vision. She blinked a few times and rubbed her eyes.

Mounds of gold. Heaps of jewels. She blinked again and jolted to her feet. A single lantern illuminated the treasure hold of the Vainglory. It wasn’t much light, but it was enough to see the impossible riches piled up around her. Gold in such quantities it was a wonder the cursed ship did not flounder under its own weight. Silver, platinum, rubies, emeralds, sapphires, and fine works of art. Paintings and tapestries that belonged in palaces. Nude sculptures so exquisite in their detail that Iluxa thought an aficionado would cum in his trousers.

“How many ships have they been looting?” wondered Iluxa, trailing her fingers over an entire carton of Genovan Eggs.

“Seventeen,” answered a strange voice that seemed to emanate from within the horde of treasure. “Including your ship, Captain Demyr.”

She felt a pang of sadness tinged with anger at losing the Dark Queen, but this was no time for mourning her losses.

“Who are you?” demanded Iluxa. “Show yourself!”

“I know you dream of treasure and fame, but I can offer you so much more than that.”

Iluxa followed the voice through the stacks of riches. Past suits of armor and gilded cannons. There, dug out from the treasure like an animal’s den, was a small room containing a four-poster bed. The bed’s frame was exquisitely carved of greatwood from Iden and hung with fine silks.

Iluxa stopped at the foot of the bed. Her heart pounded in her chest.

A shape moved within the canopy. The silks parted as if drawn by a string and revealed a pale, golden-haired elf. He was beautiful and delicate, with eyes that shimmered faintly with flecks of violet. He lay propped up on the bed shamelessly naked, reclining among the cushions with his hands folded across his slender chest.

“What can you offer me?” asked Iluxa, trying not to reveal her blazing hatred of this strange man.

“I could give you everything. You must understand what I am, Iluxa Demyr. I am one of only a few survivors of my race. Ancient and powerful creatures created by magic long forgotten to this world.” He rose from the bed slowly and gestured at the treasure surrounding them. “I was offered a deal by my creators. Enslaved, bound by magic to a simple artifact, but given a path to freedom. If I were freed by a sentient creature, fully aware of the dangers that come with my freedom, I could have my way with this world.”

“This… world? The entire world?” Iluxa watched the creature walk down a path through the treasure and hastened to follow behind it. “What do you mean? What would you do with the world?”

“As I please,” said the creature in the guise of an elf, its voice seeming to strangely resonate within Iluxa. “I could consume it. Absorb every living thing and make them peaceful. Or I could simply vex this world, as I have, soaking in the knowledge and the riches that the elves, humans, and other races create. Aimlessly wandering for pleasure’s sake.”

She followed him through the treasure until he stopped before a small treasure box. It was unadorned but placed carefully atop a pedestal. The tiny hairs stood up on Iluxa’s arms and the back of her neck. There was ancient magic emanating from that simple box.

“Why do you want me?” asked Iluxa.

He opened the case and took out a luminous violet crystal. He held it out to her and Iluxa instinctively touched it.

She gasped as she felt everything. A hundred voices murmuring. No… a thousand. As though her head was a crowded theatre just before the show was meant to begin. Whispers and mutterings of men, women, elves, humans, merloks, and even stranger things. Inhuman minds and voices that burbled and trilled, but she understood them all the same. They were welcoming her.

Her fantasy of a crowded theatre took shape from the darkness until she was standing among hundreds of people, their faces shrouded in shadow. A fanfare of music quieted the murmuring voices.

The curtains parted on the stage and there stood the blond elf, now clad in imitation finery and wearing the crown of a stage actor playing the king. He bowed deeply and offered his hand to Iluxa.

“To be free I must be reborn,” said the elf. “To be reborn, I must take the fresh womb of an elf of your blood. Your ancestor placed you in this predicament, set these events in motion and linked me to you, and for that I offer my sympathy.”

“N-no,” she said, backing away from him. Her fingers separated from the crystal and the image of the phantasmic theatre disappeared. She was back in the treasure hold and the naked elf was holding the glowing crystal.

“I am afraid I must insist, Iluxa,” said the elf. “I have waited too long for this. I must be free. But you will learn to give yourself to me willingly. It might just take some… encouragement.”

“W-what do you mean?” Iluxa took a step away from him. She felt a warm throbbing in her loins as though his words had conjured desire, but she tried to deny it.

“You have felt yourself drawn to me,” said the elf, each word pulsing in Iluxa’s core. “All these years, searching for me as I have searched for you. You have felt a hunger, for I am The Hunger. The urge to pleasure and consume. As ancient as the first rumblings in the first stomach. The first lust in the loins of the first beast. I am not a god, but the gods were born from me. Your destiny linked to mine.”

“N-no,” gasped Iluxa, backing into something soft and yielding. Her body quivered with need. Her face hot with the flush of deepest desire.

Arms wrapped around Iluxa from behind. Soft to the touch. A slippery membrane of cool liquid against Iluxa’s bare flesh. She started and looked back, realizing she was being cradled against the more than ample bust of Lydia Floros.

“L-Lydia?” Iluxa looked back at her former rival and once lover. Lydia, somehow more beautiful than ever now transformed into a translucent version of herself made from jiggling slime.

“Yesssss, my sweet,” burbled Lydia, her voice changed. “You will be his bride, his queen. Your flesh and your mind will mingle in the most pleasurable ways with his.”

Lydia’s arms tightened against Iluxa’s pert breasts. Soft, slippery hands gathered and fondled Iluxa’s tits and slurped the pirate queen’s stiff nipples into a soft, suckling gelatin. The rhythmic sucking sent ripples of ecstasy through Iluxa’s body. She slumped back against Lydia’s soft breasts, surrendering to desire and offering her lips to the cool, slimy kiss of the voluptuous former captain.

“Ohhhhhhh, yessss,” moaned Iluxa, embracing Lydia as the beautiful pirate seemed almost to envelop her. They kissed and Lydia thrust her slimy tongue against Iluxa’s. A sweetness that seemed to melt into Iluxa’s mouth with each luscious smack of their lips.

Lydia’s gentle hands bore Iluxa down to a luxurious rug spread upon the floor of the treasure hold. Lydia kissed Iluxa and sucked at her lips, her neck, and more. The gelatinous softness of Lydia’s curvy body draped over Iluxa and it was as though a dozen tongues and sucking mouths began to pleasure Iluxa. Exploring her breasts. Sucking them and kissing them. Slimy tongues swirling against stiff nipples. Silky soft kisses pressing apart Iluxa’s legs.

“Lydia,” moaned Iluxa, caressing the gelatinous pirates voluptuous body. Feeling the yielding membrane of Lydia’s slimy new flesh. “Is it really you?”

“Yes,” purred Lydia, somehow speaking even as her face pressed between Iluxa’s thighs and a cool tongue thrust into Iluxa’s hot folds. “We are forever within The Hunger. Our minds, our beings, our intellect, and memory. He has chosen me to serve so I am granted this body. To pleasure you.”

“OOOOoooooo!” Iluxa arched atop the rug, thrusting the dripping peach of her cunt against the translucent face of her former rival. The slime girl’s tongue seemed to fill her like liquid filling a vessel. It rippled and thrust against every point of pleasure within Iluxa’s cunt.

Just as Iluxa felt her orgasm approaching, Lydia shifted. Her body rearranging so that her head and shoulders and arms became her lower half. So that they were pressed, cunt-to-cunt, legs intertwined. Both beautiful women bucking and thrusting together. The cool slipperiness of Lydia’s new body making the familiar act both more pleasurable and yet maddeningly without sufficient friction to make Iluxa cum.

“Do you remember? We did this once before, Iluxa. In the sweaty heat of a cheap room in the Cutthroat’s Refuge one morning after a long night of drinking.”

“I… I passed out in your arms,” moaned Iluxa, thrusting herself against Lydia and trying desperately to cum.

“You see,” murmured the pale elf, kneeling beside them. “She is still the woman you knew. I have perfected her. I have brought her peace.”

“Ohhhh, yes, I see,” moaned Iluxa, still afraid, but finally understanding The Hunger’s offer. “I know… know what you desire…”

It was hard for Iluxa to think as she was finally granted pleasure by her desperate thrusting. An orgasm pulsed through her and as it did the pale elf leaned down and planted a kiss on Iluxa’s lips. He was warm to the touch. His tongue real and eager for Iluxa’s kiss. His cock hard against her arm as he knelt beside her.

“Give yourself to me,” he panted hotly against her lips. “Give me the door so that I might fully enter this world.”

“Yessssss!” cried Iluxa, riding against Lydia’s bucking hips, grinding against Lydia’s slick cunt, and making the woman’s slimy, translucent body wobble like a dish of gelatin.

Lydia reformed again, holding Iluxa’s legs wide as the pale elf moved atop Iluxa. His eyes blazed with violet magic. His hands caressed Iluxa’s trembling body. She was afraid, confused, but willing.

“Will it hurt?” she asked.

“No, my sweet,” he murmured. “Of course not.”

He pressed a long, slender cock against Iluxa’s folds. It was well-formed and handsome like his muscular body, with the faintest tint of violet to his shaft darkening to purple at the tip. She sucked in a breath, Lydia holding her legs apart and somehow licking all of Iluxa’s toes at once.

The elf thrust into Iluxa’s body and ecstasy shot through Iluxa like a sizzling bolt of electricity from a clear blue sky. She howled with fresh pleasure, arching hard beneath him as he hilted inside her. He took her with intense strokes, gazing down into her eyes, making her pert breasts bounce to the rhythm of his thrusts. Lydia slithered beneath and around Iluxa, releasing her legs and reforming behind and beneath Iluxa’s head. She cradled Iluxa against the cool, soft pillows of her slimy breasts.

“Fuck, that’s good,” gasped Iluxa, smiling madly as she looked up at the elf. One orgasm pulsing and thumping into another. She could feel his climax approaching. See the swirling light in his eyes. “You’re… you’re going to cum?”

“Yes, I am close,” he said. “The moment of destiny… approaches.”

“Fill me,” she cried. “Quench my thirst. Satisfy… my hunger!”

“Ahhhhh!” The elf howled and the entire ship seemed to roar around them. An unearthly bellow that shook Iluxa down to her trembling core.

Suddenly, pain disfigured the pale elf’s beautiful face. He drew his cock out of Iluxa’s pussy and let loose with his orgasm. Glowing pearly spunk shot from his cock and splattered across Iluxa’s breasts. So bright it was almost blinding. The magical spunk drenched her tits and spattered her face and pooled on the hollow of her stomach.

“W-what’s wrong!?” cried Iluxa.

“You are not ready to receive my seed,” gasped the elf, his cock still stiff and rubbing against the dwindling glow of the spunk on Iluxa’s abdomen. “You are pregnant, Iluxa Demyr, and I cannot simply storm your womb by force. It must be free and ready for my seed.”

“Pregnant?” Iluxa and Lydia replied in unison.

“Yes,” said the elf, stroking Iluxa’s trembling body and pressing a kiss to her lips. “I will wait for you to be ready. You will stay with me and I will show you my plans for the future.”

His kiss deepened and Iluxa felt herself being drawn into the power of his mind. Their lips parted and their tongues mingled as their minds melted together in the heat of passion.

Iluxa saw The Hunger’s vision of his conquest.

She witnessed destruction and fear on an unimaginable scale. Humans, elves, orcs, goblins, and every other intelligent race being hunted and gathered and consumed. Reborn in slime as their minds joined the swirling collective of The Hunger’s consciousness. Cities, countries, and the entire continent of Aropa growing quiet. Translucent humanoids walking through the emptiness and living out curious imitations of their former lives. Ships sailing on placid seas, crewed by women with bodies of slime. An empire of silence where every mind could speak to every other mind across any distance. All connected. All of one singular body in many places and with many imitations of faces.

Iluxa snapped out of the vision screaming in terror. She was thrashing beneath the elf, knocking him aside and fighting desperately against Lydia’s slimy embrace.

“Let her go,” commanded The Hunger.

Lydia released Iluxa at once and Iluxa fled at once, running in a panic through the treasure and searching for the stairs that might lead her to the upper decks of the Vainglory. She had to get off the ship. She had to stop this evil thing from consuming the world.

When Iluxa finally made it to the upper deck, Lydia turned to her master and spoke to him without using an audible voice.

Why did you permit her to leave? She asked him.

She is afraid, he replied, his voice overpowering in Lydia’s mind. Now her only path to me is the path of fear. It must be complete. She must know there is no escape. Go to the other two prisoners. That merlok woman and the goblin.

“Winkle?” asked Lyda, using her voice.

“The one who fathered the child in her womb,” replied the elf, rising to his feet slowly. “No more excuses. No more delays. Eliminate them both.”
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All Aboard the Slime

Slime covered the walls, ceiling timbers, and the deck. The glistening mass created a translucent membrane across the cabin’s small window. It rippled and bubbled to the unseen rhythm of the Hunger. For all intents and purposes, they were trapped inside the slime entity that possessed the treasure ship Vainglory.

Within this slimy prison, ropes of living slime wrapped around Winkle, the goblin, and Mileena, the merlok. They were held in chairs, their naked bodies were being absently squeezed and stroked by the Hunger in the way a bored human might tap their fingers. A violet tendril rubbed beneath Winkle’s stiff goblin cock and made him whimper.

Beside him, Mileena was having her nipples slurped by mouth-tipped slime tentacles and wide, tongue-shaped tentacles squirmed between her thighs and between her firm buttocks. A long slime-tongue wrapped around Mileena’s futa cock and coiled along the shaft to pump like a compressing spring around her length.

“Mmmmnnnnn, ooooohhhh, yessss,” she moaned, writhing in the chair.

“Not good,” said Winkle. “Fight it, fish lady. We must fight it for Iluxa. You don’t want to be like others.”

“Shut up, you,” cried Mileena, casting a wild-eyed glance over at the goblin. “You don’t know what it’s like to be fucked by these magnificent… oooohhhh… by these… oohhhhh! I’m cumming!”

She gripped the arms of her chair and jerked her hips as one of the slimy tendrils beneath her began to thrust into her hairless cunt. The slime tongue pleasuring Mileena’s cock became a slimy mouth and began to suck her. Winkle tried not to watch, because the more he watched, the more he enjoyed the feeling of the slimy finger tickling the underside of his cock.

Mileena was still moaning, though looking a little ashamed of herself, as the door to their room opened with a slurp. A voluptuous feminine shape pressed through the curtain of slime. Her features became familiar to Winkle.

“Captain Lydia! You come to finish us off?” He knew Lydia was a rival to Iluxa, but had the busty pirate queen really fallen so far that she would off Iluxa’s cabin boy?

“Yes, it is me,” said Lydia, her jellified hips swaying from side to side as she sauntered over to Winkle. “The Hunger sent me here personally to deal with you. He has decided your fates.”

“Set free?” asked Winkle hopefully, his little green cock bouncing as he tried to wiggle free of the slime tentacle stroking beneath the crown of his goblin cock.

“In some sense, I suppose,” said Lydia. “You see, neither of you serves any purpose in Our divine plan. You are relics of the past of flesh. We are entering the new age of glorious liquid. But it need not be a painful end. I will give you pleasure until the last moment of your lives.”

The finger of slime tickling the underside of Winkle’s cock transformed into a pair of lips that engulfed his tip. The slime mouth began to hungrily suckle his cock as a delicate slime hand began to pump the length of his shaft. At a gesture from Lydia, Mileena was lifted from her chair and dropped onto her back on the slimy floor. Lydia stepped over her as Mileena bucked and writhed as she was pleasured by tentacles.

“I’ve never felt the cock of a merlok woman,” purred the transformed pirate queen. “I’ve been told it is even better than the males. And they are delightful.”

Lydia squatted above Mileena’s cock and grasped the pink length in one translucent hand. She squatted lower, letting her dripping, slimy cunt brush against Mileena’s tip. The gray-skinned merlok woman whimpered with pleasure and tried desperately to thrust through Lydia’s fingers and into ther slime cunt.

Winkle found it hard to look away from the raunchy sight. As the slimy pussy grazed against Mileena’s straining tip, Winkle tried to fight the rising pleasure in his own cock and tried not to watch what Lydia was doing. It was hard for poor Winkle. He really wanted to see Mileena fuck that huge-breasted slime slut.

“Fight it,” cried Winkle. “For Iluxa! We must fight it!”

“Oh, she will be safe,” laughed Lydia. “The Hunger needs her alive! The two of you are, unfortunately, disposable. So enjoy this while you can. I am doing this as a favor to a fellow captain.”

Lydia smirked and lowered her gooey quim onto the slick, twitching length of Mileena’s cock. The bound merlok beauty cried out, finally able to thrust forward and bury her full length inside Lydia. Winkle could not only see the blurry shape of Mileena’s cock inside Lydia, he could also see the way Lydia’s inner walls squeezed and rippled around Mileena’s futa flesh.

“OOooooooOoooo!” The merlok sang as Lydia laughed and began to ride atop Mileena’s cock. “It’s too good! Winkle! She is… she is sucking me with her… with her body!”

“Mmmmmm! Yes! I want every drop! Give me your cum, merlok! Fill my glistening goo-trap! Pour your lust into me!” Lydia’s huge breasts bounced and splatted against her bucking body. Her big, slimy ass rose and fell and her fleshy slime cunt slurped and smacked atop Mileena’s cock like a hungry mouth.

“Don’t do it!” cried Winkle, although it was hard to make the argument himself when he was so close to cumming in the slurping mouth of the tentacle pleasuring his cock.

“Cum inside me and I will melt you,” cried Lydia, riding faster atop Mileena. “The ecstasy will be like no other! Your final pleasure as a merlok before you are absorbed. Before you become one with me! Cum! CUMMM!”

“Ahhhhh! YESSS!” cried Mileena, bucking desperately beneath Lydia. “Absorb me! I do not care! It feels so good! AAAHH!”

Winkle could see Mileena’s cock throbbing and erupting inside Lydia. Milky spurts of spunk reached up into Lydia’s slime body where they swirled like wisps of smoke before disappearing. Lydia rode hard atop Mileena, draining the beautiful merlok’s load and continuing to bounce and ride.

“Fight it!” cried Winkle, still resisting the exquisite slime suckjob he was getting.

“It’s too late for her,” laughed Lydia. “She is lost to pleasure. I will take my time, draining her merlok seed before I absorb her into my body. Then she will be reborn as one of His servants. I am his favorite.”

“But… but what about Iluxa?” gasped Winkle, trying not to thrust into the slurping mouth engulfing his cock. His pleasure was rising. His body nearing the brink of an orgasm.

His question gave Lydia pause. She slowed in her ride atop Mileena and Mileena began to whine and buck madly, causing Lydia’s slime body to ripple like the surface of a pond.

“She is only a tool,” said Lydia, a hint of annoyance in her voice. “Once the child inside her is gone, master will impregnate her. She will give birth to the doom of all flesh and the Hunger will rule this world.”

“What do you mean ‘the child’?” Winkle was startled by the revelation. “What child this?”

“The half-goblin inside her,” said Lydia. “I felt it through my master. You are the child’s father, Winkle.”

“Me? Father?” He beamed with pride, which was slightly undermined by the loud slurping of the slime mouth on his cock.

“Yes,” cried Lydia, resuming her cruel ride atop Mileena. The merlok was grabbing at Lydia’s plush curves, her fingers sinking into the slime as Mileena desperate thrust her futa cock into Lydia. Mileena suddenly got the better of Lydia, managing to roll the slime over onto her back on the slime-covered floor.

“Father,” murmured Winkle, lost in thought. The idea that he had sired a half-goblin/half-elf with Iluxa was a dream come true. He always wanted to be a father. He just never imagined his beautiful, blue-skinned captain would be the mother of his offspring. He thought it would have been some goblin tavern wench or maybe a big, soft human farm girl when he retired from being a pirate.

Winkle imagined the possibility of being a father, and realized what would likely happen to any children birthed by Iluxa. It would be a gruesome end for the unwanted offspring. An end that Winkle had to prevent.

“Yesss, take my cock,” moaned Mileena.

Although the merlok now had the upper hand, she was only using it to get more of Lydia’s sweet slimy cunt. The merlok had climbed atop Lydia, thrusting between her jiggling thighs to bury her futa fuckmeat deep in Lydia’s pussy.

“Yes! Fuck me!” cried Lydia. “Oh, it feels so good! Merlok cock is better than human! Fill me again! Breed me! I want your seed to claim me! Then I will absorb you!”

Mileena seemed to like this twisted arrangement. She grabbed two handfuls of Lydia’s massive slime tits and began furiously thrusting into Lydia’s gelatinous body. The wet slap of flesh and the two women moaning finally drew Winkle out of his reverie. He watched as Mileena pounded desperately into Lydia’s cunt. Hilting again and again. Arching her entire gray body between Lydia’s thighs as she howled and let loose torrents of her spunk.

“Yesss!” wailed Lydia. “I feel it inside me! Fertilize me! Breed my slimy core!”

The sight of fresh spunk jetting into Lydia’s depths and possibly fertilizing her purple ovum was more than Winkle could stand. Pleasure throbbed in his bollocks and rushed up the length of his straining pinkish green cock.

He gasped and jerked and felt the intense waves of pleasure grip his hardness. He let loose his cum deep in the gurgling throat of the slime mouth that was sucking him. He could see through it as easily as he saw into Lydia. Spurt after spurt of his goblin spunk poured into the tentacle, turning it a milky violet color as he succumbed to pleasure. He gripped the arms of the chair tightly, trying to picture Iluxa with a wee goblin pup in her arms and breasts big and milky.

“Won’t… take me,” moaned Winkle, pumping his load out into the slime tentacle.

“Take meeee!” cried Mileena, throwing herself atop Lydia. The curvy slime captain wrapped her arms around Mileena and began to draw the merlok into her body.

“That’s it,” gasped Lydia. “You can cum until you are absorbed. Keep fucking me. Lydia will keep you safe inside her.”

Winkle felt the last tremors of his orgasm ripple down his shaft. His pleasure was spent and clarity returned to him. He knew he had to say or do something, not just to save Mileena but to save his unborn pup and save Iluxa from a fate worse than death.

“Captain Lydia, wait,” cried Winkle as Mileena continued to sink into Lydia’s body. “When Hunger has Iluxa, when he claims womb, what he gonna do with you? What happens to you?”

“Well, I’ll be free to, um, serve him…”

Her words trailed off as she seemed to ponder what he was saying.

“And what if you pregnant with merlok?” gasped Winkle as the slime mouth resumed sucking on his overly sensitive cock. “You think he let the baby be born? No! He do to it the same thing he do to Winkle’s baby with Iluxa. He not want flesh, like you said. He only wants slime.”

“My baby?” gasped Lydia.

“Mmmmmmmmphhhh!” moaned Mileena, still thrusting atop Lydia even though half her body was submerged in Lydia’s slimy shape. She was spurting out more milky ribbons of cum into Lydia’s jiggling body when suddenly Lydia thrust her out. Mileena was flung from the slime and onto her back, bouncing hard, cock twitching and drooling cum down its shaft. Mileena sat up, eyes wide and confused. “Please, don’t make me stop! I want more! I want to pleasure you forever! I want to be absorbed!”

Mileena crawled to Lydia, but the voluptuous slime woman was rising to her feet. The last traces of Mileena’s cum were dissipating inside Lydia. She turned to Winkle and ignored Mileena.

“You are right, little one,” said Lydia. “The Hunger loathes the living flesh. They are usurpers to his power. Their very presence denies him complete control over this world. But once he is fully reborn, he will be an unstoppable god, and all flesh will be consumed. He won’t admit this to Iluxa, but I know it to be true. I am part of him.”

“But you still Lydia,” said Winkle. “You think like Lydia. You do what you want. So let us go. I stop Hunger from eating baby and Iluxa. Then you have baby too.”

It was difficult for Winkle to read the expressions on Lydia’s translucent face, but it seemed to him that the former captain was at war with herself. Her facial features twisted and distorted. They formed into a mask of anger, then an expression that might have been motherly love.

“I protect you,” said Winkle. “I protect all the babies. You go, Lydia. I make things right.”

Lydia dropped to her knees with a splat of slime, her body jiggling like an aspic delight. A great sadness seemed to darken her slime and she lowered her head. The tentacle released Winkle’s cock and slithered away from his naked body. He hopped down from the chair and hurried to Mileena’s side.

The merlok woman seemed to at last be coming out of her lusty delirium. He slid his hands beneath her arms and lifted her to her feet. She stood unsteadily over him.

“Th-thank you,” she said, forcing a smile.

“Go,” burbled Lydia sadly. “Go now, before he knows what you are doing. There is not much time. I am hiding this from him, but he knows something is happening. GO!”

The slime began to retreat from the ceiling and floor. The doorway stood open. Winkle clasped Mileena’s hand and ran with the merlok beauty for the door. He stopped in the doorway and turned back to Lydia.

“What happen to you when he finds out?” asked Winkle.

“Pain,” moaned Lydia.

Winkle couldn’t tell if she was answering him or describing what was already happening to her body. She rippled and quivered as if her liquid surface was roiled by violence. Winkle did not know what he could do to help Lydia, but he knew what might help Iluxa. He turned, grasped Mileena’s hand, and ran for the topside of the ship.

Lydia let out an unearthly howl from the depths of the ship. Winkle was not sure exactly what was happening to the woman, but he heard a porthole flung open and a loud splash as though Lydia had fled into the sea.

“What will happen to her?” asked Mileena.

“I not know,” said Winkle, his little brow furrowing. “But I have to save Iluxa and that is maybe only thing can help Lydia.”

“Ohhhhh,” moaned Mileena, looking sick with worry herself. “If I truly made a baby with her… you must save it, Winkle.”

“Winkle save it! Winkle hero!” The little goblin just had to figure out how he was going to reach Iluxa. Then he would figure out the smaller matter of how to defeat a godlike slime creature.
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A Drop in the Ocean

Iluxa ran across the deck of a ship completely infested with living, pulsating slime. The planks beneath her feet bulged. The masts throbbed. Even the sails lay heavy and dripped with the loathsome mucus of the all-devouring Hunger like the jaws of some slavering beast.

She tripped over a misaligned plank and nearly toppled over. Her naked blue skin and white hair both seemed to glow in the moonlight. She didn’t have much of a plan. She knew she had to get off Vainglory. Her hand stroked her abdomen. She had to save the baby inside her. She steadied herself as the ship seemed to writhe beneath her with the anger of the slimy entity controlling Vainglory.

There! Across the deck, she could see masts rising from the ocean. Hope blossomed within her. Lashed to the side of the massive treasure ship lay her own smaller ship. Dark Queen. Her sails lowered, her deck damaged as if from a battle, but otherwise intact. It would be a difficult thing to pilot her without a crew, but Iluxa had done crazier things in her time as a pirate. And she didn’t have a baby growing in her belly to protect.

Escape was possible!

Iluxa raced across the deck, leaping over planks that heaved with slime. Vainglory’s gelatinous infestation did not seem to be trying to stop her, but it was angry all the same. Violet slime spurted out from between cracks. Thick, gooey tendrils thrashed and curled upon the deck. She was afraid that this mindless rage might squeeze her to a pulp if it managed to catch her in one of its random slimy eruptions.

Panting, her naked body glistening with sweat, Iluxa at last reached the far side of the deck and pressed against the railing. It was a long drop down to Dark Queen. But whatever fear she felt was nothing compared to the instinct to protect the baby growing inside her. She was about to climb onto the railing to jump when the deck itself burst open and a slimy figure rose from the ship’s innards.

The slime-shape of the elf carried inside it the glowing crystal that The Hunger had offered to her before. His body resolved and became opaque. The crystal emerged from his body and into the palm of his hand. He was beautiful in a terrifying way.

“You cannot leave me, Iluxa. Even if you travel across the seas, I will follow.” He said, stepping closer, tentacles rising from beneath the deck around her. “Take the crystal from me. Hold it close and you will have unimaginable power. I will grant you this life, Iluxa. I will rule this world with you as my queen. Forget the thing in your belly. Forget the doubts your old companions might whisper in your ear. It is your destiny to usher in a new age by my side.”

“N-no,” said Iluxa, backing away a step. “No. You’re not offering me power. You’re offering me madness and slavery as you destroy the world.”

One of the tentacles rising from beneath the planks knocked loose an object that had been sitting on the deck. A rust-speckled sword rolled towards Iluxa and thumped against the side of her foot. She scooped it up and swung it wildly, knocking aside the crystal and sending it skittering across the uneven deck.

The Hunger’s eyes widened with anger.

“You are a foolish girl, but you will come to appreciate the role you are to play in the birth of a new world.”

With the slightest twitch of the elf’s head, the tentacles rising from beneath the deck shot out at Iluxa. They knocked the sword from her hands and wrapped around her arms, her waist, and her long legs. Slithering over Iluxa’s sensitive flesh. Binding her slender limbs.

The tentacles lifted her from the deck. They climbed over her body and left glistening trails. Five tentacles. Ten. Engulfing and tightening around her arms. Spreading Iluxa’s legs wide to expose the blue folds of her cunt as they lifted her above the deck like some offering to the gods above.

“Do not fight it, Iluxa Demyr,” said the elf, watching Iluxa being lifted into the air and fondled by the countless slimy tentacles. “Pleasure is the gift I give you. Pleasure will drive you back into my arms.”

“Never!” Iluxa twisted her neck trying to keep the tentacles out of her mouth. “I will never surrender to the likes of yyOMMMMPPHH!”

Her words were cut off by a phallic purple tentacle thrusting between her lips and stuffing itself down Iluxa’s throat. She tried to gag, but the soft substance plunging down her throat would not even allow her to choke. She gurgled helplessly as tentacles rubbed at her back passage, wrapped around and squeezed her breasts, and teased open the delicate folds of her cunt.

“Yes, that’s it,” laughed the elf. “The pleasure is only just beginning, my dear. You will soon know me by the feel of my limitless body inside your mere mortal flesh.”

She bucked and struggled in the tentacles’ embrace, but it was a hopeless fight. The tentacles plunged into the warm depths of her cunt, stretching her wide and pumping slimy flesh against the hot walls of her cunt. The cool slime invaded her ass with one tentacle. Two more followed, pumping in and out of her stretched ring and seeming to fill her with the cool, slithering slime.

“MMmmnnnggg,” moaned Iluxa, tears tracking down her face as her body was plundered with pleasure. The ecstasy followed the violation. An orgasm shuddering through her and cum dripping from her folds to trickled down the invading tentacle.

“Your despair is a sweet appetizer for my main course,” laughed the Hunger. “Refuse me and it will be all you know from here on out.”

She thrashed against the tentacles, although she was not even sure any longer if she was resisting or fucking back against the invading tendrils.

The Hunger trailed fingers over her hip and gave her bottom a squeeze.

“Mmmmm,” he purred, watching her holes being filled with thrusting, slimy tentacles. “No more escapes. No more regrets. Only the cool thrust of my tentacles. The eager suck of gelatinous mouths upon your nipples. The spurt of slimy seed down your throat. That’s right, my dear, your fight is over. Your body and soul belong to me.”

The tentacles seemed to grow to fill the inside of Iluxa’s body. They thrust ominously at her womb, beating at her cervix. Slimy cum jetted into her depths again and again. It pumped deep into her bowels. She could feel the weight of it sloshing in her abdomen.

Iluxa could only gurgle helplessly around the tentacle thrusting deep into her throat. Her tongue worked against the slimy underside. Her throat swallowed against the twitching tip of the tentacle. Another wave of pleasure was forced from her body, her holes clutching at the invading tentacles. Warm, monstrous spunk gushed into her pussy, her ass, and filled her throat down to her stomach. There was no escaping it and her eyes rolled as she succumbed to the pleasure.

Orgasm after orgasm wracked Iluxa’s body. Her mind was adrift on the tempest of her pleasure. Her arms and legs went limp in the embrace of the tentacles. Pulled and twisted and spread wide for more of the slithering tentacles to work their way inside her body. She was a gurgling ragdoll for their tireless assault of pleasure.

The Hunger was so enjoying the sight of the meddlesome dark elf being defiled that he did not notice the merlok and the goblin approaching him from either side. Mileena and Winkle leaped at the Hunger, grabbing him around the waist and by the shoulders.

“Hmmm?” The Hunger looked around in surprise as he was dragged down to the deck.

“You not hurt baby!” shouted Winkle. “That my baby in mistress!”

Winkle beat his fists against the Hunger’s handsome face. Mileena howled with her own anger at the terrible things that the slime god had done to the merloks. She kicked and beat against the elf.

“You dare to oppose me?” The Hunger ignored Winkle’s and Mileena’s attacks, his pale face indenting and then popping back into shape with each blow of Winkle’s little green fists. “Stupid creatures! Your ends might have been pleasurable, but you will suffer for your insolence!”

The Hunger lashed out at Mileena and sent her flying across the deck. She struck a mast and slumped to the ground unconscious. He turned to Winkle, ignoring the flurry of punches from the furious goblin. The pale elf reached past Winkle’s flailing arms and wrapped a hand around the goblin’s scrawny neck.

“That is enough of that, you irritating flea,” snarled the Hunger, rising from the deck.

“Let go!” shouted Winkle, kicking desperately at the Hunger’s arm. “You not hurt mistress anymore! You not hurt baby inside GGGRRKK!”

The Hunger’s hand tightened on Winkle’s throat. He lifted Winkle off the ground by his neck, staring him in the eyes.

“You… I will not end so easily,” growled the Hunger. “For denying me Iluxa’s womb, temporarily, and polluting my bride with your filth, I will spend eternity torturing you.”

The storm of pleasure engulfing Iluxa seemed to recede. The tentacles slid from within her tortured holes and let her slip out of their embrace. She fell to the deck, gasping, just in time to see the tentacles turn their cruel attention on Winkle. Tentacle cum poured from her pussy and ass and pooled beneath her knees. She spit tentacle spunk from her mouth and wiped her chin.

Although her mind had been assailed by the torturous pleasures of the tentacles, she had heard what was being said even as she was wracked with ecstasy. Was Winkle truly the father of her child? How did he know?

She had to act as if this was the truth. She could not allow the Hunger to torture him to the same madness she had experienced.

She searched the deck around her. She saw the sword stuck into a mast, but she knew chopping off a few tentacles would hardly even get the Hunger’s attention. She needed something bigger. Something more potent.

And Iluxa saw it glowing faintly next to an iron grate that led to the ship’s hold. The crystal that contained the magical essence of the Hunger and bound him to Vainglory. The one that could bind Iluxa to him or grant her almost limitless power over the creature. The source of his entire evil endeavor.

While he was distracted by his fury, Iluxa got to her hands and knees and crawled across the deck. The moment her fingers brushed against the crystal she felt it again. A wave of foreboding followed by a dizzying array of images.

She saw the world as it fell to the Hunger. She saw cities consumed and countless armies kneeling before the conquering slime. Humans, elves, orcs, and all other sentient species bowing before him. But the Hunger was merciless. He did not just conquer, he consumed, and soon the whole world would be remade in his image.

Iluxa felt the seductive call of such premonitions. The promise of pleasure and almost limitless power. She knew all too well the ecstasy that the slime could grant her. She had felt it firsthand. What if she wielded it too? What if she were the one to wear the crown and command the slimy tentacles to capture her foes and pleasure them until their minds broke.

It was as if a seductive voice was whispering in Iluxa’s ear and telling her she could rule the world herself. If only she gave in to that feeling in the pit of her stomach.

That insatiable hunger.

A familiar voice called her back from the edge of surrender to the crystal’s dark promise. Back to a reality where saving her friends was far more important to her than getting revenge on her foes.

“Mmmm! Love Iluxa... mmmmMPMMM!”

“Winkle,” gasped Iluxa, looking back over her shoulder to see the poor goblin suspended in the air, his naked green body being tickled, squeezed, and spanked by tentacles. One tentacle gagged him. Another wrapped around the root of his bollocks and seemed to cause him agony by squeezing and tugging at them.

“Ha ha! You will never escape this suffering, goblin!” The Hunger stood with his hands on his slender elven hips, gloating over the pain of Winkle. He was so focused on Winkle’s downfall that he still had not noticed Iluxa’s escape, nor her return.

But she was right behind him. And she was holding the crystalline essence of the Hunger in her hand.

“Hey, you psychotic freak,” said Iluxa, finally forcing him to turn around.

“Hmmm?” He looked at her and it took a moment for him to register what she was holding in her hand. “How dare you!? Give me that back!”

He lunged for the crystal, but Iluxa danced out of reach. She retreated across the deck, goading the Hunger along with her. She could see the tentacles slowly lowering Winkle back to the deck. She could sense them bulging out of nearby planks as the Hunger prepared to attack her.

“Go ahead and try,” she said and held her hand over the railing. The sea churned beneath them, foaming as waves beat against the wallowing hull of Vainglory.

“No!” shouted the Hunger. “Don’t you dare! Do you not see what power you can have by my side?”

“I’ve heard enough of your megalomaniacal fantasies. You’ve done enough evil in this world. Hurt enough people I care about. But it’s done. It’s over. You won’t hurt me or any of my friends again.” She put one hand on her abdomen. “And you definitely won’t be hurting my baby.”

“We shall say about that—NO!”

He screamed and lunged for her as she tossed the crystal over her shoulder. Tentacles spurted from Vainglory, blindly reaching out to grab it.

There was a bright flash of light the moment the crystal struck the water’s surface. A flare so bright that it easily penetrated Iluxa’s eyelids. She had a moment to cry out in fear and then she was enveloped by nothingness.
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Liberated or Enslaved

The ocean’s surface was as smooth and translucent as a bottle’s glass. The waves were frozen in place. Gentle ridges rounded at their tops that were easy for Iluxa to climb with her bare feet. She could see fish frozen in place beneath the waves. Deep down, leviathans lurked in the abyss, their bodies as big as a galleon and their eyes the size of cannonballs. They did not move. Did not stir as Iluxa climbed from one frozen wave to the next.

Even the gulls and clouds above her were motionless. There was no ship. No shore. Iluxa was utterly and completely alone walking a sea without life.

“What is this?” she called, her voice echoing as if in a cave. “What happened?”

A humanoid shape rose from the waves. It was as translucent as water but resolved to the familiar shape of an elf.

The Hunger.

“This is your doing,” said Iluxa, pointing a finger at the godlike entity.

“On the contrary,” said the Hunger, sounding almost sad, “this is your doing, Iluxa Demyr. My evil plan has been thwarted and my power banished back into the ageless seas. But for defeating a monster, a queen of the seas deserves her heart’s desire.”

“What do you mean?” asked Iluxa.

The Hunger raised his hands, palms up, and the frozen sea began to quiver and vibrate beneath Iluxa’s bare feet. Dark shapes moved beneath the surface of the water. Big and getting bigger. The leviathans? No, she could see those still frozen beneath the waves. The dark shapes burst through the surface all around Iluxa, one after another.

Black, slimy wood encrusted with barnacles. Ancient cannons turned to pitted rust. Broken pottery and corroded coins. And gold. Spilling like fish scales from the yawning, broken corpses of a hundred shipwrecks. Sunken treasures rose to the surface and floated all around her. A trick of necromancy. The great graveyard of the sea giving up its dead for Iluxa.

“This and more,” said the Hunger, sinking back beneath the sea. “All yours, Iluxa Demyr. It is your turn to rule the seas.”

The motion of the waves resumed suddenly and Iluxa was drawn beneath the surface. She fell into the depths as if there was a fortune in gold in her pockets and she gurgled helplessly as the leviathans began to stir.

She awoke coughing, although there was no seawater in her lungs. She was on the deck of a ship, looking up at a clear blue sky. Her body damp with sweat and a small green hand pressing down against her chest.

“You alright,” said a familiar voice. “You not drowning. You sound like you were drowning but you not drowning. You alright. Baby alright.”

“Baby?” Iluxa blinked and it all came flooding back. Winkle’s child was in her belly. Her goblin cabin boy was kneeling beside her, gently holding her down so she did not try to throw herself into the sea.

Iluxa was naked, glistening with slime from the slimy tentacles that had embraced her just before she had thrown the crystal overboard. She pushed herself into a sitting position, her plump blue breasts dangling heavily as she pushed Winkle’s hand away.

“You can stop trying to push me back down. I’m alright, you said it yourself. You—”

“You alright!” Winkle cried, throwing his arms around Iluxa’s neck and hugging her tightly. She tried to pretend not to notice his stiff goblin cock poking against her side. She finally managed to push him away and pulled herself to her feet, remembering that she was aboard Vainglory. The very ship she had sought with every hope in her body. It was now hers. It was a treasure ship the likes of which no pirate or merchant had seen.

Despite her fell dreams and her misgivings, Iluxa could not help but smile at the ultimate victory she had won. With her hands on her hips, she slowly turned, surveying the battered, but otherwise intact Vainglory. It would make a fine ship. All she needed was a crew.

Her gaze settled on Mileena. The merlok was leaning against the taffrail, staring blankly out at the sea. Ignoring Winkle, who was still trying to hug Iluxa’s legs and bury his face between them, Iluxa strode across the deck towards the merlok woman. Mileena turned as Iluxa approached. Sadness was etched in the merlok’s beautiful, elfin features.

“Mileena,” said Iluxa, joining her at the railing, “why do you look so sad? We have won!”

“Have we?” Mileena frowned. “I am glad you survived, Iluxa, but what is the point? It does not change anything.”

Iluxa did not understand. She raised her hand to gesture and froze, staring down at her fingers. She had raised her mechanical hand. The one that had grasped the crystal and thrown it into the sea. Only now the mechanical joints and gears of Iluxa’s hand were composed of the same faintly luminous violet crystalline substance as what she had just disposed of in the sea.

“The evil is not gone at all,” said Mileena, smiling sadly. “You carry the heart of the Hunger as a part of you now.”

Iluxa flexed her crystalline fingers, fascinated that she was able to feel through the crystal almost as if it were flesh and blood. She was so focused on her strange appendage that she did not hear Lydia approaching.

“You have his power,” said Lydia, her words quivering slightly as they vibrated through her new slimy body. “I can feel it. You control the Vainglory along with every slime that survived the destruction of the Hunger.”

“How many is that?”

Lydia moved closer, sliding without lifting her feet from the deck. She put a slimy hand upon Iluxa’s crystalline hand.

“Only I remain, Iluxa. The others were absorbed into the Hunger. When you destroyed him, there was nothing to guide them, no compelling sentience. Some flowed back into the slime that infests this ship, but most simply drained away. But because I felt remorse – and I resisted him – I endure in this half existence.” Lydia’s beautiful, translucent face formed a smile. “Show us, Iluxa. Use the power you have claimed as your own.”

Winkle grinned expectantly at Iluxa and Mileena looked on with worry. The infamous pirate queen closed her eyes and felt the strange thrum of the ship’s deck beneath her feet. It was not at all like trying to captain a ship. It was more like riding a horse. The ship was alive, or at least the slime soaked into its wood was alive and responded to Iluxa’s mind like a stirring beast.

She willed it forward, the sails unfurling and the rudder turning in the water. The sails billowed and caught the tropical wind and the huge galleon surged into motion. It moved with incredible speed and Iluxa found she had more control over that speed than seemed possible by simply trimming the sails or adjusting their angle.

“Wow! You do all this?” marveled Winkle, looking around at the ship that had come to life without a crew.

“I am doing it,” laughed Iluxa, feeling a rush of power. “I can feel every plank in the hull. Every knot in the rigging. It’s like… Vainglory is a part of me. So full of treasure and yet there is so much more to find.”

“You do not get it at all,” said Mileena bitterly. “I nearly suffered a fate worse than death. Your crew was absorbed into the slime. Many have suffered in your quest for this ship. You never understood the cost.”

“My reward,” said Iluxa, understanding at last. “To gorge on treasure at the cost of the few of my companions that have survived.”

“Along with many more lives in the ships you would take and maybe your soul,” said Mileena. “Or you could stop this pointless hunt for treasure now. Streer us towards the nearest port and lay anchor there. Never stalk the seas again.”

“Your point is made,” said Iluxa, folding her arms across her bare breasts. “The ship is sailing for Cutthroat’s Refuge, but we are two days out. Plenty of time for me to consider what you have said.”

Iluxa wished she could comfort Mileena. As if sensing her thoughts, Lydia slid across the deck and draped a slimy arm across Mileena’s shoulders.

“My queen understands you completely,” said Lydia. “She knows you have been abused. She will not let it happen again and will do anything possible to make it up to you.”

“Really?” asked Mileena, searching the translucent face of the slime woman for the truth.

“Truly,” said Lydia, caressing Mileena’s cheek. The two kissed and Lydia’s glistening hands began to stroke and fondle Mileena’s soft breasts. The slime slithered down Mileena’s body, kissing the whole way and eliciting soft gasps as Mileena pushed herself against the railing. Her cock was rising to full mast. By the time Lydia’s kisses reached that merlok cock, it was completely erect.

“Oohhhhhh, yesss,” moaned Mileena, cradling Lydia’s head as Mileena’s cock slid into the translucent depths of Lydia’s throat. The voluptuous slime girl took the merlok meat effortlessly. Her entire body jiggled and her throat let out a bubbling gurgle as she slurped and popped her wet lips on Mileena’s straining cock.

Iluxa could not look away. She watched Lydia heft her translucent breasts and cradled Mileena’s cock, stroking and wanking it with her tits only to take it back into her gooey throat. Mileena was clearly in heaven, sawing her cock in and out of the slime girl’s luscious mouth and making Lydia’s entire body wobble and ripple.

“This very sexy,” said Winkle, reaching a hand out to take Iluxa’s hand. She smiled down at the sweet gesture and then winkle brought her hand to his stiff cock.

“Oh, you little beast,” said Iluxa, but she laughed as she said it and wrapped her fingers around her loyal goblin’s bumpy prick. “I think I owe you for saving me earlier.”

Iluxa was surprised to be drawn into the goblin’s arms. He was surprisingly strong and when she was kneeling with him upon the gently swaying deck, they seemed almost the same height. She embraced him, not as her sex toy or her cabin boy, but as the man (or goblin) who saved her life more than once in her long journey. His bony hands roamed over Iluxa’s pert curves. He planted a thin-lipped kiss on her lips and his tongue slithered into her mouth.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, not resisting him. Their tongues twining and their mouths melting together, their naked bodies pressed tight. Beside them, Lydia and Mileena were locked in gelatinous pleasure. A steady slap of merlok flesh on quivering slime.

Iluxa had long harbored feelings for Winkle. Feeling that had grown over her recent ordeal and had blossomed into genuine attraction.

“Oh, Winkle,” she moaned, kissing him again with even greater passion. He pressed atop her, kissing his way to her heaving breasts, and lapping at her nipples. He looked up at her with his beady eyes sparkling adoringly as he squeezed her tits with both hands and suckled at her straining buds. Iluxa cried out, arching beneath him, parting her thighs for his scrawny body.

Winkle took the invitation, moving between her creamy blue legs and pressing the head of his bumpy cock to the slick entrance of Iluxa’s elf pussy.

“Captain,” he said. “Iluxa. Me love you. Me put babies into you. So many babies. Ohhhhh…”

“Yessss!” moaned Iluxa, throwing back her head and feeling the goblin’s surprisingly large cock slide into her hot cove. She was eager for him and he thrust to the hilt into her steamy pussy. His hard little stones pressing against her ass. His scrawny hips working feverishly as he fucked his cock in and out of her with the rampant lust of a goblin.

“Slower,” moaned Iluxa, her hands holding to his skinny hips. “Savor this. I want to cum with you, Winkle.”

“Yes, I cum with Iluxa,” he agreed, stretching atop her and pressing another kiss to her lips. She murmured beneath him, kissing him back, passionate in her feelings for the goblin. Her most faithful companion. Her greatest lover. And now the father of the baby inside her.

The thought made Iluxa tighten her legs around Winkle, drawing his thrusting cock deeper into her slick pussy. He had slowed his movements, but a goblin could only resist his rutting instinct for so long. His thrusts gained speed and urgency. He panted like an excited dog atop her, his tongue hanging from his mouth as he pounded his green cock into her pussy.

Iluxa felt her pleasure rising. Tightening around his thrusting cock. Squeezing and massaging his length with each excited stroke until she felt a great upwelling of ecstasy.

“I’m so close,” she cried, working her hips beneath him and drawing him deeper with her legs.

“Yes! Winkle cum! Will fill captain!”

She silenced his raspy voice with another kiss. Adoring him with her tongue in his mouth for once. He cried out in surprise, burying his full length inside her. He was as hard as steel. Throbbing with his pleasure. Iluxa could withstand no more. She cried out against his lips, her whole body clutching against him and her muscles shaking with the intensity of the orgasm that rippled up from her core.

Winkle moaned, humping hard and thrusting deep, unleashing a rapid pumping, spurting orgasm that drenched Iluxa’s womb in a hot coating of fresh goblin spunk. Her orgasmic spasms milked his spurting cock.

As Winkle was basting Iluxa’s womb in a hot torrent of spunk, Mileena was letting loose deep inside the gooey ass of Lydia. The translucent slime captain was wobbling and slapping as she rode up and down, her ass splatting against Mileena’s glistening hips with each downward stroke. The merlok’s fat cock let loose with a geyser of milky spunk that flowed upwards into Lydia’s translucent body. The load of merlok cum quickly swirling into Lydia, making her loins opaque with the spreading cloud of sperm. Slime girl and merlok howled with mutual pleasure, an aria that seemed intended to accompany the mutual climax of Iluxa and Winkle.

Goblin, elf, merlok, and slime girl collapsed into a great, sweaty pile beside each other. Four souls sated and triumphant after a deadly encounter with a godlike and otherworldly entity.

Iluxa could feel the ship around her almost like a part of her body. She was connected to Vainglory and its treasure so long as she had that pulsating violet crystal for an arm. She caressed Winkle with it, stroking his chest as he looked over at her and smiled.

“Where we go now, captain?” asked the goblin.

“Cutthroat’s Refuge,” said Iluxa, letting her crystalline fingers walk down Winkle’s abdomen and gently grasping his cock. “After that? I haven’t decided yet. The world is ours to see.”

She rolled onto her side, smiling at the goblin as she leaned over him and took his wilting cock into her mouth.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned appreciatively as she began to suck.
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The Curse of the Harlot Knight

Sophie Almodóvar had spent most of her adult life trying to escape a curse that compelled her to act foolishly. But she had heard of another woman, a dark elf, who had supposedly faced an inescapable curse and escaped with her life. Iluxa Demyr found everything she could have ever dreamed of on the treasure ship Vainglory but had turned away from a life of piracy and power and disappeared into legend.

Or so the story went. Such tales tended to be exaggerated and this particular tale was over twenty years old. Despite her doubts, Sophie had tracked fresh rumors of the former pirate queen and her mysterious ship to the eastern coast of Trentino. It was a minor diversion from her journey to Vithe and one worth taking if it could provide her with some insight on how to escape her own curse.

In the picturesque town of Salemno, with its orange clay rooftops and houses perched upon the seaside cliffs, Sophie followed those rumors of the Dark Queen of the Seas to a tavern. The dockside tavern was unusually airy and pleasant for a sailor’s refuge. Old fishermen and sun-kissed whores were enjoying their drinks by lantern light. A bard strummed and a dancing girl played the shaker cymbals on her shapely hip. Moths swirled around the covered lanterns.

Several men eyed Sophie as the voluptuous Harlot Knight approached the counter. She could feel them admiring her and the mark on the back of her neck pulsed in response. The craving was strong after two days on the road with only an old beggar to satiate her hunger. A nice sailor or two would be a fine respite from her travels.

“What can I get ya, miss?” asked the barkeep, wiping down a tin cup.

Before Sophie could answer, she spotted something unusual just outside the tavern. An odd hunchback with slender limbs, a pretty face, and blue-green skin was walking past. Sophie stared a moment longer, wondering at the white hair that matched the description of the Dark Queen of the seas. She realized the hunchback was not a deformity at all but a runty old goblin being carried on the backpack of the pretty young woman.

“Later,” said Sophie, waving away the barkeep and walking out of the tavern in pursuit of the woman and her goblin. She could hear the goblin muttering something about, “perhaps goblins shouldn’t fly.”

“Excuse me!” called Sophie. The woman slowed as she walked from the dock to the beach and glanced back over her shoulder. The goblin with the white hairs and the drooping ears looked back over his shoulder as well. Sophie hastened to catch up.

“Oooh, what this,” said the goblin, staring hungrily at Sophie’s bouncing breasts.

The dark elf turned and Sophie almost let out a gasp of surprise. The girl, young and beautiful, was not merely a dark elf. She bore the obvious features of a mingling between the blood of a dark elf and a goblin. An unusual pairing, but not at all unappealing. She was shorter than Sophie, though still much larger than the goblin on her back, and her ears were longer than an elf’s. Her eyes were also smaller and darker than an elf’s, though this was somehow more alluring, making her eyes seem intelligent and intense. Her unusual blue-green skin was no doubt a combination of the skin tone of her parents. 

“Yes? Who are you?” asked the elf, staring at Sophie without fear.

“Um, my name is Sophie Almodóvar. I have heard tell of an elf called Iluxa Demyr. She bears a curse not too different than the one that marks me, if the stories are true, and I was hoping she might help me with my own problem.”

“I’m Velvet and this is Winkle,” said the girl. “You’re looking for my mother. She’s over there. On our ship.”

The girl pointed down the docks at a huge galleon with dark sails and ominous gun ports. Sophie felt the fool for not noticing it immediately since it was far larger than any of the fishing boats and trade skiffs at the docks.

“The Vainglory,” said Sophie.

“Yep,” agreed Velvet. “I’m sure mom will want to talk to you.”

“I want to talk to you too,” said Winkle, licking his lips and eyeing Sophie’s heaving breasts.

“Um, later,” said Sophie and she set off for the Vainglory.

Sophie had followed rumors of the ghostly treasure ship up and down the coast of Trentino. Stories of a mysterious ship and a beautiful, white-haired dark elf who provided treasure to the poor without asking for anything but a few provisions in return. The villagers that had repeated the tale had spoken of being afraid when the huge, mysterious galleon anchored itself nearby, but warmed when they were given gifts by the captain of the Vainglory. 

Sophie boarded the ship, with its tattered sails and black decks. It was unnaturally dark and silent. Only a single lantern burned in the captain’s cabin. There was no sentry, although Sophie presumed the very size and ominous look of the Vainglory would keep any bandits from coming aboard.

“Hello?” called Sophie. Receiving no answer, she approached the captain’s cabin and knocked softly. The door clicked and swung open as if a ghost had invited her within.

Sophie’s heart pounded in her chest. A figure was seated at the captain’s desk, her body feminine in blouse and trousers, but her face hidden in shadow as she studied a map by the lantern’s light. Sophie approached slowly, surprised by how afraid she felt. There was something about this mysterious woman that exuded power. She could feel it radiating from the ship itself, but especially from the shadowed face of the woman sitting in the chair.

“Hello,” said Sophie. “I hope I’m not disturbing you, captain. I have heard about a ship—”

Sophie swayed on her feet as the ship began to move. Strange. The sails had been furled and the anchor in the water and yet the ship was moving suddenly as if with a strong tailwind.

“W-what’s happening? Where are we going?” Sophie gasped, swaying on her feet.

“If I wanted to deal with unwanted guests,” said the cold voice of the woman hidden in shadow, “I would have summoned Lydia. However, she is spending time with her wife and daughters. What do you want with my ship?”

“Not your ship,” said Sophie trying to recover her bearings. She could see the coast and the lights of Salemno receding out of the ship’s back window. Vainglory was moving supernaturally fast and there was nothing Sophie could do about it other than reason with its captain. “I am here for your advice, Iluxa Demyr.”

The blue-skinned elf woman finally leaned into the light, revealing her beautiful face and her glittering red eyes. She smiled wolfishly at Sophie.

“So you know my name, and yet I do not know yours. Tell it to me, tell it quick, and spare no detail about why you have set foot on my ship without my permission.” Iluxa rolled up her map and set it aside. “If I like what you have to say, I might not keelhaul you.”

Sophie blurted out everything to the dark elf. Her name, her family’s dark history, her darkborne curse of lust, and her hopes of cleansing her body of it to redeem her family’s name. Iluxa listened with interest, a smile slowly spreading on her face with each new detail of Sophie’s story.

“On the advice of a pater, I have tried to win the favor of Mardoch,” said Sophie. “He is watching me, but he has not cleansed me of my mark. I don’t know what more to do for him.”

“So you came to me,” finished Iluxa, rising from her chair.

“I’ve heard you were cursed by an ancient evil and have escaped its clutches,” said Sophie. “I hoped you might know how I could do the same for my curse.”

“My curse is nothing like yours,” said Iluxa, reaching for the buttons of her blouse. “It was a curse of a different nature. One ancestor made a very bad choice and many suffered for it. But now, I am not free of that curse at all. I suffer with it every day and must make the right choice anew with each dawn. I fight back. The battle is won each day that I bring happiness and peace.”

Iluxa shed her blouse, freeing her pert blue breasts and darker blue nipples. A hint of heft and sag from motherhood only added to the dark elf pirate’s beauty.

Sophie felt her mark pulsing. The heat blooming in her loins. Iluxa continued to undress, shedding her boots and trousers and baring her toned thighs and flat abdomen. Her bare pussy only briefly hidden by the fluffy undershorts she was wearing before the captain discarded those as well.

“Now… now you tempt me?” gasped Sophie, feeling a nearly overwhelming urge to caress Iluxa.

“Temptation suggests something to be resisted,” purred Iluxa. “I invite you. To touch me. To permit me to touch you.”

Sophie could not resist any longer. She embraced the beautiful pirate with the steamy hunger of a woman who had gone without for more than a day. Their lips met in a torrid kiss. Sophie’s tongue thrust into Iluxa’s sweet mouth and Iluxa replied just as eagerly. Their sweet saliva mingling. Sophie’s hands exploring the glorious curves of the beautiful, white-haired elf.

“By Mardoch, you taste sweet,” moaned Sophie.

“I taste as sweet everywhere,” replied Iluxa, gently urging Sophie’s head lower.

And Sophie did not disappoint the captain. She fell upon Iluxa’s soft breasts with a ravenous lust. Kissing them and shaping them in her eager hands. She sucked at the stiff blue buds of the captain’s nipples. Her fingers teased while her tongue tasted. There was a hint of welling sweetness. Perhaps a trace of a mother’s milk or something else. It was an elixir on Sophie’s tongue and she eagerly sucked more.

“Ohhhh, yessss,” moaned Iluxa, threading fingers in Sophie’s hair. “It has been too long since a real woman has visited me.”

“Mmmmm, that goblin,” gasped Sophie. “He fathered your daughter?”

“Yes,” giggled Iluxa. “Does that disturb you that I would willingly give myself to a goblin.”

“Oh, no,” replied Sophie, popping her lips free of Iluxa’s nipple and kissing lower. “It makes my lust burn hotter. I’ve had my dalliances with the little green troublemakers. I know the pleasure of such an embrace.”

“Perhaps one day you’ll take one as your mate,” moaned Iluxa, urging Sophie lower. “But tonight… you belong to me.”

“Mmmmmmmm!” replied Sophie, pressing her face eagerly between Iluxa’s thighs and at last tasting the silky purse of her cunt. The sweet, mysterious nectar of a dark elf was not one Sophie had ever tasted. She lapped at those delicate folds and sucked at the pebble of Iluxa’s clit.

Iluxa cried out, hooking one leg over Sophie’s shoulder, and balancing on the other as she rocked her hips and fucked her hot cunny against the Harlot Knight’s eager tongue. Sophie was loud and lewd about pleasuring the elf. She lost herself in the feast, sucking and licking Iluxa until the elf began to cum. Thanks to her mark, Sophie tasted the deliriously delicious flavor of pleasure. Drinking it as she drank the sweet girlcum that poured from Iluxa’s trembling twat.

Sophie, by then, had freed herself from her armor and skirt and wriggled out of her panties. Iluxa pushed her back and assaulted Sophie’s more than ample curves with the same delight that Sophie had shown for Iluxa’s. The dark elf moved over Sophie with great care, positioning her mouth above one thick nipple and sucking greedily before moving to the other.

Iluxa turned and straddled Sophie’s face, offering her cunt once more to Sophie’s tongue as Iluxa’s blude body stretched out atop Sophie’s. Their tongues danced in synchronized lust. Sophie leaning her head up to lick and suck and Iluxa daintily tonguing Sophie’s clit. Sophie reached up with both hands, spreading Iluxa’s ass and admiring the twitching blue clench of her asshole as Sophie hungrily devoured her cunt.

“Mmmmnnnnnnn!” cried the Harlot Knight, feasting on the dark elf’s pleasure even as her own ecstasy was on the rise.

“Yessss,” gasped Iluxa. “Oh, you devilish woman. You are going to make me… ahhhhh… already! CUMMING!”

Iluxa threw her head back and used her fingers to take over on Sophie’s clit as she savored her intense climax. Her hips jerked and she rocked back against Sophie’s face. Cumming and feeding into Sophie’s pleasure.

Sophie jerked her own hips, pleasure bursting from her depths. At the peak of ecstasy, she grabbed Iluxa tightly and pulled the elf’s perky blue ass back onto her face. Iluxa cried out in surprise as Sophie eagerly rimmed her elf ass, licking and thrusting her tongue into that delicate clench as Sophie was cumming.

“Yesssss! You naughty girl!” cried Iluxa, reaching back to grab a handful of Sophie’s hair and riding her pert bottom against Sophie’s tongue.

Sophie licked and licked until Iluxa’s pleasure was spent. A bewitching flame within her that guttered with exhaustion. She fell into Sophie’s arms and the Harlot Knight cradled the dark elf tightly against her soft bosom.

“That was rather nice,” gasped Iluxa. “Do you fuck everyone the first time you meet them?”

“Oh, you would be surprised how often I do,” chuckled Sophie. “It sort of goes along with the curse. Everybody I meet is a new dish and I want to find out how they taste.”

“And how did I taste, my dear?” asked Iluxa, meeting Sophie’s gaze and pressing tighter against Sophie’s curves.

“Mmmmmm, one of the best,” admitted Sophie, mashing a kiss to Iluxa’s soft lips. Their tongues tangled languidly. A kiss that Sophie could have easily pushed further, but she could feel the elf’s weariness as an almost perfect inversion of her own, pleasure-fed vitality.

“Not the best?” wondered Iluxa, smiling against Sophie’s lips.

“Oh, well, there was a whole goblin tribe,” giggled Sophie, rolling Iluxa onto her back and devouring her laughter with another steamy kiss. When Sophie pulled back from the embrace, she revealed a frown. “I am disappointed that you couldn’t help me lift my curse.”

“But is it such a bad thing?” wondered Iluxa, stroking a lock of Sophie’s hair and moving it from her breasts to admire Sophie’s stiff, pink nipple. Iluxa traced her finger around Sophie’s areola.

“You would think it’s not so bad,” said Sophie. “But you’d also be surprised how often I am famished for fun. Lonely highways, convents, neutered monks, that sort of thing. And with each lover I worry that I am feeding into my own corruption.”

“But is it truly corruption if you are not evil yourself?” asked Iluxa. “Do you hurt people with your power?”

“No, not at all,” said Sophie. “Well, back when I was working the Cutthroat’s Refuge there was a fat old captain I might have killed with a long night of pleasure, but that was owing to his bad heart.”

“As you say,” said Iluxa. “You are not a succubus, draining the lives of the men and women you meet. You make your fate each new day just like me. Your choices determine whether you are good or evil. Someday, you will clear your family’s name and accept that the evil that touched your life has only made you stronger.”

Sophie studied the beautiful dark elf. She wasn’t so sure, but she decided that it sounded good enough to be true. And in that moment, more than anything, she just wanted to kiss the Dark Queen again.
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