
        
            
                
            
        

    Empathy’s Curse II
Marnie’s Quest
Keary Hayes






Copyright (c) 2019 Keary Hayes
This book is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.
Background Image Licence Shutterstock inc.
Cover by Keary Hayes
All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any format or by any means, including but not limited to photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.
To stay up to date with news and gossip on new books, as well as general chatter, follow me on twitter or Instagram - @Keary_Writes!




Contents
 
Title Page
Dedication
EMPATHY’S CURSE II: MARNIE’S QUEST
One
Two
Three
Four
Five
A Thank You From Keary
Also By Keary Hayes…
About the Author




Dedication


Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers
Without you I could not do what I love, and none of these naughty stories would exist
Thank you xx




EMPATHY’S CURSE II: MARNIE’S QUEST
Marnie, once the mighty powerful paladin Maroc, has no memory of her former life. Cursed by the demoness Azine she was transformed, thanks to her traits of Empathy, sharing the emotions and pleasures of those close to them, and Adaptable, gifted a body that changes based on the demands placed on it. Using only her pretty body and her one ability, Charm, to survive, she has become a sexy, alluring woman who has learnt to enjoy her new, unique, pleasurable method of adventuring.
Marnie, seeking to better understand her curse and recover her memory, searches for an ancient, lost, powerful treasure. As she learns more about her situation, using her new found abilities to their fullest, her body continues to transform, and she begins to embrace her new identity and freedom, fully relishing the joy she experiences. Encountering numerous new monstrous races, her body further changed in marvellous, exciting ways, Marnie journeys in search of her goddess, the leader who led humans into their bloody war with the other races, seeking to cleanse the lands with puritanical zeal and violence.
Performing acts she would previously have thought sinful, Marnie’s eyes are opened to the truth, she comes to realise that the monsters and demons she once fought are intelligent, sensitive, emotionally complex beings, and she begins to accept that everything she once believed was wrong. When Marnie finds the goddess, seeking her help, she confronts her about what she has learnt, and the outcome changes the course of Marnie’s adventures forever…
Empathy’s Curse is an erotic fantasy themed adventure, containing scenes of a sexually explicit nature, featuring feminization, transformation, corruption, and monsters!




One
Marnie stood on the threshold of the cave system and looked into the gathered darkness. She rummaged in her bag and pulled out the map and her log, the mystical artefact that kept track of her class, skills, quests, as well as other useful information.
She checked the map first, made sure that the cave system in front of her was the one she had been aiming for. Marnie looked around, checked the landmarks around her against the map to get her bearings. It was the right place and yet it seemed so… unassuming.
“I suppose I just have to trust the map.” She said.
The imps from the forest had been excellent guides and had happily shown her the way through the dense woods to the city. Her search of the library had taken only a few days and, with the help of the librarian, a rather meek bespectacled man in his early twenties, who was very happy to assist her search after a little persuading and Charm, she had found exactly what she had been looking for. Marnie grinned as she remembered his expression as she had approached him, her hips and ass wiggling, his look of pleasure as she had milked his cum from him with her plump, wet lips.
Her journey to the cave system in front of her had taken just over a week after leaving the city, and had been relatively uneventful, travelling almost the entire way with a small caravan of wandering merchants. Marnie pulled out her log and checked the faintly glowing text, Marnie, female Temptress, level two.
That word, female, still made her smile in ways she didn’t understand. She still had her cock, her balls, though both were now small and dainty, cute and smooth, but she was undeniably feminine. After waking with no memory as an androgynous pretty boy, she had changed much. Her body had become curvier, softer, and more suited to her new, rather powerful skillset as a Temptress, her one major ability, Charm,
proving remarkably effective in a wide variety of situations. She looked down her log to the new skills she had gained on levelling up and grinned, hoping they would be as much fun as her Charm. There was only one way to find out of course, and Marnie was almost eager to see how her trait Adaptable would change her body further, certain that her trait Empathy would ensure she enjoyed herself.
Marnie looked down to her quests, or rather, quest, since there was only one—Cursed, find out more about your situation. There was a new sub-quest listed there now though after her research at the library—restoration, can the fabled healing relic of Pexea heal your memory?
Marnie was hopeful. The rumours and myths surrounding the relic of Pexea were numerous and spoke of remarkable healing and recovery. She hoped that this might extend to her mind, helping her recover some sense of who she had been before waking in the clearing weeks before. The only issue was no solid record of the relic of Pexea, no firm descriptions of what it looked like, how it worked, or exactly what it did. There were only a few vague clues that had led Marnie to the cave system in front of them. Perhaps, in there was the relic, or perhaps it was a dead end. Either way, she was heading into the dark and the cold, into the unknown.
 

Marnie checked her sword was strapped to her back securely. She still could not say why she carried it, it was too large and heavy for her to wield, and she had no use for weapons anyway, too small and lithe and dainty to be a physical threat, and her Charm had meant there had been no call for violence on her adventure—yet she refused to let go of it, certain that it was important, essential even. With her leather gloved hands, she wrapped her cloak tight around her bare shoulders, her leather corset snug around her trim waist and small breasts, her nipples sensitive and aching, her short leather skirt sitting just below her wide hips and round butt, a flash of pale thigh before her heeled thigh high boots began. She loved how the boots made her stand, her shoulders back, breasts and ass sticking out, long legs, and she adored how she walked in them, the way her hips swayed, an instinct she could not avoid that only grew worse whenever she used Charm and the more aroused she was—the problem now was, with her new body, so soft, so much more sensitive, that even walking or licking her lips sent a thrill of pleasure through her, a constant emptiness in her mouth and her ass, a constant aching in her cute little cock.
She took a deep breath, her cheeks flush from the subtle arousal that glowed like an ember in her belly, bit her bottom lip, and stepped off into the dark caves ahead. If the relic of Pexea was here, she was going to find it.
As Marnie walked the echoes of her heels clicking on the stone floor reverberated around her, the sound sensual, seductive. Without thinking she put an extra wiggle into her step, enjoying the way the hem of her leather skirt brushed against the base of her ass, her smooth thighs. She was grinning despite the sense of danger, her heart racing. After all, she had done, her use of her Charm skill to convince both humans and imps to help her, using her sexy, pretty body to gain their assistance, she knew that she would be okay… probably. She had yet to test her Charm on any of the stronger mongrel races, the many clans of beasts and monsters and demons that roamed the lands, clashing with humans wherever the two met, and the thought of how such an encounter might go both terrified and excited her.
The cave system was at first obviously natural in origin, but as Marnie went deeper, lighting a lantern to guide her way, her enchanted armour keeping her warm despite being more than a little revealing, an additional part of its magic as well as amplifying her charisma, her sex appeal, it became clear that at least some of it had been carved by sentient hands. The caves became more uniform, with clear corridors and turns, a maze dug into the stone, winding down, a dungeon. Marnie’s hope blossomed, and she felt almost certain that she would find the relic of Pexea here.
As Marnie wound deeper, navigating her way into the labyrinth of carved caves, the lantern flickered. From ahead a breeze blew, the smell of clean water, babbling brooks. Marnie stepped into a wide chamber with a high ceiling, and in the middle was a pool of clear blue water. She looked at it and felt immediately thirsty.
Marnie moved to the water’s edge without thinking and fell to her knees. She cupped her hands and scooped the water, cool and fresh, and lifted it to her lips. It was sweet, a scent of summer, no hint of foulness or stagnation.
Marnie took a deep breath and was calmed. She turned to watch the water, the slow ripples on the surface, and failed to notice as two tendrils extended from the water’s surface and snaked their way towards her thighs. They crept and then, reaching her flesh, moved quickly, as though reacting to the soft, smooth warmth.
Marnie cried out and moved to leap back from the water’s edge but she was held, the tendrils around her thighs gripping her now, squeezing. Marnie fell back, landing on her ass, her skirt lifting to expose her panties and the bulge of her cute little cock. She looked on it shock and horror as, from the water’s surface, a figure emerged.
With a body that seemed made of the water itself a young woman, slim and shapely, stepped from the pool. The tendrils that gripped Marnie’s thighs squeezed, pulsed, and as Marnie looked she saw they were connected to the woman who now stood over her. The woman’s body was blue and shone with a faint light, small breasts and hips, tall, with a pretty face and hair of flowing water—her body and features were solid and yet… not. A slime. Marnie had heard of these, but could not remember ever encountering one. They were said to drain their victims without emotion or remorse.
“Please. I was just thirsty. I didn’t mean any harm.” Marnie said.
The woman stared at Marnie for a moment and then its face, made of water, broke into a smile. The smile was distant, cold, and the eyes of water seemed to look through Marnie, as though she wasn’t there. She knew that it would be impossible to Charm a being without emotion or passion.
A word sprung to mind, one of Marnie’s new skills. She was not sure it would work but it seemed like the best chance she had. The word shimmered in Marnie’s mind, bright, full of power—Reciprocate. Marnie felt her body chill, become numb, her emotions less, and she saw, on the slime girl’s face, the flicker of something like desire. It was working, Marnie’s new skill was allowing each of them to share in how the other felt, the slime girl’s coldness flowing through Marnie, and her heat flowing through the slime girl. She just needed to make sure things got hotter, not colder.
“Please. I’m sorry. How can I earn your forgiveness?” Marnie said, her voice soft and seductive, full of the power of Charm.
The air fizzed with the power of magic, the lure of a Temptress. Manie smiled up at the slime girl, her features and body were not unattractive, the strange light of her almost mesmerizing.
“You… drank… me…” The slime girl’s voice was distant, like the wave of a sea crashing on a beach.
Marnie fluttered her eyelashes. Without thinking she reached up with one hand to her chest, squeezed one of her breasts, hard. The sensation was hot and bright and sent a bolt of pleasure through Marnie, fuelling her desire and lust. The slime girl’s face fluttered as she experienced Marnie’s growing arousal. Marnie grinned, pinched her nipple, and as her body lit up she was delighted to see two small hardening nubs on the slime girl’s slim breasts.
“What… why do I feel…” The slim girl’s voice was confused.
Marnie reached down to between her legs with her other hand and gently caressed her cute little cock, hardening in her panties. Marnie smiled, biting her bottom lip, her face becoming flush as her growing desire chased out the lingering chill of the slime girl’s coldness. She could see that her lust and arousal was affecting the slime girl, her eyes looking at Marnie with intent now, the tendrils wrapped around her thighs squeezing, creeping, caressing.
“I have an idea.” Marnie said, as much Charm and sex appeal in her voice as she could muster. “I drank you, so why don’t I repay you in the same way.”
The slime girl’s expression shifted as she broke into a smile. She was fidgeting now, wiggling, her eyes roaming Marnie’s sexy body, her exposed legs and crotch and ass, her cleavage, her pretty face with its permanent, enchanted pink and black make-up, plump pink sparkly lips, long blonde curls.
“Drink… you?” The slime girl said.
Marnie nodded. She pulled her panties to the side to expose her small, cute, hairless cock, hard now and throbbing.
“It seems fair to me.” Marnie said.
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The tendrils wrapped around Marnie’s thighs squeezed, pulled, spreading her legs. The slime girl, her body glowing more brightly now, fell to her knees between them, and crept forward. With both Empathy and Reciprocate active Marnie felt the blossoming lust of the slime girl full force. The way the slim girl looked at her, her sexy pretty body, made her heart thunder, her lips and nipples sensitive, cute little cock throbbing.
“Taste you…” The slime girl said. “Drink you.”
The slime girl’s voice was hazy now, drunk with desire. She eyed the bead of precum oozing from the slit of Marnie’s cute little cock with thirst. She crept forward, reached out with her watery hands, and ran them up Marnie’s legs towards her crotch.
The touch was almost electric, the slime girl’s body warm, not cold as she had been expecting, and there was a bright swell of joy—the slime girl’s body was one material, as sensitive in one place as it was in all, so that any contact was as intense as any other, and as aroused as she was now thanks to Marnie her whole body had become an erogenous zone, the pleasure only feeding back to Marnie, the desire and arousal spiralling out of control as the two touched each other.
The slime girl’s hands crept higher, and Marnie moaned, looked down at the pretty slime as her hands caressed her thighs, running up to her cock. The slime girl moved her head closer, her breath warm, and her mouth opened.
Marnie almost collapsed as the slime girl’s mouth engulfed her cute little cock, hard, throbbing, aching, the pleasure overwhelming, the slime girl’s lust and pleasure and desire as she sucked Marnie deep into her hot, wet, bottomless mouth crushing her. Her mouth was unlike anything Marnie had ever felt, undulating, flexible, tight, soft, hard, cool, hot—the slime girl adapting her mouth to milk more pleasure from Marnie, eager now to drink her.
“Fuck… that’s…” Marnie could barely speak.
Marnie collapsed back onto the ground, legs spread, and her body ached with pleasure. One of the slime girl’s hands crept up, to Marnie’s ass, squeezing, cupping, crept into her crack, sliding along, pressing gently at her slick entrance, so flexible and soft and wet after her body’s previous Adaptations.
The slime girl’s hands shifted, changing, fingers becoming fused, thicker and harder and longer, and then pressed at Marnie’s slick puckered entrance as her mouth worked on Marnie’s cock, lapping at her precum, tongue and lips and throat. There was a gentle, growing pressure, and Marnie’s hole, eager and hungry, empty, stretched. The slime girl’s improvised cock slipped suddenly deep, popping past Marnie’s outer ring, hot and hard and pulsing, and Marnie pressed her hips down onto it, wanting more even as the Slime girl took her cock as deep as she could into her mouth.
“Fuck… that’s… not fair…” Manie moaned.
The pleasure was a tide and Marnie could not resist. The slime cock slipped deeper into her ass, slipped out, began to fuck her, rubbing over her sensitive, slick inner walls, rubbing over the knot of her pleasure, faster, harder. The slime girl sucked eagerly, wanting to drink her, to taste her, and Marnie gave in to the pleasure, unable to resist, fucking her cute little cock into the slime girl’s mouth, fucking back onto the cock in her hole.
Marnie tensed, body quivering, her lust and pleasure feeding the slime girl’s passion, the slime girl’s desire and thirst fuelling Marnie’s delight. Marnie could not think, could barely breathe, body alive with pleasure, her cute little cock swallowed over and over, tight lips sucking, tongue lapping for more precum, the thick, hot, slime cock fucking her ass hard, fast, deep, rubbing over the sensitive knot of pleasure inside her.
Her body felt light, her slick hole stretching. Her breasts tingled, swelling slightly, nipples hard and stiff against the leather of her corset. Marnie’s cock swelled, pulsed, and her balls tensed. Marnie came, hard, and filled the slime girl’s mouth with hot, thick cum. The slime girl fucked her improvised cock deep, hard, milking more cum from Marnie’s cock, swallowed eagerly.
Marnie whimpered as she came over and over, cumming hard, hole clenching around the cock inside of her, her cock sucked, swallowed, lapped. She collapsed, exhausted, and her cock was sensitive and tingling as the slime girl sucked the last few drops of her climax from her softening cock, unwilling to waste any.
“Ah… that’s… wow…” Marnie whimpered.
The slime girl pulled her improvised cock from Marnie’s hole, sliding it carefully out, and pulled her lips from her cock with an audible pop. She smiled at Marnie, grinning. The slime girl seemed different, curvier, the swell of breasts and ass and hips larger, and Marnie wonder for a moment what lingering effect her Charm and Reciprocate and cum might have on the slime girl.
“Thank you for that.” The slime girl said, voice soft and pretty. “It was… fun. I’d be happy to let you drink me again if you don’t mind me tasting you again. You’re quite delicious.”
Marnie giggled. She blushed. She had to admit she had grown to quite enjoy the taste of cum but to hear someone say that she tasted good made her belly squirm in delightful ways.
“I think I’d quite like that.” Marnie said, biting her bottom lip.
The slime girl shifted, glowing, and Marnie watched as the traces of her cum, deep inside the liquid body of the slime girl, were absorbed. The sight made her cute little cock twitch.




Two
Marnie rested for a moment beside the pool after the slime girl left to return to the water, and Marnie could not help but admire the more exaggerated way the slime girl wiggled as she moved, her now amble ass and hips swaying. She was certain the next adventurer who encountered that particular slime was in for a very pleasant surprise, and Marnie could not help but grin, part of her wondering what it might be like to stay and enjoy the slime girl’s company, the pair corrupting each other.
She knew she could not linger long though, and she was soon redressed and on her way, continuing through the carved caverns in search of the relic of Pexea. Her heels clicked on the hard floor, and her body felt subtly different—her ass more sensitive, aching, a hunger deep inside her, her wiggle more exaggerated, butt wobbling with each step, her breasts tight in her corset, swollen and sensitive, nipples hard. She bit her lip, moaned. Even after everything by the pool she wanted more. The thought of what was happening to her, how easily she was giving in to the curse, succumbing to pleasure, her body and mind changing, both scared and excited her.
The caverns wound on, but Marnie did not hesitate. She moved with confidence. At each turning, she knew which way to go, certain, as though something called to her, and she descended into the depths of the cave system, her heart racing, a fire and hunger in her belly.
It was not long until Marnie reached a door at the end of a long corridor, carved stone. She paused for a moment. There was an energy in the air, a fizz running down Marnie’s spine. She put her hand to the door and pushed and the door opened with barely a touch.
The room beyond was bright and spacious, a high ceiling with smooth walls that had been carved with fine detail. Marnie stepped inside and she could sense the magic and she smiled. At the far end of the room, a stone pedestal sat, a small wooden box on top. She had found it!
The door swung closed behind her suddenly and Marnie froze. At the far end of the room, something moved, as though the wall itself were alive, and it moved forward.
A stone troll stepped into the room, in front of the pedestal, huge, at least twice Marnie’s height, and broad, with strong arms and wide shoulders, a barrel chest, dressed in a simple leather tunic, though it needed no armour, its body made of smooth, hard stone. Stone trolls were legendary, massive hulking brutes, stronger than even the mightiest men, and fiercely territorial.
Marnie stepped back, retreating, but the closed-door blocked the exit. She needed the relic but the toll was… enormous!
“Why have you come?” The troll spoke, its voice soft but booming.
Marnie blinked. Trolls were not supposed to speak, or so she’d been led to believe.
“I see your sword, girl, but it is clear you are not here to kill me or fight me. So I am curious.”
Marnie blinked. The stone troll did not approach, stood in front of the pedestal, a looming mass of stone, a hulking muscular form of a man, its face rugged and smooth and bald, eyes of deep bright grey.
“I… I seek the relic, the relic of Pexea. I wanted to use its healing.” Marnie said, her voice soft and feminine and quiet.
The stone troll studied her for a moment, nodded, accepting her answer as the truth.
“I see no deception in you. You are unlike the others of your kind who have come for the relic. You are not violent or deceitful. I will listen to you, but you should know that the relic is not what you might believe. Its magic is powerful, but also complex.”
“I don’t mind complicated. I just… I need to try to see if I can heal myself.” Marnie said.
The stone troll nodded.
“You will need to prove yourself girl. I, Rolkar, was set to guard this relic by my mistress, many years ago. Only one who will value the magic might take them from me. How will you prove yourself to be a worthy bearer of the relic?”
Marnie looked at the troll. Its body, hard, stone, was smooth and rippled with muscle. No human except the mightiest few could expect to face it in combat and survive. As massive as it was it seemed also gentle, slow and thoughtful, so unlike her preconceptions of trolls. She smiled, an idea rising, her body growing hot, squirmy. A small part of her recoiled at what she was thinking, the stone troll gigantic and inhuman, yet beautiful, like a mountain, but a larger part was excited, almost eager. Marnie wondered what Rolkar hid beneath his leather tunic.
“How long have you been alone down here Rolkar?” Marnie asked.
Rolkar stared at her, his stony face almost smiling. He shifted, a subtle change to his posture.
“Many, many years. It has been lonely.”
Marnie blushed, bit her bottom lip. She stepped forward, approached Rolkar, wiggling her hips, her ass, her breasts. She let her cloak fall from her shoulders and she strutted her way towards the rock troll, heeled boots clicking. Rolkar stiffened, visibility smiling now. He nodded. As Marnie closed the gap between them she realised how truly massive and powerful he was, and her heart raced at the thrill of what she was doing.
He could crush her with one finger, tall and broad and powerful, but noble, sombre, and lonely—a pain felt in her chest, sensed by her Empathy. She wanted to quell his loneliness, even if just for a moment. She wanted to show the mighty rock troll pleasure and joy.
“You are not like the others that have come here.” Rolkar said. “There is kindness in you, and gentleness. When you look at me it is without hate and violence.”
Marnie stopped and stood just out of reach of Rolkar, looked up into his face of stone, almost handsome, as a stone cliff face lit by the setting sun might be handsome. She felt small and soft and dainty in front of him, pretty, sensual, sexy. She grinned, blushing, her body hot and eager, an aching emptiness inside.
“You would pleasure me?” Rolkar said.
“I would pleasure you, with my hands, my mouth, my body.” Marnie said—her words Charming.
Rolkar smiled. He reached behind without taking his gaze off Marnie, and took the box of the pedestal. He opened it and reached inside with two surprisingly delicate fingers.
“Then I think you might need these.” Rolkar said.
He pulled out two silver rings, each hung with a clear, sparkling crystal. He stepped towards Marnie and towered over her, dropped to one knee. Marnie stood still, heart thundering, body squirming, tingling, aching.
“These are the relics of Pexea. I will gift them to you, who asks for them with kindness and love, instead of with violence and hate.” Rolkar said.
He put the box down to the side and reached out towards Manie. He tugged at her corset, strong but gentle, and pulled it down, exposing her now almost ample tits, her large, puffy pink nipples—stiffening in excitement. He lifted one ring to her right nipple and pressed it to her flesh. There was a sharp pain. Rolkar pulled his hand away but the ring remained, pierced through Marnie’s nipple—an aching sensitivity that made even the light breeze a blissful caress, her nipple hard and swollen.
Rolkar moved the second ring to Marnie’s left nipple and repeated, the pain, pulled his hand away to reveal both her nipples pierced with the silver rings, a small sparkling crystal hung from each. Her breasts felt hot, sensitive, and… good!
“You will find these do more than heal you. The magic in them grants great endurance and stamina, but at a cost. You will have more energy now, more… passion. And you might have noticed the effect they have on your body where they are attached.” Rolkar said.
Marnie could only nod, her face flush, breathing heavily. She lifted her hands to her tits, touched her nipples lightly. Her whole body lit up with pleasure and her cock throbbed in her panties as she gasped in wonder. Rolkar laughed, kindly.
“I see you have noticed. Now, how about I show you quite how much endurance and stamina they grant you?”
Rolkar rose to his feet, towering over Marnie, and stripped off his tunic. His cock was enormous, the thickness of Marnie’s dainty wrist, and almost as long as her forearm. She grinned, her body alive with desire, the magic of the piercings flowing through her, healing her, restoring her, gifting her remarkable endurance, and she knew that, with the relics’ magic and her bodies Adaptations,
she would be able fully to enjoy what the stone troll had to offer.
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“Go slow. There is no rush.” Rolkar said.
Marnie grinned, blushing, biting her bottom lip as she straddled the massive troll. His thick, long, hard cock lay between her thighs and her whole body was shaking.
Rolkar lay on his back, Marnie sat on his belly, her tits bared, pierced nipples. She had stripped off her panties and her skirt was flipped up to expose her plump, round ass, soft and smooth, and her hard, throbbing, cute little dick. Her hole twitched, hungry, slick and eager. Marnie slid back, rubbing Rolkar’s cock between her cheeks.
“I thought you wanted me to show you pleasure?” Marnie said, teasing.
Rolkar moaned, his face lit with delight. Marnie could feel his rising desire and lust, and it fuelled her appetite. The relic’s magic was already beginning to heal parts of her memory and she could almost remember a name.
Marnie was focussed though, on pleasing the rock troll, on her desires and lust. She wanted his massive cock inside her, in her ass, wanted to fuck him and make him cum and feel herself full. She ground her hips harder, pressing down on the massive shaft beneath her.
Rolkar reached up with his massive, strong hands, cupped Marnie’s soft, round ass with one, squeezing. He lifted his other to Marnie’s breasts, gently touching her nipples, the pleasure bright and hot and brilliant.
Marnie could not wait. She needed it.
Marnie reached behind and gripped Rolkar’s cock, barely able to wrap her fingers around it, and lifted it to aim it at her entrance. She arched her back, lifting her ass, and slid back, pressing the head of Rolkar’s cock against her slick puckered rosebud. The sensation was a delight, and Rolkar moaned as he squeezed her ass and tits.
Marnie pressed back, forced herself down, onto his massive, swollen, rock hard cock. Her hole stretched, the power of the relics pierced through her nipples gifting her endurance and stamina, her body Adapting, stretching, her hole lubricating.
Rolkar’s cock split Marnie wide, her entrance stretching wider, pain and pleasure as she pressed down, filling herself. She needed it, wanted it and then, even as she wondered if it were impossible, he slipped in, his thickness popping past her outer ring and slipping deep. Marnie pressed down and took his cock deeper, her ass stretching to accommodate his massive shaft, the heat and hardness blissful.
“Fuck!” Marnie exclaimed.
She shifted her hips, rocking, grinding down on the enormous dick now buried inside of her, slipping up until it was barely inside, her hole stretched wide, then sank down, taking more and more inside of her. Her cute little cock throbbed as Rolkar’s cock caressed her inner walls, splitting her open, fucking her, the pressure milking precum from her.
“You are quite impressive girl… truly a wonder. So soft and tight and so full of passion.”
Rolkar fucked up into Marnie, pressing more of his massive dick into her, thick and long so that she felt as though all thought and resistance were being fucked out of her. She smiled, giggling, riding the waves of pleasure that shuddered through her as she fucked up and down on the troll’s cock.
Her body shimmered, hole slickening so that she could fuck harder, her hole clamping down tight on Rolkar’s cock, milking. Her ass became a little larger, softer, so that as Rolkar fucked into her, filling her with more and more of his dick her ass was padded, wobbling, soft and cushioned.
As Rolkar pinched her pierced nipples Marnie moaned, walls clenching tight around his cock. Her breast swelled slightly, nipples growing larger, harder. Her hair became longer, so bright it was almost white, and her make-up became heavier, sluttier, more brazen. Even her fingernails, already sparkly pink, grew longer, brighter.
Marnie rode hard, thrusting back, up, grinding her hips, delighting in the way Rolkar’s cock filled her, stretched her, pressed on the knot of her pleasure inside her belly. Her cute little cock drooled a constant stream of precum.
In the back of her head the relic’s magic healed her memory, a name, armour, her sword—she had been a paladin, a strong warrior, a man, pure and chaste in the service of the goddess, a slayer of monsters and demons. Before she would have struck down this troll and yet, now, here, she was riding it, fucking it, letting it fuck her, her body changed, weaker, smaller, but prettier, sexier, more full of joy and pleasure.
The troll was no monster. He was gentle and thoughtful, as the imps had been kind and sweet. Her body felt good as she fucked up and down on Rolkar’s massive cock, splitting her ass wide, his hands squeezing, griping her sexy, pretty body, fucking his powerful hips into her, slamming into her pert, round ass, filling her now, burying his whole cock inside her tight slick hole. Marnie ground her hips, needing more, desperate for more, chasing the bright pleasure that filled her, pulsed inside of her.
Part of her recoiled at what she was doing, the part that remembered who she had been, what she had been, but that was not who she was now. She was Marnie now and the cock inside her ass felt amazing.
“Harder… fuck me… cum in me… please…” Marnie whispered, voice hazy with lust.
Rolkar obliged. He thrust hard, deep, and Marnie rode him, arching her back, grinding, her cute little dick drooling as it swung beneath her.
Rolkar squeezed her ass, her tits, her nipples, and his cock fucked deep and fast, filling her as her hole clenched, milking his and her pleasure. His cock swelled, engorging, throbbed hard inside of her and Marnie pressed down, needing all of it, the hardness grinding against the knot of her pleasure, stretching her, filling her. Rolkar’s cock pulsed and Marnie ground her hips, clenching her hole tight.
“Yes!”
Rolkar roared, thrust deep, hips slapping into Marnie’s round ass. He came, filling Marnie’s slick hole with cum, a flood of hot, stickiness that filled her ass. The sensation was a delight, his cock pulsing over and over as he filled her, cumming, and the delight drove Marnie over the edge and she came, her cute little cock pulsing, drooling a thin stream of cum as her whole body shook, legs shaking as she clamped down tight on the enormous troll cock that was buried deep in her ass.
In the back of Marnie’s mind healed memories swam, but she didn’t care. She floated on a cloud of bliss, gasping, aching, stretched, hole full of troll cock and troll cum, belly bloated and warm. She looked down at Rolkar, his gentle, handsome face, and grinned, blushing, giggling.
“That was fun.” She said.
Rolkar squeezed Marnie’s ass and tits gently, her body still aching and hot. He smiled. His cock softened slowly inside of her, twitching, her hole slick with hot sticky cum. She ground her hips, teasing.
“You know, I meant what I said about those relics gifting you remarkable endurance.” Rolkar said. “If you’d like, I could show you. I think I can manage one more round.”
Marnie grinned, her cute little cock twitching, body hot and sweaty, heart racing. She clenched her hole around Rolkar’s softening cock and wiggled.
In the back of her mind her memories were returning. She knew what she had to do. She had to find the goddess, find a way to return to her old self and yet… the pleasure called to her, her new body a delight, the joy and bliss of cock and cum addictive. It would be a shame to hurry and miss all the fun. The thought of more troll cock filling her ass made her giggle and blush and she squirmed with Rolkar’s cock still inside her. She knew she could not resist.
“Once more then.” Marnie said. “But this time I want you behind me, so you can really fuck me.”
Rolkar grinned.
“It’s a deal.” He said.




Three
Marnie’s memory remained patchy, but the healed parts gave her enough to work with that she knew what she had to do. She had once been Maroc, the mightiest of the goddess’s paladins, her role to cleanse the land of the mongrel races and demons, in the goddess’s name, purifying the lands for humans and the goddess. The sword she still carried was a stark reminder of who she had once been.
She knew that she needed to find the goddess, to ask her for help. After all, she had done, after all the blood she had once spilt, she knew the goddess would help her.
Marnie’s head buzzed with daydreams as she rode, vague details of her past life, the war and violence, the constant labour to keep the lands clean, the chastity. She could not remember much, but she knew that people had admired her, that she had been pure and true. Her mind drifted back to all she had done since waking up cursed, the way she had used her new skill, her only skill, to navigate her way through the dangerous world, her mouth, ass. She looked down at herself, saw how her body had changed.
She had gone from being an androgynous pretty boy to a curvy, sexual woman, almost voluptuous, a female Temptress. She smiled as she remembered what she had done, pleasing cocks with her mouth, her hole, the way it had felt to earn her reward, to taste cum or be filled with it. Her old self, Maroc, would have been appalled at what she had done, Charming both humans and mongrel beasts, finding pleasure in lust, giving in to her desires and carnal hungers, but she could not deny that it had been fun, that she had enjoyed it, that she wanted it—her belly fluttered at the thought of what was to come, her adventures not yet over, and she craved more. She could not deny that being Marnie was more pleasurable.
She giggled, blushing, as she remembered the imps and the slime girl and Rolkar. Three different mongrel races yet all of them giving her pleasure in their own way. None of them had been as she had expected, all of them defying the experiences of her old self Maroc. She squirmed as she remembered the imps all penetrating her at once, the slime girl drinking her, the thick, heavy length of Rolkar taking her, riding him, letting him fuck her on all fours like a beast, rutting, filling her.
She could almost still feel his vast cock in her hole, missed it. She craved more, wanted to be filled, wanted her mouth and ass to be fucked, wanted pleasure. Marnie squirmed. As Maroc she had been constrained by oaths and duties, a code she was to live by, purity and violence, but as Marnie she been able to have fun, she had found other ways to survive and adventure. Her skills as a Temptress were sexual, pleasurable, fun. She had been able to talk to the people and creatures she met, had been able to persuade them to help her, while also enjoying herself, enjoying her new hot, sensitive body.
Marnie bit her bottom lip. It had been hard to leave Rolkar and his magnificent cock, and she already needed more. Her adventures and her transforming body had awoken new desires in her, new appetites, new cravings, and a small part of her, a part of her that was still Maroc, was disgusted, terrified, but a larger part, the part that was now Marnie, was happy, eager to see what further temptations would come her way, keen to see what further changes her body would undergo, excited to see what further corruptions they might experience. After all, they knew that eventually, the goddess could help them undo what had been done to them, so why not enjoy the opportunity.
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The wizard’s tower rose up ahead, a tall spire of solid stone, flawless and pristine, as if it had been grown from the earth itself. Marnie shivered as she looked up at it, the air bubbling with arcane energies, laden with potentialities.
The wizard Astor was renowned, powerful and wise, and Marnie was sure that if anyone could help her find the goddess it would be him. She just needed to convince an infamously grumpy wizard that she was worth helping. Marnie smiled, confident that she could find a way to persuade him.
There were no guards on the tower and the door was shut, but in the back of Marnie’s newly healed memories, there was a trick, taught to all paladins, that she hoped would help her pass the magical lock. Marnie pressed her palm to the door and spoke three words in a long-forgotten language. Light burst from Marnie’s palm and the door exploded.
Marnie blinked, stunned. The hall inside the tower was littered with smouldering wooden splinters. Marnie giggled, flustered and confused. She was sure that had never happened before. The spell was meant to open the lock not destroy the door—she assumed the air, full of magical energies emanating from the tower, explained it.
Marnie looked into the tower, along the hall in front, and listened. It was gloomy, and quiet. She hefted her pack over her shoulders, pulled her cloak tight, and stepped in, set off to climb to the top of the tower. The hem of her skirt brushed her curvy thighs, her ass and hips swaying with each step, rolling, seductive, and her breasts, supported by her tight leather corset, bounced—she was still getting used to their new weight, the extra sensitivity, the pleasure of them shifting as she moved, and the feel of her magically pierced nipples kept her constantly squirmy and on edge. Her heels clicked as she walked, the sound feminine and alluring. Marnie set off up the spiral stairs.
She climbed for what could have been minutes or hours or days, the stairs spiralling constantly upwards. She did not grow tired or hungry or thirsty, perhaps a blessing from the relic of Pexea or a side effect of the tower’s magic, but she felt almost excited for what misadventures might lie ahead of her, how she might have to persuade and seduce the wizard.
When she eventually reached the top she found a single door waiting for her. The only other door in the tower beyond the first one. She approached and stopped just outside, prepared herself.
“Come in girl.” A voice, stern and commanding, called out.
Marnie stiffened. The wizard clearly knew she was outside.
“I’ve been watching you girl. Do you really think you’d make it to the door to my study if I didn’t wish it?” The voice laughed.
“If so then you are as foolish as you are beautiful, a beguiling combination. It is clear you mean me no harm though and I’m curious about what brings you to my door. The company of a beautiful woman is never a bad thing so please… come in.”
As the voice spoke the final words the door clicked, swung open, revealing the wizard’s chambers, his library and study and laboratory. Marnie took a deep breath, the air surprisingly sweet and fresh, and stepped across the threshold.
The rooms were large, and opulent, but in disarray, books and notes and trinkets and various spell ingredients scattered on tables, benches, shelves, a bizarre array of relics and tools, leaves and bones and other things too eldritch to name. The air of magic was dense, and the hairs on the back of Marnie’s neck prickled. On the far side of the room sat a large bed, velvet sheets and curtains, a frame of dark polished wood.
“I’m over here girl.” The voice spoke.
Marnie turned and saw a figure sat in a chair, an old, small man, long white hair and beard, a hooked nose with bright blue eyes. He was dressed in robes of deep black and purple.
“My name is Marnie.”
The wizard laughed.
“And mine is Astor, but I’m sure you already knew that.” Astor said. “Now, Marnie, what brings such a glamorous, beautiful woman to my door? It’s not often I’m visited by anyone, let alone a skilled Temptress.”
Marnie paled. Astor knew. He would be prepared to resist her Charm, her only useful skill. Would she be able to convince him to help her with just her body? He said she was beautiful, but the thought of using just her feminine wiles without the aid of her charm, relying on just her sexy body and pretty face to seduce him, to persuade him, made her squirm, a sense of shame and embarrassment that made her hot and achy, her cute little cock twitching. Astor laughed, grinning.
“Oh, come now Marnie. You didn’t expect your magics to go unnoticed by me did you? Though I will say everything about you intrigues me. You are so… complex, and yet so utterly ravishing. If I were a young man… well, let’s not get into that right now. I wanted to know why you are here.”
Marnie’s heart was thundering. Her head spun. She felt flustered, fidgeting, biting her bottom lip, blushing. The wizard thought her pretty, sexy, even without her applying her Charm, and his words made her… happy.
“I want to find the goddess. I need her help.” Marnie said.
Astor nodded.
“Hmmm… how curious. Why would a perfectly stunning creature like you, with so many natural talents and abilities, be looking for that stuck up frigid pain in the ass?”
Marnie was shocked. To hear another human refer to the goddess as such was almost blasphemy. Astor only laughed.
“Surely one with your talents has no need of her services, surely you understand there are… other ways…”
Something in Astor’s tone intrigued Marnie, but she had no time to enquire. She had to undo the curse laid on her, even if it was not an unpleasant curse.
“I need her help.” Marnie said—part of her, a loud, vocal part, was almost tempted to…
Marnie pushed the thought out of her head. Astor smiled.
“Well, I won’t say I’m not curious about why. The magics woven about you and your obvious talents have me intrigued, but I can respect a pretty girl’s privacy. I will however say that I can help you.”
Marnie broke into a wide, eager smile.
“Though there is a price. Everything always has a price.” Astor said.
Marnie felt a chill. Her only bargaining tool, her Charm was useless on the wizard.
“And I have just the perfect way for you to repay me.” Astor said.
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“Are… are you sure this is safe?” Marnie said—her voice, soft, feminine, was trembling.
Astor laughed, nodded.
“Absolutely certain. They are all quite pleasant once you get to know them, and she’ll be bound to certain contracts that are part of the summoning. She’ll be here for one reason, and she will cause no harm to you or I.”
Marnie bit her bottom lip. She was uncertain, but she had agreed.
Astor’s proposition had shocked her, but fascinated her. He was an old man, used to study, and had little time for pleasures of the flesh, so that even Marnie, as lovely as she was, held little allure for him. But when it came to watching… that was another story.
Astor moved slowly about the room, drawing the summoning runes on the stone floor in dark paint, each completed sigil glowing faintly, then he moved to stand beside Marnie. He was grinning, clearly eager. Marnie’s heart was racing.
She had encountered demons as Marloc but as Marnie it was different. She was small and soft and weak, a body built for Charming, Tempting, pleasure. Facing a demon, a demoness, as Marnie, was a prospect that scared and excited her. The thought of what she was expected to do to earn the information she needed made her squirm, gnawing on her bottom lip.
“Now, onto the bed with you. Naked would be best. The lady Saphine will know what to do. Allow her to lead. I will watch and study and make notes. When you are done I will give you what you asked for.”
Marnie nodded. A demoness, a creature of powerful lust and magic. She was to… perform with one, watched, so that Astor could learn more about their abilities. She shivered, uncertain what pleasures lay ahead for her.
Marnie moved to the bed and stripped naked as Astor worked, exposing her body, her curves, her pierced nipples, and she noticed several times Astor glancing at her with a lecherous grin. As she lay down to wait her cute little cock twitched in anticipation.
“Now, are you ready?” Astor said.
Marnie nodded. Astor stood, lifted his hands, and spoke the words of the summoning ritual.
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The lady Saphine appeared in a puff of dark red smoke and stood, naked, in the middle of the summoning circle. She was undeniably gorgeous, tall with dark red skin, black hair, wide hips and large, full, pert breasts. Her tail twitched behind her and on her head was a pair of cute little horns. Her face, unnaturally beautiful, was fixed on Marnie. Lady Saphine grinned and Marnie felt suddenly like a small animal being hunted by a cat.
“So, you are to be my plaything? I think I’m going to enjoy this summoning.” Lady Saphine said, her voice seductive, commanding.
She stepped towards Marnie, ignoring Astor’s presence as he stood to the side watching, studying. The way she moved was pure sex, brazen and wanton, her hips rolling, tail swishing, tits bounding, hair flowing. Marnie made a mental note, remembering the way lady Saphine strutted with such allure and confidence—just in case.
“Now, pretty little thing. Come here and warm me up.” Lady Saphine said.
She stopped by the bed, stood with her legs parted, and gestured to the dark red lips of her pussy, a faint glistening signifying her arousal. Marnie could only nod. She was to obey, but more than that, she wanted to obey.
Marnie shifted forward on the bed, crawled, wiggling, her body, beautiful and curvy, but still almost paling in comparison to the brazen, full curves of lady Saphine. She wanted curves like the demoness, wanted her power, wanted to be as sexy, and beautiful, and lustful as a gorgeous, wanton demoness.
Marnie eased between lady Saphine’s thighs, inhaled deeply, a rich, deep intoxicating musk, the scent of a demoness’s arousal, and it made Marnie’s body burn bright with a sudden need and lust. Marnie lifted her face, closer, pressed her lips to lady Saphine damp, hot, cunt. Her body shone with delight, her sensitive lips and tongue sending a thrill of pleasure along her spine to her cute little dick. The scent and taste were intoxicating, addictive, and only stoked Marnie’s lust to new heights.
Lady Saphine reached down and entangled her fingers in Marnie’s hair, gripped her tight, pushed her wetness hard into Marnie’s face, grinding. Marnie lapped, eager to please, her body full of lust and pleasure now, head dizzy, spinning. She wanted more, wanted to taste more, wanted to please the demoness.
“That’s a good slut. Taste me. Let my juices taint you. They are sweet are they not, and powerful. They’ll give you pleasure and new appetites, new lusts. Forever a hungry slut, eager and willing. Lap at me and let me corrupt you.”
Marnie moaned, the words driving her on. She wanted it, wanted to be a good slut, filthy and wanton and brazen, hungry and full of desire, powerful, wanted, lusted after. She pressed her tongue into lady Saphine’s folds, into her hole, lapping at her swollen clit, grinning as lady Saphine moaned. Her body was aching, pierced nipples yearning for touch, hard and swollen, her mouth full of pleasure. There was no thought, no resistance. Lady Saphine pressed hard into Marnie’s face and shuddered as she came, flooding Marnie’s pretty mouth, Marnie swallowing eagerly. Marnie’s cute little cock drooled a stream of precum and her body pulsed hot with demonic magic, shimmering, changing.
“Mmmm… good girl.” Lady Saphine said. “Now, how about you get onto all fours so I can really enjoy you.”
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Marnie could not move quick enough. She flipped herself over and round, rose up on to all fours, looked over her shoulder, looked back at lady Saphine, blushing. Marnie wiggled her ass, her round pert cheeks and wide hips swaying, her breasts, heavy but smaller than lady Saphine’s, hung free beneath her, her pierced nipples hard and aching. Lady Saphine laughed, reached out and slapped Marnie’s ass, hard, the sting a mix of pleasure and pain.
“Such an eager slut. You are a wonderful thing. Too many of your kind favour violence and hate but you… you are something different… something special.”
Marnie looked up into lady Saphine’s eyes. She could sense the demoness’ intent, her pleasure, her joy. She felt good, free, and safe around the powerful demoness, sexy and pretty, and wondered why she had ever fought them when there was so much fun to be had in other activities, when they could be so kind, so tender, so gentle, but also… so demanding.
“Spread your legs now.” Lady Saphine said.
Marnie obeyed. She watched in delight as lady Saphine’s pussy shimmered, a cock extending, deep red and pulsing, long and thick with a prominent flared head, ridged along the shaft. Marnie felt her hole clench, moistening at the sight of the magnificent prick.
Lady Saphine stepped forward, reached out, grabbed Marnie’s hips firmly and pulled her back so that her cock rested between her ass cheeks. She thrust, running her cock up and down, teasing over Marnie’s hole and the sensation made her moan and squirm.
“You want it?”
Marnie nodded.
“Yes… please… I need it…” Marnie said, her head spinning, drunk on the demoness’s juices, body burning. “Please… fuck me.”
“You’ll let me claim you? Brand you? You’ll be a willing slut? A good plaything? You admit your lusts freely, seek pleasure and joy over violence and death?”
Marnie nodded. Anything. Anything to get that wonderful ribbed cock inside of her. If it meant more lust, more pleasure then all the better.
“Yes!” Marnie said.
Lady Saphine laughed, gladly. Marnie wiggled her hips, aching, hole begging to be filled. Lady Saphine lifted one hand, shifted it to her cock, slipped it down to aim, and pressed the flared head of her demonic cock at the entrance to Marnie’s hole. Marnie shuddered, moaned, pressed back, curving her spine and lifting her ass, offering herself up. Lady Saphine pressed forward, gently, firmly, stretching Marnie’s ass open, easing in.
The pressure grew, and Marnie wanted to be full. She pressed back as lady Saphine pressed forward and as the pressure mounted, her slick hole twitching, stretching, her cute little cock drooling as it swayed beneath her. The flared head popped in, past her outer ring, and lady Saphine’s cock slipped deep into the tight, slick, hot confines of Marnie’s ass.
“Fuck…” Marnie gasped. “Yes!”
Lady Saphine thrust deeper, easing her cock into Marnie’s hole, lifting both hands to her hips, gripping her, groping her round, full ass. The flared head rubbed against Marnie’s inner walls, caressing the bright knot of her pleasure, and the ridges caused Marnie’s tight outer ring to flutter, little pops of pleasure that made her shiver. Marnie pressed back, eager for more, wiggling her hips as she moaned, blushing, biting her bottom lip, head a fog of lust and pleasure.
Lady Saphine pulled out, her thick, hard cock slipping out of Marnie’s tight hole, the ridges popping as they tugged at Marnie’s entrance. Marnie clamped down, squeezing, grinding, the pleasure dulling thought, resistance. She loved every moment of it, the joy of being pretty, sexy, beautiful, the power of lust and desire, the pleasure of being a seductive Temptress. Lady Saphine pulled almost her entire cock out of Marnie’s hole, the flared head tugging at her puckered rosebud, teasing.
Marnie moaned, ground her hips. She pressed back, wanting the marvellous cock back inside but lady Saphine, gripping Marnie’s hips, held her in place, laughing, teasing the head of her cock just barely inside Marnie’s ass.
“You like being a naughty little slut don’t you?” Lady Saphine said.
Marnie moaned, squirmed. She nodded, barely able to think or breathe. She could still taste and smell lady Saphine’s demonic musk and her body was hot, hole slick and tight, body aching with need.
“You like being pretty, sexy, being fucked, giving pleasure, don’t you?”
Marnie nodded again. Lady Saphine’s words burned in her mind, driving her wild. It was the truth and she could not deny it, did not want to deny it.
“Yes… please… yes… just fuck me…” Marnie whimpered.
Lady Saphine grinned, slid her hands down to Marnie’s ass, gripped the soft pillows of her flesh, and thrust, deep, hard. The flared head of her cock caressed Marnie’s inner walls, pressing over the knot of her pleasure, and the ridges of her shaft sent excited ripples out from her entrance, sending ripples of pleasure through her.
“Fuck! Oh… fuck… yes…”
Marnie could barely stay on all fours, weak from pleasure. She clenched her ass, ground her hips, lifting her ass higher and spreading her legs wider. As lady Saphine fucked her, rutting, Marnie’s nipples brushed the velvet of the bed-sheet, tugging at her piercings, hot bolts of euphoria, her mouth hung wide and she groaned and whimpered, grinding back on the cock inside of her.
Lady Saphine fucked harder, faster, ramming her cock into Marnie’s ass, slick and hot and tight. Marnie clutched the bed sheets as wave after wave of pleasure pulsed through her, her cute little cock swaying in time with the thrusts as she fucked back, drooling precum.
Lady Saphine’s cock swelled, pulsed, and she fucked deep, pressing her cock into Marnie’s hole, hips against her ass. The flared head pressed hard on the knot of Marnie’s pleasure and Marnie wiggled, chasing the sensation. Lady Saphine’s cock throbbed and she squeezed Marnie’s ass hard, almost painful, as she came deep inside the beautiful Temptress’s ass. The sensation, cock throbbing against the spot of her pleasure, being filled with hot, potent, sticky demon seed, sent Marnie over the edge, and Marnie came, her cock throbbing, pulsing, leaking her climax onto the bed and her whole body shuddered in delight.
“Yes… take it… cum for me… let me mark you… let me brand you with the truth!”
Lady Saphine roared as she thrust her demonic cock deep, cumming over and over, her cock pulsing as she filled Marnie with hot, powerful cum. For a moment Marnie’s mind went blank as she collapsed, exhausted, overwhelmed, satisfied, and lady Saphine collapsed on top of her.
The two lay for a moment, panting, sweaty, content. After a time lady Saphine shifted, slipped her softening cock slowly from Marnie’s abused hole, a trickle of hot cum leaking. Marnie pined at the loss, still wanting more.
“You were quite something girl. The best I’ve had in a long time. You are a natural. The rest of your race could learn a lot from you and the world would be a better, and more fun place.”
Lady Saphine rose to her knees behind Marnie and reached out, rolled her over onto her back with one hand—Marnie did not resist, too weak, too drunk on the bliss of their shared climax. Lady Saphine smiled down at her.
“Look now. Look at yourself. See the gift I have given you, a reward for being such a wonderful slut.”
Lady Saphine pointed down to Marnie’s groin, a burning ache there tugging at the back of her mind. Marnie sat up, looked down at her naked body, curvy, sexy, and she smiled at the sight of it, pleased as always at her feminine body, though something had changed. On her crotch, just above her cute little cock, there was a mark, glowing faint red—a bright, lurid heart scrawled in curving, gothic script, around it faint thorned vines with delicate roses, the design symmetrical and brazen, pretty and feminine and obviously slutty.
“That, my dear, is a demon brand. A mark, to show my conquest, so that you, and others, will always know what you are, in your heart. It is a gift. It will give you power, enhancing your already ample natural charms, so that there should be no one who can resist you, though you should be careful. The magic has its price. Your body now will always burn that little bit hotter, a lingering effect of my fluids and your brand. You will find yourself more susceptible to pleasure, your body craving it. Your needs too will be greater, your appetites more wanton, your lust stronger, an always burning flame of desire. I’m sure though a Temptress like you will enjoy it.”
Marnie smiled, blushing, giggling. She knew she should be appalled but she was not. The brand, cooling now to become dark red, almost black, like a tattoo, though with a lingering heat in her belly, a lingering desire that begged to be satisfied, pleased her.
“Thank you.” Marnie said, her voice husky, feminine and soothing and full of lust.
Lady Saphine smiled, reached out, pressed one finger to the brand and Marnie moaned in pleasure, her whole body burning hot with desire. Her cute little cock twitched, ready for more.
“And thank you! Thank you both.” Astor said.
Marnie and lady Saphine turned as one to see the wizard, forgotten in the moment of passion.
“You both did wonderfully!” Astor’s face was flush and he wore a wide, lecherous grin. “And I think now, young lady, I owe you what I promised you. Information.”




Four
The mountain, a single peak that rose up from the plains, loomed, impossible and vast. At the summit Marnie would be able to summon the goddess, then she would be able to ask for aid in undoing the curse that had been laid on her. The thought left her numb but… it had to be done.
She lifted her sword and pack, wrapped her cloak tight around her shoulders, and set off. The climb would be treacherous, but at least the journey to the mountain had been simple. Astor, thankful for the show she had put on for him, allowing him to make many, many, many notes on what he called his ‘magnum opus’—a book detailing demonic sexual practices and their application to human society—had teleported her to the very base of the mountain. Now, all she had to do was climb it.
Marnie had been warned about the slope of the goddess’s peak. The mountain, in the middle of empty, barren plains, older even than the goddess, was a vast store of energies too complex to name, and attracted many powerful, reclusive beings. Reaching the summit was not going to be easy, the climb alone almost impossible for most, but Marnie was not about to give in. She had a quest, she had the skills of a powerful, if low level, Temptress. With her body, the relics of Pexea, and the lady Saphine’s brand she knew she would succeed. And once she reached the goddess… Marnie pushed the thought out of her head.
She could not consider what came next or she knew she would dither. She enjoyed being Marnie, enjoyed her new body, the pleasure and the power of it, the lust—even now burning with a low ember, desire and passion, the demon brand pulsing with magic that made her cute little cock ache. The thought of returning to a life of violence and death after seeing just how intelligent and gentle and passionate the other races and demons could be, after experiencing their emotions, their desires, their lust, left her cold. The goddess would listen though. She had to.
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As Marnie climbed the air grew thin and cold, her enchanted leather armour and cloak keeping her warm, but her lungs still burned and her heart still raced. Without the power of the relics of Pexea, her enhanced stamina and endurance, she knew that the climb would have been beyond her.
As the sun set the day grew colder, and Marnie knew she would need to find shelter, preferentially somewhere to build a fire. She kept her eyes open for a cave or fissure, somewhere she could camp out of the wind as she waited for the sun to rise, but saw nothing suitable until… ahead, further up the slope, there was light, the flickering glow of a fire. Approaching it was a risk she would have to take, after all, she had her body, her curves and her pretty face, and her Charm, all of which were only enhanced by the warm demon brand above her cute little cock.
As Marnie crept up towards the light she heard voices, quiet and gruff, chatting, a deep yawn, bestial, but relaxed. It was a camp. Marnie crawled up a rise to the side and peered down into the valley where the fire burned.
There was a small goblin—the larger cousins of imps, nimble and strong and quick-witted—black-skinned with long flowing hair tied back into a braid, armour made of leather and fur, two daggers to the side, its arms marked with glowing tattoos, an assassin. The goblin was not what held Marnie’s attention however. Beside the fire, laid out half asleep, was a sky-warg, a massive black furred beast like a wolf, with two black raven wings folded along its back. The beasts were only a myth, or so Marnie had thought. Seeing it, resting, its golden eyes glowing in the firelight, she was awed by its majesty and beauty.
Marnie hoped the pair would be happy to share their fire with a human. If not, she just hoped her Charm was now as potent as the lady Saphine had suggested it would be.
Marnie rose to her feet, cleared her throat, and waited just within the glow of the fire. The goblin jumped up, grabbing its daggers, one in each hand, and crouched into an attack stance. The sky-warg merely turned its head, calm and confident. As it noticed Marnie it grinned, showing a muzzle of brilliant white fangs.
“Step forward so we can see you better. Hands out to your side.” The goblin said.
Marnie obliged, took two steps forward. The sky-warg watched her, carefully, its gaze intense, as though reading her soul, a cold shiver running up Marnie’s spine.
“I mean no harm. I simply wanted to be warm by your fire. If you are willing to share.” Marnie said—she kept her voice neutral, soft, feminine, beguiling, though her Charm lay dormant.
“A human girl out here alone? And that sword… you are an enigma. You may come and sit.” The sky-warg spoke, its voice soft, warm, rich, and fierce.
“Are you mad Featherfang? We have no idea who she is or what she’s doing here.” The goblin said.
The sky-warg, Featherfang, laughed, the sound rich and comforting. He rose slowly to his feet and sat to better watch Marnie. He was huge, larger than any wolf Marnie had seen before, and his wings were glossy midnight.
“Quiet now Naya. She means no violence. If she had spilled any blood I would be able to scent it on her. Instead the only thing I scent is… well, it’s not violence and blood, let’s put it that way.”
Marnie blushed. She knew from the way Featherfang looked at her that the scent was lust and sex. She shivered, her demon brand pulsing with desire as his yellow eyes tracked her. The goblin scowled but put his weapons down, clearly trusting his companion. Marnie moved to the fire and sat, slowly, allowing her cloak to part, revealing her body, her breasts and hips and legs. She looked across the fire to Featherfang and Naya and smiled, fluttering her eyelashes. Her body was warm, tingling, the demon brand pulsing with magic. The goblin relaxed slightly, turned his gaze to Marnie’s chest, and he grinned. Marnie felt a rush of pleasure and lust as the goblin eyed her, biting her bottom lip as her blush deepened. Featherfang sniffed the air as she sat, studying her.
“So, young lady, what brings you to this mountain, alone, carrying that weapon. It’s obvious you cannot use it, but it is also obvious you are not… defenceless. We will share our fire if you will share your tale.” Featherfang said.
Marnie took a deep breath, the scent of smoke, the rich musk of the sky-warg fur. She nodded.
“That seems fair.” She said.
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“I seek the goddess.” Marnie said. “I want to ask for her aid, and talk with her. I want to explain to her what I have learned, that the… other races are not what she believes them to be, that they do not seek violence for the sake of violence. They are intelligent, capable of the same emotions as humans. We need not war, when we could strive for peace.”
Featherfang and Naya listened to Marnie’s tale, certain details omitted, and listened to her reasoning. They nodded, clearly interested.
“And that sword… that is one of her swords. So you think she might listen to you?” Featherfang asked.
Marnie nodded. She blushed under the sky-warg gaze.
“I have reason to believe she will trust me, that she will hear what I say and consider it, yes.”
“Peace?” Naya laughed, the sound almost a cough. “Peace would be blessed indeed. And to hear a human say it, one even that bitch goddess trusts. I never thought I would see the day. You really think you can persuade her to cease her slaughter?”
Marnie smiled, nodded. The way Naya stared at her made her cute little cock throb, the demon brand pulsing. She bit her bottom lip, squirming, an ache inside her, a hunger, a need.
“I hope I can. After all I’ve seen, after all I’ve experienced, I see no reason why we should war. If I can explain to the goddess how she is wrong about the other races then maybe we can work towards something better than all this death.”
Marnie did not say what her version of ‘better’ was, though from the way Featherfang looked at her she guessed he knew it involved a more intimate, and pleasurable coexistence. Marnie waited for one of her campmates to speak, hoping they could see the sense in her plan, that they would not think her mad.
“And to think I thought you were another brain-addled hunter seeking blood. I had you wrong girl. You should know if you can pull this off it’ll not just be me singing your praises!” Naya said.
Featherfang stared at Marnie, almost grinning.
“The peak is a hard climb though. Days if not weeks of toil, and treacherous. There is an easier way. After all, the sooner you bring peace the better for us all.”
“What is it?” Marnie asked.
Featherfang laughed. He flexed his back and unfolded his glorious black raven wings.
“I could fly you.” Featherfang said. “If you would be amenable to a small… exchange of services?”
Marnie felt her belly flutter. Her cock twitched and her hole clenched, suddenly empty. Her lips and tongue tingled. Featherfang was magnificent, regal, powerful. She hoped the exchange was what she thought it was.
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Featherfang led Marnie away from the fire, the pair leaving Naya behind to guard the camp, the goblin’s grin mischievous and lecherous. Marnie could not help but add a little extra wiggle into her step as she strutted off with the sky-warg, aware that Naya was watching, glancing back over her shoulder to see the goblin’s gaze glued to her magnificent ass.
“Maybe I’ll save some for you.” Marnie whispered—and she blushed as the goblin’s eyes went wide, an obvious bulge forming in his pants.
Marnie turned back to Featherfang, the sky-warg almost as tall as her at his shoulder, his dark fur sleek, tail full, his body powerful, rippling with muscle beneath his thick coat, black wings tucked in at his sides. His face, golden eyes, flecked with grey, was almost handsome—he had a calm quiet confidence, an aura of power and contained violence, that made Marnie’s skin prickle, a thrill running up her spine.
“So… this trade? Are you going to tell me now we’re away from camp?” Marnie asked—her voice was soft, feminine, seductive, a slight tremble, Charming.
Now she was alone with Featherfang she was aware just how magnificent and powerful he was, how weak and vulnerable she was in comparison. Her heart was racing, cute little cock twitching with fear and anticipation. She moved carefully, with grace and allure, sidling along the sky-warg’s flank, caressing his dense coat of thick fur. Featherfang grinned, baring his teeth.
“I know what you are, Temptress, and I have a fair idea of what you’ve done. I can smell it on you. I can smell your nature, your misadventures, even your needs and your desires, and it is driving me wild.” Featherfang said.
Marnie blushed, squirming. The tone of Featherfang’s voice, almost feral, growling, sent a thrill of fear along her spine, her pierced nipples hardening, her cute little cock aching, her brand burning with heat and lust. Her hole clenched, empty, needing to be filled. She could feel the waves of Featherfang’s lust, his arousal. She reached out and caressed his face, stroking his neck.
“It has been a long, long time since I mated girl. Most species are not capable of taking my… passion. You though, I can tell you are different. Not only are you capable but you burn with lust and desire. You want me as I want you, don’t you?”
Marnie’s blush worsened, face and throat and chest hot. It was true. She wanted the sky-warg. Wanted to feel the powerful beast’s body next to hers, wanted him to mount her, claim her, fuck her, mate with her. She wanted to experience his cock—she bit her bottom lip hard as she imagined it, long and hard and thick, filling her ass, cumming in her.
“Yes.” She whispered.
Featherfang grinned. His arousal rose, a wave of heat that washed over Marnie, her cute little cock hardening in her panties. She fidgeted, wiggling her curves, and the sky-warg watched her greedily.
“Well then, how about we have a little fun. A trade. You offer me your body, you satisfy my needs, as I satisfy yours, and then… I will fly you to the summit.”
Marnie nodded, eagerly. She wanted it. Wanted the massive beast to fuck her, to mount her and mate her and make her cum. She wanted to feel his cum inside her.
She nibbled on her bottom lip, blushing. Without encouragement she began, slowly, seductively, to strip.
“I think that sounds just wonderful, but I have a question.” Marnie said.
Featherfang watched as she stripped off her corset, baring her large tits, her swollen, fat, pierced nipples, the cold air a pleasant caress, so sensitive. Marnie moved her hands to her skirt, began to tease it down. On her crotch, just above her cute little cock, her brand pulsed with hot demonic lust, driving Marnie almost mad with desire and need.
“And what’s that pretty thing?” Featherfang asked.
Marnie grinned. She dropped her skirt and panties to the floor, exposing her cute little cock, hard and aching, the swell of her round ass, pert and full. She wiggled to excite her mate.
“How do you want me?” She asked.
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Marnie knelt on her cloak, naked, shivering, her forearms stretched out and pressed to the ground, head low, her back bent to lift her perfect, round ass high. Her legs were spread, exposing her crack, her hole, her slick puckered entrance. She shivered, a cold wind, her nipples and cock aching with need and desire.
“Please… hurry… I need it…” She whispered.
Featherfang moved around her, sniffing her, inhaling deep the scent of her arousal. He was massive, powerful, and as he circled around past Marnie’s head she caught a glimpse of his cock, pink and heavy and massive. She gasped, the thought of his enormous cock inside her ass thrilling and terrifying her—but she could no longer deny that she wanted it.
“Such an eager little slut. I approve.” Featherfang said.
He moved slowly around behind her, back between her legs, and the warmth of his breath tickled her thighs and ass. Marnie squirmed, wiggling her butt in invitation, hole empty, desperate to be filled, to be fucked.
“Ready? I won’t be gentle. You have me too aroused for me to be gentle.” Featherfang said.
Marnie nodded. She was shaking, trembling. She spread her legs wider, eager—her hole, Adapted to its new purpose, puckering, slick and wet, ready to be fucked. Featherfang stepped forward and, in one swift move, mounted Marnie, his weight on her back, his front legs wrapping around her waist, gripping her hips, making it impossible for her to escape her breeding.
Featherfang shifted, easing his hips, and the smooth, fat, slick head of his cock teased up Marnie’s crack, brushing over her hole. She ground her hips, opening herself, offering herself, eager to be fucked, to be mated, and the head of Featherfang’s cock pressed, teasing her open.
Marnie whimpered as it slipped away, slipping up her crack. Featherfang growled in frustration, scrabbling to ease forward, his whole body vibrating with frustration and need, his heart beating fast. Marnie shivered, the powerful, heavy body pinning her, legs gripped tight around her waist. She was vulnerable, exposed, helpless, and she loved it.
Featherfang shifted again and eased back, then forward, again his slick, massive cock sliding along Marnie’s crack. She whimpered, biting her bottom lip, lowering her head and curving her back to lift her ass, spreading her legs to offer the sky-warg her hole, offering him easier access—she needed his massive, thick cock inside her. Again the head of Featherfang’s cock pressed against Marnie’s hole, snagging at the puckered entrance, the slick tip teasing her open, spreading her wider, wider.
“Yes… please…” Marnie whispered.
The pressure grew, Featherfang’s cock forcing Marnie’s slick, tight, hot hole open. She pressed back and then, suddenly, wonderfully, his cock popped past her outer ring, slipped deep, filling her slick, tight, perfect ass.
“Yes!” Marnie gasped.
Featherfang growled, worked his hips forward, thrusting more of his cock into Marnie’s hole. His cock fucked deep, deeper, splitting her open, her ring gripping his cock, his dick massaging her slick inner walls, pressing on the bright spot of her pleasure. Her cute little cock spasmed, drooling precum as it swayed beneath her.
Featherfang pulled back, pulled his massive cock out, then thrust hard, filling her again, knocking the breath from her lungs. Marnie’s body was on fire, her pierced nipples aching, brand pulsing with lust, her cock throbbing. She spread her legs and lifted her ass, thrust back hard, grinding her hips, offering her hole to the sky-warg.
“Fuck me… fuck me hard!” She whispered.
There were no thoughts, just lust, bestial, powerful, overwhelming pleasure. Featherfang was true to his word, he was not gentle.
He fucked Marnie hard, fast, deep. His cock thrust into her, pulled out, fucking her deep, thick, powerful, as she thrust back, grinding her hips, chasing the pleasure that was building inside of her.
“Yes! More… fuck me… breed me…” Marnie whispered.
Featherfang growled in delight, his powerful body pressing down on Marnie, vibrating with his hunger. His legs clamped around her wide, feminine hips, holding her in place as he fucked into her ass, claiming her, mating her. She could feel his panting breath, hot, his lust and pleasure washing over her in a tide, her brand pulsing with demonic delight. This was so much better than violence, so much more fun, and she knew that she would never, ever be able to stop, even if she wanted to. She was addicted to the pleasure, to cock, to cum. She bit her lips, sensitive, tingling, images of cock in her mouth as the sky-warg fucked her ass, his massive, thick, long, hot cock filling her, deeper and deeper with each thrust.
It was all Marnie could do to hold herself up, knelt on the floor, head down, ass up, legs spread, her cute little cock hard and oozing precum, swaying in time with Featherfang’s pounding, his massive cock slipping in and out of her tight, slick, stretched hole. She was powerless, pinned in place, gripped by his powerful front legs, his back legs and hips working to fuck more and more of his cock into her, deeper, faster, breeding her like a slut, like a filthy, craven, sexy slut, and she loved it.
“More… please… never stop…” Marnie whimpered.
The knot of pleasure in her belly was expanding, filling her, her brand pulsing with addictive pleasure. This was what she was made for, what she needed, what she craved—to be fucked, claimed, bred, mated. As she fucked back, needing more, never wanting it to end, the perfect thick cock filling and fucking her ass, her body rippled, Adapting.
Marnie’s tits swelled, becoming plump and full, buxom. Her ass expanded, a round full pillow made to be seen, to excite men and women, to be gripped and spanked and fucked. Her hole grew slicker, constantly wet and ready, and her face became prettier, full lips, dark sexual make-up, pink and black, long lashes, glittering. Her hair became bright, bright blonde, longer, fuller, curlier. Her hips became wider, offering Featherfang more grip so that he could hold her more easily, fuck her harder. Even her cute little dick changed, shrinking again, her balls tightening, a small hard nub of pleasure as she gave in to the addictive, carnal delight.
“More… more… fuck me harder!” Marnie screamed—her voice soft, sexual, alluring.
Featherfang obliged, thrust hard, deep, filling her, his thick, hot shaft caressing her sensitive, slick inner walls. His cock throbbed, pulsing, grew bigger, swelling. Featherfang pressed more of his cock into her and a hard, thick bulge pressed at her tight opening. The sky-warg growled and pressed forward, his cock becoming almost impossibly thick, splitting her, pain and pleasure as the magic of the relic piercings allowed her to endure, her body Adapting, hole splitting open.
“Fuck!” Marnie whimpered.
Featherfang fucked deep, and the knot of his cock pressed into her ass, forcing Marnie’s slick, tight hole open. She wanted it, wanted to be bred, mated, fucked, claimed. She pressed back, forcing herself open, forcing herself down onto the obscene thickness of Featherfang’s cock.
Featherfang’s thrust one last time, his cock throbbing, as Marnie pressed back, splitting herself open, needing all of it. His knot stretched her, fucked into her, popped past her outer ring and slipped in, tying the two together. Featherfang gripped Marnie’s hips with his front legs and thrust forward, knotted to the beautiful, sexy Temptress, and he came, his cock throbbing, pulsing, filling her with his hot cum, his seed, breeding her, mating her.
Marnie thrust back, grinding on the massive cock, the thick, swollen knot pressing hard on the spot of her pleasure, and as Featherfang came inside of her, fucking her, filling her with hot, sticky cum, she fell over the edge. Her cute little cock twitched and she came, a thin limp drool of cum, her orgasm taking over her whole body, shaking, her mind blank from the overwhelming bliss, the thick knot buried inside her ass tying her to the massive, powerful sky-warg as he filled her ass with his jizz, his cock still pulsing, throbbing as he ground his cock deep into her ass.
The two settled, remained still for a moment, still basking in the glow of their shared climax. Marnie’s body ached but her pierced nipples, larger now, her breasts swollen, healed her, and her demon brand still pulsed with hot lust. She was tired but she craved more and she wiggled her ass even with Featherfang’s cock and knot still buried in her tight, slick, cum filled hole, giggling.
“Careful girl. It’ll take time for that to go down enough that I’ll be able to slip out. You’re the first in a long, long time to take that.” Featherfang said.
He sounded pleased, impressed, satisfied. Marnie blushed at the implication, her ass a perfect fuck-hole.
“Well, in that case… how about after we untangle ourselves we go again, if you can manage it?”
Marnie continued to wiggle her hips, savouring the sensation of Featherfang’s knot and cum inside her ass. She was blushing, already beginning to feel hot with lust and desire, already wanting to be fucked again, bred again, mated again. Featherfang chuckled.
“I think I’d like that you dirty little slut.” He said.
Marnie grinned, moaning in pleasure as her tiny little cock stiffened, swelling at the sensation of Featherfang’s slowly deflating knot pressing against the bright swell of her pleasure. The feel of his cum and cock and knot inside of her was bliss and she could not get enough. Her lips tingled, aching with need, and she bit her lip.
Her mind and her body were buzzing, a tingle that told her she had, again, levelled up, just by having fun. Marnie knew she could check her new skills later, but for now she had other things on her mind.
“Good, because I have quite a few fun ideas I want to try with you and that marvellous cock of yours…” She said.




Five
Marnie rode on Featherfang’s back, Naya close behind her, the goblin’s arms wrapped around her waspish, girly waist as she clung to Featherfang’s neck. The air was cold, racing past as Featherfang soared high above the snowy, icy slopes below, so fast it almost literally took her breath away.
Watching the ground below Marnie was beyond thankful for finding the sky-warg and the goblin. The slopes were steep and treacherous. She had no doubt she would have made it, eventually, to the summit, but it was a journey that would have been long, and difficult, and lonely—plus she had the warmth in her belly from the sky-warg’s last load of cum, the ache in her ass from his knot, and the tingle on her lips from tasting his magnificent cock, the lingering taste on her tongue of his cum, to savour.
Marnie squirmed, her tiny little cock hardening in her panties at the memory. She was hot, her demon brand pulsing, her pierced nipples aching, and she felt… amazing!
She couldn’t get enough, of cock, of pleasure, of cum, and she loved it. It was as though she were feeding off the sexual energies released when she fucked, when she played, when she was played with, becoming more powerful, more carnal, more seductive. Her body had become something marvellous, her curves now womanly, wide hips and round ass that swayed and wiggled as she walked, large tits that bounced, an obvious cleavage in her corset, bare flesh brazen and sexual. Her legs were curvy, arms and shoulders and waist slim and dainty. Her hair was now brightest blonde, long, curly, and her make-up was now extravagant and dazzling, long dark lashes, bright pink and black shadowed eyelids, deep black mascara to outline her bright green eyes, bright pink glossy lips, plump and sensitive, glittery, her nails painted the same glittery pink to match.
She was beyond pretty now, beyond sexy. She was wanton and sensual, sexual, brazen, hot, and she was happy. The way Featherfang, the way Naya, looked at her, with lust, with longing, made her feel powerful. She wanted more, and she knew that she could not return to a life of violence and war, not when there was another way, a way that was far more pleasant.
Marnie thought about how she might thank Featherfang and Naya for their help, the warm fire, the food, flying her to the summit, assisting her quest to find the goddess. She shuddered, squirming as she thought about being on her knees, Featherfang mounting her, breeding her, knotting her as she pleasured the cute goblin’s cock with her mouth. Her tiny little dick hardened in her panties and her demon brand pulsed with powerful magics.
“Almost there!” Featherfang called.
His wings beat hard to slow their speed, his muscles rippling beneath his dense fur. His voice roused Marnie from her lurid daydream and she blushed as she realised that he had been squirming her butt against Naya’s crotch, the large, prominent bulge of his swollen cock testament to her effect on all men.
“Hold on tight, we’re going to land!” Featherfang roared—shouting to be heard over the wind.
“There’s a ledge just down from the summit. I’ll land us there and you can walk up to the peak to meet your goddess. Naya and I will, for obvious reasons, wait below for you.”
“Good luck Marnie.” Naya said, hugging her tight. “I don’t envy you your task, but if you can convince her to halt her war you will save many, many lives. You would be a hero to thousands.”
Marnie nodded, smiling. Part of her was dreading the task ahead of her, confronting her goddess, telling her all she had learnt, admitting the truth of what she had become, admitting that this new her was the real her, but a larger part was happy, euphoric to have finally found herself. Yes, she had once been Maroc, the goddess’s champion, her paladin, a harbinger of death, but she was more than that now… she was Marnie, a powerful Temptress, a beautiful, sexual, confident woman, and she knew that the other species humanity shared the land with, the so-called mongrel races, were not what she had been taught to believe. She had to tell the goddess the truth!
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“Goddess! Please, I need to speak with you!”
Marnie, stood in the centre of the plateau at the summit, called up to the sky. She was alone, her cloak wrapped around her shoulders, her short skirt brushing her smooth, bare thighs, her corset tight around her ample tits. Her brand was still pulsing with lust and heat, but less now. She needed to focus but her mind kept drifting…
Marnie lifted her sword off her back and laid it on the ground in front of her. Her sacred paladin’s blade.
“Goddess! I, a humble servant, need you!” Marnie called—her voice was small and feminine and seductive, so different to the bold, brash, mannish tones of Maroc.
There was only wind. Marnie waited. She dreaded returning to Featherfang and Naya empty-handed. She had given them hope, convinced them that there was a chance she could show the goddess the truth, that the other races were not evil, that they were, like humans, complicated—yes, they were capable of cruelty, but they were also capable of kindness, love, gentleness, lust and pleasure. They were sentient, emotional creatures that deserved respect. Humans could, and should learn to live alongside them in peace. As Marnie could testify, there were many, many benefits and pleasures to be had by learning to coexist peacefully.
“Goddess?” Marnie called again.
There was silence. As Marnie felt her heart sink a wind stirred, the clouds above shifting, and her sword, her sacred blade, began to glow.
“Maroc? My champion? I sense your sword…”
Hearing that name almost pained Marnie. The voice was soft and seductive, the epitome of beauty and kindness. A beam of light broke through the clouds and fell to illuminate Marnie and the blade.
Marnie looked up to see a figure, a woman, descending on white feathered wings, white hair, pale, dressed in a white and gold gown. She was beyond beautiful, tall and full-figured, strong, radiant, an aura of powerful, celestial magic.
She floated down to stand in front of Marnie and the sword, looked between the two, frowning as though puzzled, or perhaps annoyed.
“You are not Maroc.” The goddess said.
Marnie smiled. She was not Maroc. She had been, once, but she was someone new now, someone better, happier.
“I… I was, once. I was your champion, Maroc. That was my sword. I was cursed, by the demoness Azine. She changed me, left me without my strength. I had to find other ways to survive and that led me to become who I am now.”
The goddess stared at Marnie, watching her, observing her. Her eyes shone with golden light and her face was beautiful and terrible.
“You were my champion, my chosen, my favourite?”
Marnie nodded.
“I kept the sword safe even when my memory was missing. It took me a while to get my memory back, and to find how to reach you, but I did it. I managed it.”
The goddess was silent for a moment. Marnie could hear the beating of her heart, a drumming in her skull. The goddess was beautiful, pale, radiant, a full, curvy body, a pretty face, long golden hair, and Marnie could not help admiring her, her brand pulsing hot, aching, a low burning lust rising to cloud her thoughts.
“You have come to be to be healed?”
Marnie squirmed. She bit her bottom lip.
“Initially I thought that, maybe, I could be healed, but now… it’s not so much the curse as it is what I’ve learnt. I want to talk to you about the things I know now.”
The goddess was silent, golden eyes fixed on Marnie. Marnie squirmed, almost afraid as the goddess scrutinised her, small and weak before the tall, powerful woman.
“In my quest to recover my memory and reach you I had to use what skills I had to survive. This curse it… it allowed me to experience things I hadn’t before. I’ve spoken to other races, other beings, I’ve learnt that they’re not what we thought.”
The goddess smiled, a cruel, barbed smirk. She laughed, the sound mocking.
“Your skills? Yes, I can see much about you that was unclear at first. My chosen champion falling to the guile of a demoness’s curse, giving in so easily. I expected more of you Maroc.”
The use of Marnie’s old name was almost a slap. The goddess’s tone was harsh.
“I can see just what you’ve experienced. Level five Tempress. Skilled in Charm. I know just how you earned that experience Maroc. I know what you’ve been doing. I can smell the scent of mongrel races on you. You are tainted by their seed.”
The phrase mongrel races made Marnie’s skin crawl. She realised how drastically her opinions had changed and the way the goddess looked at her made her think that maybe confronting her with the truth had been a mistake.
“Your body tells the tale of your adventures Maroc. You were once a strong man, powerful, capable of great victories in my name, a slayer of beasts, yet now look at you. You are a weak, pretty girl, a body built for carnal pleasures, made to seduce and incite lust in those around you. I would have expected you of all people to have been able to resist a simple pleasure curse, yet here you are, defiled by it, changed by it into something… filthy.”
Marnie blushed, a swell of shame at the way the way the goddess spoke to her but also… pride. It was true. She had changed, but she also liked who she had become, had enjoyed her experience. The world was a brighter place for her now, filled with pleasure instead of violence, sex instead of death. She just had to help the goddess see the truth.
“I… yes… what you say is true, but it’s not what you think. The other races, they are not evil, they are not the monsters you tell us about. They are thinking, feeling beings capable of fear and kindness, they can be gentle and sweet and we do not need to fear them. We do not need to kill them. We could live in peace, if we tried. I do not say that it would be easy but… it would be the right thing to do.”
The goddess laughed, the air around her crackling with fierce energies.
“The right thing to do? There will never be peace Maroc!”
Marnie shook her head. She had to convince her. She had to try.
“But… if we tried. We could teach people. We wouldn’t have to fight and kill. We could live side by side and…”
“And what? People could spend their free time fucking instead of fighting? Humans and mongrel races could just… get along? They could just enjoy themselves instead of fearing and hating each other?”
Marnie blushed. The thought of a peaceful world of pleasure instead of hate seemed such a wonderful prospect, one where she could truly enjoy her new body, her new self.
“You and the rest of your race are fools Maroc. When I arrived here I found you and those… creatures, living together, fraternising, fucking. Your world was a mess. You had achieved nothing. It was I who lifted you from the mud and the fornication. It was I who taught you about sin and shame, and it was I who made you the mighty peoples you are now.”
Marnie’s head spun. If what the goddess said was true then…
“And what did I ask for in return? Only a trifle, a tiny, insignificant sum… just the blood of your enemies, the souls of those mongrel creatures, to give me power, to feed me, so that I might better guard you and elevate you. I wanted only worship and devotion. Only your obedience in my crusade, and here you are, unable even to give me that.”
Marnie blinked, stunned. What the goddess said was… she knew that the other races were not evil, that they were capable of peace, of thought, of emotion. She just wanted humans and the other races to fight for her own power, her own glory.
The plateau seemed to heave, Marnie’s world turned on its head. The goddess had known, all along. The things Marnie had done as Maroc, the lives she had taken in the goddess’s name, and all for nothing. She felt a tide of rage, anger, fury. Her demon brand burned hot, pulsing with a furious lust that made her blood boil and seethe with power and magic and she wanted to scream, to curse the goddess.
“You have failed me Maroc. You have fallen to the curse of pleasure and I can see that there is no way to save you, so I will do you a kindness, and end your suffering.”
The goddess raised her hand, the air stirred, a ball of gold light shimmering in her palm. Marnie did not move, drew up her fury, her power, her lust and her anger.
“You are a scourge.” Marnie said—her voice, soft, feminine, was full of scorn now.
The goddess laughed. The wind gusted and she cast the orb of light at Marnie before Marnie could react. There was a scream, and a rush of movement. The light hit… just in front of Marnie. Naya fell to the floor, the goblin’s torso charred and smoking. Marnie screamed in horror and fury.
“We must run!” Featherfang roared.
Marnie summoned her power, her will, her rage and lust. The goddess was powerful, untouchable, terrible. Marnie did not care and she cast a bolt of boiling Charm at the goddess, the magic hitting her like a stone. Beyond all expectation the spell hit, stunning the goddess, her mind and body unused to the emotions, the pleasure, the lust.
“What… what… have you done… to me… how did you… it feels…”
The goddess’ voice was faint, husky, soft. She moaned and she lifted her hands to touch her body, squirming as the powerful pleasures summoned by Marnie’s Charm coursed through her. Marnie looked down to see Naya, still breathing, but badly wounded.
“We must go, before she recovers!” Featherfang roared.
The shout snapped Marnie from her daze. She moved quickly, still full of anger and lust, grabbed Naya, her paladin’s blade, and ran to Featherfang where he stood at the side of the plateau. The goddess, still struggling against the pleasure of Marnie’s Charm, moaning, touching herself, face flush, moved to follow, to strike out, but collapsed to her knees.
“You… you cannot… escape me…” She whispered, moaning as she groped herself.
Marnie leapt up onto Featherfang’s back and the three were up, away, fleeing before the goddess could recover. The air raced past, cold and brisk, and Marnie’s heart was thundering. All she had heard, all she had learnt—she had no idea what to do next, but before anything else, she needed to tend to Naya.
TO BE CONTINUED…




A Thank You From Keary
Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 
Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.
Stay safe, and keep being amazing!
Keary xx




Also By Keary Hayes…




The Femboy Next Door
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Arriving home for the summer after finishing college Adam is looking forward to one last chance to reconnect with the place where he grew up before beginning his new life as a young adult. Full of hope for the future, he cannot wait to see again the places and the people he left behind, the places and the people he’s missed.
First among them is of course Rose, the girl next door, Adam’s best friend, his first crush, and of course her younger brother Dale. The three had grown up together, gone on vacations together, and Dale had almost been like the younger brother Adam never had, annoying at times, pestering, sometimes even irritating, but Adam had missed him. When Adam meets Rose he sees that she has changed, just as he has changed, and he realises his feelings for her aren’t the same.
When he sees Dale for the first time in years he sees that he too has changed. The young, shy boy in baggy sweatshirts and jeans, awkward and sullen and introverted, is gone, replaced with a confident, smiling young man, dressed in hot-pants, long socks, a tiny t-shirt, and roller-skates.
Dale launches himself at Adam, eager for a hug. He’s missed him too, and he’s eager to catch up. The two spend more time together, and Adam soon sees just how happy Dale is, how comfortable he is just being himself, a pretty, cute, sexy femboy… and soon he’s forced to confront his own feelings and his own identity as he finds himself beguiled by the dazzling femboy next door.




Blackmailed by Brats: Part One
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Steven had been glad to get away to college and escape the rein of tyranny that was his bratty little step-sister, even though college had not been quite the life of fun and parties he’d been led to believe it was, but when his mother asked him to house-sit for the summer while she and his step-father took their long delayed honeymoon, he could not refuse, even if it meant spending a long, dreary summer back at home with Naomi.
Naomi was a Daddy’s girl, a princess who was used to getting what she wanted, as cunning and intelligent as she was beautiful, and even though Steven had made a point of staying out of her way, she’d made it clear she’d never wanted a brother. Knowing Stevie was going to be baby-sitting her all summer had not put her in a good mood, and Steven had a suspicion she was going to make him suffer…
Steven thought he was prepared for what Naomi might have planned, but he was not.
When Naomi and her best friend, the equally beautiful and cunning Lily, ask Steven to do a “small favour” for them, Steven uses it as an opportunity to show them he cannot be charmed like everyone else in their lives. His refusal though has consequences. The two charming and guileful young women set in motion a plan to bend Steven to their will, one that will turn Naomi’s step-brother in to someone prettier, more submissive and obedient, more fun, so that she can finally have the step-sister she always wanted, and Steven finds himself unable to resist as he is BLACKMAILED BY BRATS.




Becoming a Birthday Sissy
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Steven needs to make a good impression at his new job, but when his boss, the stern but beautiful Ms. Lorum, leaves him alone to get settled, the first thing he does is use his work computer to watch highly inappropriate videos. Fired on his second day, Steven begs for another chance, saying he’ll do anything. When Ms. Lorum offers him a choice, stay on as her assistant, obeying her every command, or leave in disgrace, Steven jumps at the chance to redeem himself.
However, he soon finds that Ms. Lorum’s demands are more than he expected. Made to wear pretty underwear, trained how to walk in heels, Steven embarks on a journey into the unknown, used, abused and punished, Steven is trained and transformed by his domineering boss to become the perfect birthday gift for her husband—a beautiful, sexy, submissive sissy.




Blackmailed: Claimed as Daddy’s Femboy Doll
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Ryan is much like any boy his age, though maybe a little smaller, a little more petite, a little cuter. He’s a popular, charming college boy with friends, a loving mother and step-father, a girlfriend, and just one tiny, dirty, shameful secret—Ryan likes to wear panties.
It all started with simple curiosity, wondering what they felt like, how they looked, but when Ryan discovered how good it felt, how pretty he looked, it soon became an addiction, and he began to wear more than just panties. Now, finally, he’s finally managed to get a full set of sexy matching lingerie, and he just can’t wait to try it on!
Ryan’s excitement soon turns to terror though when his step-father comes home early to find him all dressed up like a pretty, sexy, irresistible femboy. When his step-father makes it clear he is willing to keep Ryan’s dressing-up between the two of them, for a price, Ryan realises the predicament he is in. Desperate to keep his secret shame from being exposed to his mother, his friends, his girlfriend, Ryan has no choice, and he submits to his step-father’s demands. Soon enough Ryan finds himself being feminized, controlled, and, maybe even worse… he realises he is beginning to like the way his Daddy looks at him, the way his Daddy treats him.
As Ryan is taught the pleasure of being pretty, sexy, submitting to his Daddy’s will, discovering new joys and sensations, he is left wondering… is he ready to embrace being Daddy’s Femboy Doll?




About the Author
Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.
Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.
Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.
Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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