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EMPATHY’S CURSE III: A TEMPTRESS RISES
Marnie, once the mighty, powerful paladin Maroc, has been blessed by the demoness Azine, given a second chance.  She has been transformed in both body and soul, 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, a powerful Temptress, who has learnt to enjoy her new, unique, pleasurable method of adventuring.
After her confrontation with the goddess Marnie is left reeling.  Her past life was been a lie, and she wants desperately to atone for the cruelties she committed in the goddess’s name, wants to make the goddess pay for what she has done.
With her companions Featherfang and Naya, Marnie sets out to find a way to defeat the goddess once and for all.  Encountering goblins, seeking the aid skilled dwarves and the mighty demoness who began it all, Lady Azine, Marnie becomes the powerful, beguiling woman she was destined to become—a seductive, sexual, brazen Temptress.
In one last confrontation with the goddess, Marnie uses her new skills to make the most of the goddess’s one major weakness… sexual pleasure.  The fate of the world lies in her hands, and her skill not with her sword, but with her body.
Empathy’s Curse is an erotic fantasy themed adventure, containing scenes of a sexually explicit nature, featuring feminization, transformation, corruption, and monsters! 




One
The goddess’s mountain was far behind, almost small now on the horizon, and the lands beneath drifted past as Featherfang raced onward, beyond the goddess’s vengeful reach, his powerful black wings beating the air as Marnie clutched his black, glossy fur. She cradled Naya in her lap, his body small and light, lighter than she had thought, the goblin’s body lean, muscular, strong and agile.
Naya’s eyes were closed, his breath ragged, pulse fast and erratic. The wound on his chest—the wound the goddess’s inflicted, her bolt of golden light intended for Marnie as punishment for her perceived failure, her fall from grace—was grave, his armour burnt, flesh charred.
Marnie’s heart was heavy. It was her fault. She had thought she could persuade the goddess to end her crusade against the non-human races, that she could show her that the other races were not the evil, cruel beasts the goddess thought, but were in fact sentient beings capable of kindness and gentleness and pleasure—a fact Marnie had learnt first-hand several times during her misadventures in her new body.
The goddess had known though. All along she had known that the so-called ‘mongrel races’ were intelligent, emotional, rational beings capable of not only violence, but also kindness. She had known but still, she had urged the humans to war, inciting them to cleanse the lands so that the blood and death might feed her, empower her. The thought that Marnie, now a pretty, sexy female Temptress, once Maroc, a mighty paladin, the goddess’s mightiest champion, had been responsible for much of that blood and death left her feeling sick.
She hadn’t known though. She had been lied to, by the goddess. She had been taught to hate and fear. It was different now though. Cursed by the mighty demoness Lady Azine, gifted her new body, her new abilities, she had learnt the truth. The world was more pleasurable than she ever could have imagined. She was Marnie now, a beautiful, brazen, sexual woman, a powerful Temptress, changed forever by her adventures. The things she had done, the pleasures she had experienced… just remembering made her squirm and blush, her pierced nipples hardening, her cute little cock twitching in her panties. She was better now, wiser, and she would do all she could to set things right. But first, she needed to save Naya, the goblin assassin who had saved her by throwing himself into the path of the goddess’s attack.
There was nothing she could do though. She was built for seduction, Charm. She was no healer, unless… the tingle in the back of her head after her experience with Feathering and after facing the goddess was still there. She had levelled up. There was hope. She had heard that powerful Temptresses were capable of minor healing at higher levels. Perhaps…
Marnie pulled out her log, the mystical artefact that kept track of her class, level, skill, abilities, and quests. Marnie, female Temptress, level six. Marnie looked over her abilities and skills. There were several new entries, all of them sending shivers of anticipation and excitement through her, and she scanned them, hopeful. There was one that caught her eye. Rapture’s Gift, using the power of her pleasure, the Temptress may infuse a single target with rejuvenating magick. That had to be a healing spell, surely. Marnie smiled, hopeful.
“How is he?” Featherfang called, shouting to be heard over the roaring wind.
Marnie looked down at Naya, his black skin almost ashen. He was growing cold, his pulse weakening. She needed to try her magick soon.
“Not great. He needs healing or he’s not going to make it. I might be able to do something, but we need to land if I’m to try.” Marnie said.
Featherfang, the massive black sky-warg, the raven-winged hulking wolf, nodded. The muscles of his back rippled between Marnie’s thighs as his wings beat the air, reminding Marnie of the way his muscles had rippled as he had bred her. The remembering made her blush and squirm, her demon brand pulsing with lust and power. She felt her body throb with sexual energy and she allowed it to fill her, her cock aching, hole clenching, sensitive, plump, wet lips tingling. The sexual energy would help and she let it course through her, her entire body hot, aching with need and desire.
“There is a clearing ahead. I think we are far enough away now. I will land and you can do what you need to, just, please… save him. He is my friend.” Featherfang said.
Marnie could hear the fear and sadness in his voice, could feel his worry, the gift of her Empathy. She nodded, storing her lust and sexual energy, her demon brand hot now, almost burning.
“He saved my life. He didn’t have to but he did. I will do everything I can to save him.” Marnie said.
 

Featherfang paced around the clearing as Marnie worked. She stripped Naya’s armour off, working carefully to avoid further injury. His wounds were grave, but he was still breathing.
Marnie knelt by Naya’s side, his eyes closed, his breath shallow and ragged, and she focussed on the skill that lurked at the back of her mind. Rapture’s Gift. She had no idea if this would even work, but she had to try. She owed the goblin her life.
As the skill swam to the surface of Marnie’s conscious mind her body began to grow hotter, vague understandings, like almost forgotten memories, stirring. She was already aroused but the skill seemed to only provoke further lust, an itch and craving that mounted, becoming almost desperate, almost painful. Marnie focussed her mind on Naya, on his wound, her body tingling, burning, her demon brand pulsing with brazen, lusty magicks.
Marnie’s cute little cock grew hard, twitching in her panties, and her hole grew slick and hungry. Her heart raced, her brand pulsing, hot and eager. Her tits and lips tingled, yearning, nipples becoming hard, the piercings, the magical relics of Pexea filling her with power, lust, making her nipples so sensitive, such an eager source of pleasure.
Marnie knew what she had to do… it was obvious. Rapture’s Gift.
Marnie let her hands move almost on their own, gliding up her thighs, a caress, her skin sensitive, tingling, and she moaned. She was aware of Featherfang, the massive, powerful, regal sky-warg, memories of his thick, hard, cock knotting her. Being watched made her blush, the brazenness of it, the shame and humiliation, the thrill, exhilarating.
One hand slipped up, under Marnie’s skirt, over the small, hard bulge of her cock. She moaned, biting her bottom lip, and her hand slipped round, down, towards her crack, her hole. Her other hand slipped up, over her belly, up towards her breasts.
She focussed her attention and her energy on Naya, her lust and pleasure feeding her skill, her new instincts taking over. Still, she was aware of Featherfang’s attention, his hungry eyes, his hardening cock as the air filled with the scent of her arousal, her lust, the magick of her wanton desire.
Marnie pulled down her corset, freeing her large tits, the heavy, round, firm flesh caressed by cold air. The way they bounced and wiggled was still a novelty, a joy she was not yet used to. Her pierced nipples were swollen, aching, and she let her hand roam over the soft, perfect swell of her chest, fingers teasing her hardened, sensitive nubs. Pleasure burst, filling her, and she quivered, gnawing on her bottom lip, mind blank, flooded with bliss.
The air shimmered with magick, sexual energies, lust, desire. Marnie pinched her nipple hard, gasping at the euphoria that coursed through her. Her other hand slipped beneath her panties, along her crack, to her slick, eager, waiting entrance.
She pressed two fingers into her hole, stretching herself, her hole opening. There was little resistance, her ass used to taking much more, Adapted now, willing and sensitive and hungry. Her entrance opened and her fingers slipped deep, caressing her inner walls. It was the first time Marnie had really explored her new body, the pleasures it offered, the way it felt, the way it responded, and given the way it drove her wild with pleasure she knew it would not be her last.
Marnie moved her hand to her other breast, kneading, groping, fondling as she fucked her fingers into her ass. Her hips rolled, driven by instinct and need, fucking down onto her hand. She teased her pierced nipples, whimpering, moaning as she fucked herself as deep and hard as she could, bucking her hips and ass to chase the sensation. The air crackled with magick, power, lust, potent sexual energy, all of it coming from Marnie, pouring out of her as she pleasured herself, fucking her ass with her fingers, teasing her soft, pert, sensitive tits, her body alive with desire and joy.
“Fuck… yes… I…” Marnie could barely speak, could barely think.
Her demon brand glowed, fuelling her magick and delight. She was writhing now, fucking herself hard, fast, deep, squeezing the soft, plump flesh of her breasts, sensitive and aching.
The skill, Rapture’s Delight, sat in the front of Marnie’s mind, guiding her hands, her body, encouraging her pleasure, her lust, her body full to bursting. Her cute little cock swelled, twitching, and Marnie, on instinct, focussed her mind, her energy, her magick, on Naya.
Her fingers sank deep into her hole, pressing on the knot of her pleasure inside of her, her sensitive inner walls slick and tight. Her nipples ached, hard, bursting with pleasure as she teased her pierced nubs. She moaned, loudly, and her pleasure erupted. The air crackled and magick, unlike anything Marnie had experienced, burst from her. Her cock swelled, aching, twitched as she came. She pressed down on her hand, her fingers, bucking her hips as she fucked herself, squeezing her nipple hard, tugging at her piercing.
“Yes… fuck…”
The air shimmered and a flood of sexual magick coursed through Marnie, burst from her, focussed on Naya’s wound. As she came the magick swirled, filling the goblin with new life, the gift of Marnie’s pleasure restoring him.
Marnie slowed her riding, her finger slipping in and out of her hole, teasing the last drops of pleasure from her climax. She caressed her tits softly, nipples sore but full of delightful tingles. She moaned, whimpering, aching, wanting more, her brand still pulsing, but satisfied.
She looked down, saw Naya, his wound was… gone. She smiled as she slipped her fingers from her slick, tight, aching hole. She shivered, biting her bottom lip, blushing.
“He’s… what did you do?” Featherfang’s tone was almost awed. “I’ve never seen such magick.”
Marnie looked up to Featherfang, his gaze fixed on her, wonder and arousal. His eyes were glued to Marnie’s bare chest, her tits still exposed. She giggled, wiggled, showing off, delighting in the reaction her body elicited from the powerful beast.
“I healed him. It’s a new skill. I’ve never tried it before but I think it worked.” She said.
Featherfang’s eyes widened. Marnie was still basking in the afterglow of her climax, still wanting more. She looked down and saw that Naya was breathing calmer, his wound gone.
“That was the first time you did that? Remarkable… you are truly more powerful than I thought.”
Marnie blushed at the praise, just glad she was able to help the goblin. Naya’s eyes fluttered, opened, and he looked up to Marnie. His gaze went immediately to her exposed tits and he grinned, lecherous. Marnie wiggled to tease him, her breasts swaying, heavy and firm—her new body a delight.
“That’s quite the sight to wake up to.” Naya said. “Now, why don’t you tell me what I missed.”
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“So all this… all this death, all this war… it’s for power?” Naya said—his voice was quiet.
He looked at Marnie in horror as she told of her confrontation with the goddess, explaining how she had tried to tell the goddess that the other races were intelligent and capable of good, that she believed they should be pursuing peace, not war. The goddess had mocked her though. The goddess wanted the war, wanted the blood and violence so that she could grow stronger, so that she could feed.
“I have lived a long time.” Featherfang said, his tone sombre, his voice deep and wise. “And have always believed the goddess to be… less than noble, less than pure. This though, this blatant abuse of power, this disregard for life, for the rights of others, this is evil. There is no other word for it. The goddess, your goddess, is evil.”
Marnie laughed, shaking her head. Featherfang and Naya both stared at her.
“She is not my goddess anymore.”
Marnie looked almost sad, defeated. She was dressed now and the three were sat around a small fire she had prepared, to keep Naya warm as he healed, though after her… gift, he seemed completely recovered, much to Marnie’s and Featherfang’s astonishment.
The goddess has stood as the guardian for humans for countless generations, since before recorded history. Marnie had been brought up in the service of the goddess, one of the chosen, raised in a monastery, and then a military academy to become a paladin. She had never known her parents. She had been taught to be a tool of the goddess’s vengeance and fury, taught to hate the other races, taught to fight, to kill.
Yet now… now she knew different. She had seen the world in a different light. She had learnt that the other races weren’t the cruel, murderous brutes she had been made to think. The world wasn’t as simple as good and bad, or at least, the division wasn’t what she had always imagined.
“I failed you all.” Marnie said, finally.
She hung her head, sighed, her large breasts heaving. Even depressed she was beautiful, sexy, pretty, her blonde hair, so bright it was almost white, hung in front of her face, her bright green eyes, her plump lips.
“No.” Featherfang said. “You have not failed. You just have not succeeded, yet.”
Marnie looked up, gave a faint smile. Naya and Featherfang both still believed in her, in what she wanted to achieve. They wanted peace as much as she did, a world where human’s no longer hunted the other races because of what they were taught by a lying, selfish bitch. Together, perhaps…
“But what can I do now?” Marnie asked.
Featherfang smiled. The way he looked at Marnie, his deep golden eyes, sleek black fur, made her demon brand pulse hot with lust.
“You were able to see the truth, were able to see through the goddess’s lies. Perhaps you could convince others. If you could show the other paladins the truth it would be a big step in stopping the slaughter.”
Marnie shook her head. Her heart ached.
“No, they’d never believe me. I’d not have believed me. I had to learn it for myself. If not for this… curse.”
Even the word curse seemed wrong now. Being given this opportunity, to discover so much about herself, to learn so much about the world… it had been a blessing in disguise.
“There’s a very simple option.” Naya said.
Both Marnie and Featherfang turned to face him. He was grinning.
“We take down that bitch, make her undo the evil her lies have caused.”
“How? I know that others have tried but she’s… impervious.” Marnie said.
Naya nodded.
“Yes, to conventional attacks. It’s part of her magick. But she’s not immune to you, and she’s not immune to her own power. After what you told me, about how we escaped… well, I have a plan. That sword you carry, it was forged by her. It carries her magick. If we can use that, repurpose the metal into something more useful that you can wield, and then with your new powers… well, I think we have a very good chance at pulling it off.”
Marnie frowned.
“How?” She asked again.
“I know of a very skilled master craftsman, and he happens to owe me a favour.” Naya said, beaming.




Two
The entrance to the mines and the underground city was narrow, and small. Inside it was dark and there was a foul wind.
“I will wait here for you. Confined spaces make me uneasy, something about not being able to fly should I need to, and I’d be more of a hindrance in those tight spaces. I will not leave without you though.” Featherfang said.
Marnie looked to Naya. He smiled, shook his head.
“I’d love to. Narrow dark spaces are like paradise to me. All those places to hide for a sneak attack, but even with your remarkable healing I still need rest. If you’re willing to wait a few days, maybe tend to me?” Naya said, laughing.
Marnie blushed at the suggestion. The thought was tempting. A few days in the company of both Naya and Featherfang, pleasing them both, two glorious cocks to play with, but she could not. She shook her head, heart heavy.
“I can’t. This is important and any delay is potentially more lives lost. I have to push on.” She said.
Featherfang and Naya both nodded. They understood.
“I thought you’d say that.” Naya said. “But you’ll be safe enough down there. Nothing but a few goblins and imps lurking in the caves before the city, and I know you can handle them.”
Marnie blushed, giggled, wiggled her hips and chest, boobs bouncing. Naya watched her, lecherous and envious of any goblins, imps, or monsters she might encounter.
“But can they handle you?” Featherfang said, smiling at her.
Marnie grinned. She shrugged.
“Only one way to find out.” She said.
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Marnie made her way along narrow tunnels, the walls carved stone, dark and full of shadows. A wind blew from ahead, cold and ancient. The lantern she carried cast a small puddle of light around her, flickering shadows. The floors led constantly down, into the earth.
Though the hairs on the back of her neck prickled at the cold, and her belly fluttered with trepidation, Marnie was not afraid. She was certain of herself, confident, skilled, powerful, and she had a goal ahead—she was set on a path, to set right the wrong she had done in her past life, to take down the tyrant bitch who called herself goddess.
This part of the plan was simple. Find the craftsman Naya knew, a dwarf by the name of Herius, a master crafter in the ‘lost’ dwarven city of Aztaeon, and get him to repay the favour he owed.
Marnie carried her paladin blade across her back, the weapon she had used to slay too many in her former life, the weapon she had kept even after she lost her memory, aware of how important it was, and now, it would prove its use.
As a sword it was too heavy for her to wield. She was small, slim, weak, a pretty, lithe, sexy woman, built for things other than combat—and she preferred this body. The blade could however be remade, into something she could use, into a weapon better suited to her skills. Such a weapon would prove powerful against the bitch goddess, and that, along with her powerful abilities, which had already proven effective against her, may well be the key to victory. What kind of weapon though… that was something Marnie had not had time to think about, and she hoped Herius would have suggestions.
Marnie walked for hours, down, along narrow, confined paths. At times, from the side tunnels, she heard distant voices, laughter, but none approached her. She pictured imps and goblins watching her pass, curious about the sexy young Temptress, but fearful of approaching after seeing the blade on her back.
As she wove deeper the tunnel branched, again and again, and Marnie paused at each junction, judging the flow of air, the carving of the rock, the slope of the floor, then let instinct guide her. After hours of walking she finally admitted it. She was lost. She frowned, annoyed and frustrated, her demon brand pulsing with hot unsatisfied desire, her nipples aching. After the magick she had worked on Naya she had found no time for pleasure and she was feeling drained and… ravenous.
Marnie stopped at a crossroads of tunnels, one leading back the way she had come along with three others, three routes to choose from. She sighed, biting her bottom lip, and reviewed them all. They were all practically identical and she had no idea which way to go. There was an emptiness inside her, gnawing, and she wiggled her hips, restless, irritated, full of cravings. Her lips tingled, mouth empty and wet, and her ass ached, tight and hot.
Marnie turned and looked back over her shoulder. Just back the way she had come there had been voices along a side tunnel. Marnie grinned, wiggled her hips, bouncing slightly, delighting in the way her boobs jiggled, and slipped off her cloak to show off her curvy, sexy body. She headed back along the way she had come, back towards the voices to search for directions and something to satisfy her cravings.
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It did not take long for Marnie to find the voices she had been looking for. Sneaking along the side tunnel she came across a camp of goblins lurking in a small chamber where once ore or gems had been mined. There were only a few lamps, the light dim, but the chamber was warm and decorated with furs and mats of woven grasses, carved wooden furniture, so that is was cosy, almost homely.
There were five goblins, all sat around, relaxing, chatting. They were all light-skinned, an earthy red-brown, in contrast to the jet black skin of Naya, with shorn cropped hair, dressed simply in skins and leather. From the way they were laughing Marnie guessed they were young, only just setting out on their own, using the mines as a place to hide from the exterminating forces of the goddess.
Marnie took a deep breath, summoned her Temptress magicks, her Charm, and wrapped them around her like a veil. The air shimmered with desire and erotic tension. She stepped out into the cavern and into the light.
“Hello boys. I was wondering if you’d be able to assist a helpless, lost girl.” Her voice was soft, seductive, wanton.
The five goblins jumped up, startled at being disturbed. They turned to face Marnie and she stood still, wiggling her hips, letting her boobs wobble provocatively, her ample cleavage shown off by her tight leather corset. Their eyes went wide, taking in the swell of her hips, ass, tits, and she felt the surge of their lust, her demon brand pulsing hot in response.
“I’d be ever so grateful.” Marnie forced as much charm into the last word as she could, curious about what effect it would have on five goblins at once.
The air seemed almost to sparkle. Her brand was blazing, burning, and her body was alive with desire and lust and pleasure. She whimpered and grinned as the five goblins seemed to reel, mesmerized by her, hypnotised by the sexual, brazen, wanton Temptress in front of them. They were under her spell.
“Yes, miss.” They said almost as one. “We’d love to help a pretty girl like you.”
Their smiles, the bulges in their trouser, made clear exactly what kind of help they wanted to offer. Fortunately, that was exactly what Marnie had in mind.
Marnie grinned, blushing, biting her bottom lip as her body grew hot from the air of lust and desire. It was intoxicating, and she needed it, craved it. Her body felt empty, drained, and she needed to replenish herself. She stepped off, walked slowly towards the five goblins, none of them taller than her chest. She wiggled her ass, her hips, her boobs bouncing. The way they watched her, the way they wanted her, their lust… it fed her and she moaned in delight.
“Well, how about I show you how grateful I can be, and then you can show me how to find the city of Aztaeon?” Marnie said.
The goblins all nodded, unable to tear their gazes away from Marnie’s body, her pretty face, perfect makeup, shimmering blonde curls. She was the very embodiment of lust.
Marnie reached up, tugging off her corset as she walked, letting it fall to the floor. Her tits popped free, showing off the perfect orbs of flesh, round and firm, large, fat, hard pierced nipples. The goblins’ eyes grew wider and the reek of lust grew stronger.
Marnie stopped just in front of them, smiling, blushing. She grinned.
“Show me what you’ve got then boys.” She said.
The goblins could not strip out of their clothes fast enough. Marnie’s brad burned hot, pulsing, and she was feeling voracious.
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The goblins stood in front of Marnie in a semi-circle, naked, eyes wide, the air crackling with lust. She took a deep breath, inhaling the rich, masculine scent, grinning, blushing. They were all slim, toned with slight muscle, their arms and torsos decorated with paint and tattoos, oddly handsome. They were all smaller than her, short and slim, but their cocks, fortunately, were disproportionately large for their size, equal to that of any large man.
Marnie reached up to cup her tits, squeezing one in each hand, fingers pressing into the soft, supple flesh. She moaned, loudly, biting her bottom lip hard. Her fingers crept up to her nipples, her piercings, teasing. The goblins watched wide-eyed, hungry, amazed, and Marnie basked in their adoration and arousal, their lust fuelling her appetites.
“You can touch me if you want.” She said.
There was a moment where none of them dared move and then, suddenly, they all rushed forward. Marnie was surrounded, ten hands reached out to touch her, nimble, delicate, skilled fingers, probing and dextrous and strong. Hands ran up her thighs, caressing, slipped up under her skirt, to her ass, squeezing, groping the round, plump flesh of her ample ass. Hands ran over her hips, wide, up to her waist, thin, waspish, gripping her, pulling her, slipped up to her chest, her large, aching, sensitive tits.
Marnie let her hands fall to her side, fingers caressing her arms, shoulders. The goblins were gentle, but firm, exploring her soft, sexy, pretty body eagerly. Marnie let them experience the joy of her flesh, hands squeezing the heaviness of her tits, the hard, aching, ever so sensitive nubs of her nipples, tugging, pinching. She moaned, unable to contain her pleasure as they tugged on her piercings, her body shuddering in delight and joy, bursts of euphoria filling her whole body. This is what she had needed.
“Yes… that’s it… touch me… feel me… don’t be shy…” Marnie whispered.
The goblins were in awe, encouraged by her words and her whimpered moans. Their hands explored more eagerly, more confidently. They groped her, squeezing, her breasts mauled by many hands, her waist, hips, thighs, ass, fingers tugging down her panties to free her cute little cock, hard and throbbing now.
Her panties were pulled off, fingers slipping into the crack of her ass, brushing over her moist, slick hole, her entrance twitching, hungry. A hand brushed over her cute little cock, fingers wrapping, gently, stroking, another on her balls. Marnie smiled. These goblins knew just how to treat a sexy Temptress.
“I have a mouth too you know. And it’s feeling very left out.” Marnie said.
Within moments she felt herself lifted, her legs raised gently from the ground, and she was lowered to kneeling on the floor, her head now level with the goblins’ chests—the reek of their masculine lust was stronger, intoxicating.
Hands still groped her, her tits, nipples, body hot, demon brand burning, pulsing, hands squeezing her ass, fingers teasing over her hole, caressing her thighs and back, stroking her cute little cock. A finger pressed at her hole and Marnie moaned, pressed back, rolling her hips, and the finger slipped into her, making her shudder and squirm. She looked down, saw five hard, throbbing, magnificent cocks all in need of her attention, and she smiled.
Marnie leant forward, many hands caressing her, mauling her, her body hot, aching, full of pleasure. She settled onto all fours, like a bitch in heat. She curved her back, lifting her ass to take more of the finger inside of her, letting it slip deeper, fucking her, slow and gentle, teasing. She spread her legs, hands caressing her cute little cock, her round ass, her tits, her hard nipples. She lifted her head and looked ahead, to the cock immediately in front of her. She could no longer resist. She wanted it, needed it. She needed to feed.
Marnie parted her pink, plump, sensitive lips and leant forward. She pressed her lips to the thick, prominent head and sucked, tongue lapping. The goblin thrust his hips and his cock slipped into Marnie’s mouth, deep, hot and hard, throbbing. She moaned as the delight in her sensitive lips filled her. Another finger pressed against her ass, her hole, and she pressed back, encouraging it, moaning, muffled by the cock in her mouth, as it joined the first, stretching her, slipping deep. Hands squeezed her tits, nipples, ass, hips, hands gripped her hair, and she sucked hard on the cock in her mouth as she fucked back on the fingers in her hole.
The goblin in front of her shifted forward, thrust, and more of his cock slipped into Marnie’s mouth, the head pressing at the back of her throat. Marnie’s throat opened, easily, practised, and his cock slipped down, swallowed, the sensation a wonder and Marnie’s mind went blank from the joy. Her demon brand thrummed, hot, full of lust and energy, the air alive with lust and desire.
“Fuck… she’s… amazing…”
The goblin fucking Marnie’s mouth sounded breathless with pleasure and he fucked hard, deep, fucking her mouth. Her lips sent bolts of pleasure straight to her cock, her hole, as his cock slipped in and out of her tight, wet, hot, pretty mouth.
“I have to try her…” Another said.
The fingers in her ass slipped out and Marnie pined at their loss, feeling empty and bereft. She whimpered in delight as she felt something thicker, harder, hotter, press at her puckered opening. Her hole moistened, and the goblin behind her pressed forward, her hole stretching, wet and eager, opening. Her entrance stretched and then, suddenly, without effort, the thick head of the goblin’s cock slipped in, fucking deep into her ass, and Marnie moaned loud in delight.
She thrust her hips back, lifting her ass, offering it. The goblin behind her fucked his cock deeper, hard, thrusting into Marnie’s tight, slick confines. The goblin in front fucked into her mouth, her throat, and Marnie fed off their lust, delighting in the sensations.
The goblins around her, desperate, horny, caressed and fondled her. One of them shifted to lie beneath her, hands fondling her tits, her pierced nipples. The cocks in her mouth and ass fucked in and out in unison, Marnie thrust back and forward to take more, both of them a source of indescribable joy as they filled her, slipping over her lips and tongue, slipping in and out of her ass, caressing her inner walls, the knot of her pleasure, her cute little cock twitching.
Her demon brand burned. The goblin beneath her reached up, tugging on her nipples, and leant towards her. His lips touched her left nipple, nibbling, then sucked, hard. The pleasure was a sudden euphoric bolt and Marnie almost collapsed as it threatened to overwhelm her. She came, hard, suddenly, moaning loudly around the cock in her throat, clamping down in the cock in her ass. She shuddered, body feeding off the lust and desire and pleasure, and the goblins did not cease their fucking, slipping in and out of her mouth, hole, the one beneath still sucking on her nipple, teasing more pleasure from her, as though milking her, hands stroking, caressing.
The orgasm was like nothing she had experienced before, the pleasure filling her whole body, her cock throbbing, but still hard, rewiring her brain, feeding her. Her body, coursing with power, shifted, Adapting, becoming curvier, voluptuous, wanton, craving more, drinking deep the lust and desire and pleasure that was flowing. Marnie became beyond beautiful, beyond sexy—a creature of pure lust, pure desire, a woman without equal, and her demon brand glowed and glowed, searing her with addictive, powerful magick and pleasure.
The goblin cock in her mouth, fucking in and out between her lips, swelled, throbbing, fucked deep into her throat as she swallowed it with ease. The goblin in her mouth came, hard, a flood of hot, thick, delicious cum, and Marnie drank it, eagerly, glad for it. She moaned, delighting in the sensation of swallowing the goblin’s cum as she fucked back onto the cock in her ass. She wiggled her hips, chasing the pleasure in her ass, nipples sucked, body caressed. Her hole squeezed and she felt the goblin’s cock in her ass swell, expanding, stretching her further, pulsing. She moaned louder as he came inside of her, filling her round, plump butt with his hot, thick, sticky load.
She came again, harder this time, the sensation of being pumped full of cum, her mouth, her ass, filling her, a delight. Her body glowed with magick and power, brand burning, mind spinning.
As the cock in her ass softened and the cock in her mouth dried up, she pulled her lips off, an audible pop that made her smile, blushing. She looked around, to the three still hard cocks around her. Marnie smiled, biting her bottom lip, tongue still coated with cum, her hole leaking, slick and sticky.
“Don’t be shy boys, there’s plenty more of me and I’m not going to break. Why don’t you give me all you’ve got…”
Marnie grinned and one of the remaining goblins, hard cock in hand, moved in behind her, urging his friend away, limp cock slipping from Marnie’s hole with a trickle of cum, her body absorbing the rest, feeding off it. She moaned as the second goblin pressed the fat head of his prick to her gaping, slick entrance, and thrust. She pushed back, grinding her hips, and the cock slipped deep with little effort, filling her, and she gasped.
“Yes… that’s it… more… fuck me… fill me with your cum… all of you…”
Marnie turned her head and reached out to grab the nearest hard cock, the goblin who had been fucking her mouth moving to her side to suck on her swollen nipple. She pulled the goblin cock towards her mouth and wrapped her lips around his thick shaft and sucked, pleased when he began to thrust, fucking her mouth with vigour and enthusiasm.
Marnie’s body shimmered, soft, voluptuous, sexy, and she fed on the lust and cum and passion, fuelling her power, her magick. She fucked back, sucked, let the goblins worship her, pleasure her as she pleasured them, sticky and sweaty and wonderful, and she knew she would be unable to stop until all five of them had been satisfied again, and again, and again.




Three
The gates to the city of Azteaon filled the tunnel ahead, high and wide, heavy steel and wood. Marnie stopped, turned back and smiled at her travelling companions.
“Well, this is where I leave you. I’ll miss you, obviously, but… well… it was a lot of fun, and you were excellent guides.” Marnie said.
The goblins blushed, cheeks turning rosy, nervous smiles. Marnie had enjoyed their cocks, their cum, their lust, for hours, each goblin taking at least several turns in her mouth, her ass, her hands, sucking on her tits, caressing her ass. Marnie had basked in their lustful worship, feeding of their desire, cumming again and again as she sucked, fucked, her body hot, sensitive, full of wonder.
They had finished, finally, by bathing Marnie in one glorious shared orgasm, Marnie teasing all five of them with her mouth, hands and hole until they were whimpering for release, then, satisfied, she had allowed them to cum over her, her face and tits, and she had basked in their mess, her skin absorbing the sticky loads, her body becoming beyond radiant, beyond perfect.
They had all needed to rest, afterwards, but eventually, reluctantly, they had set off to show Marnie the way to the city. The walk had taken no more than a few hours, but the path had been winding.
“Are you sure we can’t persuade you… one more… please?” One of the goblins asked.
Marnie shook her head, giggling, blushing. She wiggled, pleased with the way the goblins watched her, the subtle bulges in their pants.
“I’m afraid not my little pleasure goblins… I have things I need to do. Perhaps another time. I’m sure though the memory will offer you a little gratification, I know I’ll recall our time together fondly.”
Marnie winked and the goblins all blushed a deeper shade of crimson. Marnie loved the influence she had over them, the way they desired her, the way they wanted her, and she felt… satisfied, as though after a good, hearty meal.
“Just be sure to stay safe, and behave yourselves.” Marnie said.
She stepped towards the five goblins and bent, kissed each one on the cheek, pleased in the way they squirmed as she touched them, her soft lips tingling with pleasure.
“Now, be off with you. I have things to do… and thank you… for everything.”
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The gates swung open easily, inside two guards. They stalled as they saw Marnie, a young, pretty, sexy woman, a paladin’s sword strapped to her back—their eyes went wide as they looked over her curves, her face, her radiant wanton sexuality. Her brand burned with power and energy, filling her with lust and desire. She smiled at each guard in turn.
“I am here to see Herius, the craftsman.” Marnie said—her voice was calm, confident, sexy, full of Charm.
The guards, both dwarves, looked at Marnie for a moment, eyes wide, their expressions stunned. They were both shorter than Marnie, their eyes level with the top of her cleavage, and they wore the traditional long, braided hair and beards of their kind, reddish-brown. They stood in leather and mail armour, both gripping their axes in a way that suggested they knew how to use them.
Marnie brightened her smile, wiggled, her hips swaying, boobs bouncing. She bit her bottom lip and fluttered her lashes and the air fizzed with magicks. Both guards broke into wide, happy smiles, their gazes glued to Marnie’s tits, ass, face, so that they did not even notice the sword on her back.
“Of course. Of course. We’re always happy to have a pretty young thing like you visit. You’ll find him in the makers’ district. If you’re staying, I’d suggest finding a room in the Coal Bucket, a lovely inn where me and the other guards tend to spend our off hours. We’d all love to buy you a drink and… get to know you.”
Marnie knew just what the guard meant by ‘get to know’. It was obvious from his expression and the way they both grinned at her, eyeing her curves, her plump wet lips, her bright blonde hair, green eyes. She giggled, blushing, delighting in the lust that she felt emanating from both of them. Clearly, they found her irresistible.
“Thanks. I’ll have to see how I get on, but the offer is very appreciated.” Marnie said, barely able to believe what an outrageous flirt she was being.
She loved the way it made her feel, the way her cute little cock twitched, her demon brand pulsing with hot pleasure, nipples hard, body tingling, belly fluttering. The guards nodded, flattered.
“Well, maybe we’ll see you. I’ll certainly keep an eye out for you.”
Marnie thanked the guards and asked for directions to the makers’ district then set off. The streets were busy, so Marnie pulled her cloak around her to hide her wanton body. Though she appreciated the attention, delighting in the way people reacted to seeing her, she was in a hurry, and did not want to be distracted.
She found Herius’ shop easily enough, a large workshop on the main street, full of armour and weapons on display, fine works, and a forge out back where apprentices worked smelting, hammering, sharpening, refining. It was a din of activity.
Marnie approached what looked to be the foreman and let her cloak open as she walked. The work stopped, suddenly, and all eyes were on her—the sudden atmosphere of desire was like nectar to her and her whole body shuddered.
“I’m here for Herius. He owes a favour that I intend to collect.” Marnie said—her voice was confident, loud.
She stood, grinning, shoulders back, proud. She let the dwarves stare at her, admire her, and it was a pleasure to see their eyes widen as they took in her pretty face, her ample curves. The foreman stammered for a moment, his face turning red.
“He… he’s inside… but, you go on in. I’m sure he’ll be more than happy to see you lass.”
Marnie smiled. She was certain he’d enjoy seeing her.
“Thanks.” She said.
As she turned and walked away she was sure she heard several of the apprentices groan in disappointment. Marnie flicked her cloak out, feeling sympathetic, flashing her ass, wiggling, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, deliberately provocative. She grinned, blushing, as there was a murmur of approval behind her, all eyes glued to her round, firm, perfect ass.
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“And who are you then?”
Herius, was, understandably sceptical about an unspecified favour being called in. More disturbingly, he seemed only minorly affected by Marnie’s Charm—though he clearly admired her, he was not spellbound as the others had been.
“I’m Marnie. I’m a friend of Naya. He said you owed him a favour.” Marnie said.
Herius scowled. He eyed Marnie, her cleavage, curves, long hair, made-up face. He nodded, smiling a wry, cunning grin.
“Naya? I’ve not seen that troll for years. How is he?”
Marnie laughed, a light giggle. He was testing her.
“He’s fine, still remarkably short for a troll though. People still mistake him for a goblin.” She said.
Herius’ smile brightened and he laughed, brightly, easily. He nodded, approving.
“So you do know him. Fair enough. That cunning little bastard saved my life and I’m not one to take a life debt lightly. What was it you wanted lass? Naya’s not one to turn a debt over lightly to another, especially not one as valuable as this, but from the looks of you I’d say you were into some rather unusual adventures.”
Marnie laughed again, easier this time, more relaxed. She nodded. She could tell from the way Herius looked at her that he understood more than most who took in her beauty and sexuality.
“You could say that.” She said. “I want to take down the goddess.”
Herius paled, eyes wide. He drew in a hiss of breath, shaking his head.
“That’s… that’s a lot more than unusual. That’s plain madness. How can you possibly hope…”
Marnie dropped her paladin’s blade onto the worktable behind which Herius sat. Herius looked down and his eyes went wide again and he laughed, shaking his head, as though bewildered.
“A beautiful young woman, a Temptress, if I have it right, comes into my workshop, the greatest crafter the dwarves have known in generations, bearing a life debt, the greatest debt a dwarf can owe, and asks me to help her take down the bitch goddess herself… and then, to top it all off, she offers me perhaps the one thing I could use to do just that.”
Herius looked up, looked at Marnie. He smiled.
“I think I can help you lass, but I’d ask one small favour in return.”
Marnie had almost been expecting this.
“What?” Marnie asked, already knowing the answer.
“Your armour, its not suitable for a woman of your beauty about to embark on this kind of quest. I’ll make you a weapon to take down the goddess if you let me craft you a set of armour that better suits the woman you are, and the quest you’re on.”
Marnie was… shocked. It was not the request she had been expecting. She loved her armour, the way it showed off her body, but Herius wasn’t wrong. She had changed, become more buxom, curvier, her tits and ass and hips bigger. She was more womanly now, sexier, desirable like few other women, and she loved her new body. It was a dangerous quest she was embarking on so new armour, better suited to it, would certainly be a help. She smiled, nodded, imaging what kind of armour a master crafter would make for her.
“You’re on.” She said. “I look forward to seeing what you think is appropriate for a Temptress.”
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Marnie ate a hearty supper prepared by Herius’ wife, a ruddy dwarven woman he obviously loved dearly, and as she watched the two of them together it became clear why her Charm and body had less effect on him. He was in love, and loved in return. The thought that there were powers at work in the world that even her abilities couldn’t disturb made her smile, a blossom of joy in her heart.
After the supper Marnie slept, realising only as she lay down in the bed Herius provided how tired she was. She was exhausted.
She slept without waking for almost two days, her body healing, rejuvenating, drinking deep of the power she had gained from her interactions with the goblins. When she woke she felt almost reborn, her skin soft, radiant, a newfound energy and joy. As she stretched her pierced nipples caressed the bed sheets and she shuddered with pleasure, wiggling, feeling… amazing. She dressed, quickly, and went in search of Herius, eager to see what progress he had made.
“Ah, you’ve finally risen!” Herius said, looking up from his work as Marnie entered his workshop. “Not a moment too soon, and I can’t say I’m not relieved. I was beginning to worry.”
Marnie smiled, brushed a strand of bright blonde hair out of her eyes.
“Sorry. I guess I needed the rest.” Marnie said.
Herius nodded, eyeing Marnie carefully. His grin seemed almost knowing.
“Well, you certainly look in good health for all that rest. It did you good. But now how about you come have a look what I’ve been doing, I just finished.”
Marnie walked across the room and looked over Herius’ table. There were scraps of black metal plate, black leather, black chainmail. She frowned.
“This is your armour. I’ve had a few of the boys work some magicks into it so it’ll be more than equal to your current piece. It’ll add plenty to your… abilities, and show off lots of flesh, but it’ll also offer more than a little protection. It took a fair bit of skill but I’m sure it’ll be worth the effort when you dethrone that bitch. You want to try it on?”
Marnie smiled, nodded.
“And what about the sword?” She asked.
Herius laughed.
“The sword… well, I’d say what I managed may well be my finest work yet, but the armour first. Once that’s on I’ll show you.”
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Marnie stripped off in a back room, keeping on only her panties, then pulled on the armour Herius had made for her. The armour was far sturdier than her old leather gear, but seemed if anything lighter.
The skirt was short, coming to just below her ass, a mix of leather and plate, jet black, and as she moved it swayed, flashing the swell of her cheeks and Marnie knew that whenever she bent down she’d be flashing anyone who cared to look—a thought that made her blush and squirm with pleasure.
The top was little more than a bra made of metal and leather, the plates cupping her tits to force them together and up, amplifying her already ample cleavage, waist and stomach and shoulders all bare. The boots and the gloves matched, more black metal and armour, high heels that made her stand with her boobs and butt out, her movements provocative. The gloves left her fingers free so that the pink of her long nails could be clearly seen.
Marnie turned to look in the mirror and take in her full outfit and she stalled, breaking into a wide grin. She looked… incredible!
With her pale skin and bright hair the black armour cut a stark, bold, eye-catching shape, exaggerating her curves, making her seem dangerous… and she was dangerous. The metal plates were all cut with angles and barbs that, though they posed no threat, added to the domineering appearance, making Marnie seem powerful, sexual, a woman who knew what she wanted and knew just how to get it. She wiggled and the armour wiggled with her, amplifying the sway of her hips, the bounce of her boobs. It was perfect.
Marnie stepped out of the changing room, feeling buoyant, sexy, and struck a pose in front of Herius and his apprentices. Herius smiled, nodding appreciatively at his workmanship, while the apprentices all seemed to have been struck dumb, hypnotised by Marnie. She blushed, giggling, wiggling to show off, biting her bottom lip to keep from moaning at the waves of lust and desire that tickled her, her demon brand burning.
“How does it look?”
“Remarkable. You are the very picture of a Temptress lass. And how does it feel? The protective wards holding up?”
Marnie nodded. Though she was showing a lot of flesh, the way the armour exposed her curves and body making her squirm in the most delightful way, she could feel the wards that had been enchanted in them offering her a shield over her vulnerable areas. This was amour that was not only sexy, but made for battle.
“So… what about my sword?” Marnie asked.
Herius smiled. He turned to the table to the side and picked up a small cloth-bound package.
“I made this. It seemed… fitting, given your nature and your size, and it’ll match with that armour. I used the metal the goddess had enchanted to make it so it’ll break through any of her protective wards like a hot sword through butter.”
Marnie took the package, excited, nervous. Losing the sword she had been carrying for so long felt strange, like losing the last link to her old life, but it was also liberating. She was Marnie now. That sword, that connection to her past, her life as a paladin, the goddess, was now broken.
Her hands shook as she unwrapped it. It was lighter than her old sword, and oddly flexible, slim and dainty. She pulled out a long, thin black chain made of long, flat links, one end secured to a metal handle, decorated to match her armour. She frowned.
“It’s a chain whip lass. Deadly in the right hands. It’ll be light enough for you to use and fast, best suited to you as slight and quick as you are. Use it right and you’ll be more than a match for anyone. Against weaker foes, it’ll be deadly and against stronger ones, it’ll let you bind them up until you can use your other… abilities. And don’t worry, before you go we’ll teach you how to use it. There’s magicks there too that’ll mean in your hands using it will be as easy as breathing, or fucking.”
Marnie smiled. She laughed, happily, loudly.
“This is just perfect.” She said.
Marnie turned again to look back into the mirror. With her black, skimpy, barbed armour, high heeled boots, spiked gauntlets, and her black whip, she looked sexy, dangerous. Her brand was just visible above the waist of her skirt. She looked almost… demonic, and her mind drifted to the Lady Azine, beautiful, sexy, powerful, cunning.
If anyone could offer her further assistance against the goddess it would be her. Marnie wiggled her hips, her butt, and her smile spread, becoming wide, confident, brazen.




Four
The reaction of both Naya and Featherfang to Marnie’s new armour was exactly what she had been hoping for, both of them staring in silent appreciation for a moment, wide-eyed, a rising mood of lust and desire. They both grinned and Marnie stopped, her heart racing, blushing, grinning, biting her bottom lip.
“You like my new look then?” She asked.
They both nodded, both silent. Marnie could feel their reaction, their desire, what they wanted from her, what they wanted to do to her, and it made her squirm in the most delicious way, her cute little cock twitching, demon brand pulsing, hot and powerful. She struggled to resist the urge to give in to her desires—she had things she needed to do, a quest that was more important than pleasure. There would be time for pleasure after.
Marnie gave a small spin, pirouetting in her heeled boots, her skirt lifting slightly to flash her panties, her round, full, pert ass. She bounced to allow her full tits to wobble pleasing in her bikini top, her shoulders and stomach bared.
“You look… wow.” Naya said.
Featherfang grinned, showing his fangs. He nodded, agreeing with the goblin assassin. Marnie’s blush deepened. She reached to her belt where the final part of her new outfit sat.
She gripped the handle of the chain whip and, with little effort and not a little skill, she flexed it, letting the chain crack menacingly. She loved the way it felt, the sensation of power it gave her, the commanding way it snapped.
“And I have a new weapon too.” Marnie said.
Naya eyed the chainwhip with the appreciation of an aficionado. Featherfang nodded, admiring the way Marnie handled the weapon with confidence and ease.
“You look much more the warrior Temptress I know you are. Ready to take on anything.” Featherfang said.
Marnie grinned. The compliment meant a lot to her.
“And it’s made with the goddess’s sword?” Naya asked.
Marnie nodded.
“Herius made it, to repay your favour. He said it still had the same magicks in the metal, so would be unaffected by the goddess’s wards. With this and my other… abilities, we might stand a chance.”
Featherfang and Naya both nodded, though there was a heaviness, almost a sadness.
“I have somewhere else I want to go first though. I think there is someone else who might be able to help us. Provide us that final trick to take that bitch down.”
Naya and Featherfang both looked at Marnie with curiosity.
“Lady Azine, the demoness who started all of this.” She said.
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Featherfang soared high and fast, the air brittle, a racing wind, and they sped towards the demoness’s castle. Marnie was warm, despite her scanty armour, part of the magicks woven in with the protective charms, and her cloak was wrapped around her shoulders. Naya sat in front of her, both of them gripping on tightly as Featherfang beat his mighty black raven wings.
“Almost there.” He roared over the noise of the wind.
Marnie looked down and ahead and there, almost lost on the horizon, was an unsettlingly familiar castle. It was small, but was growing rapidly larger.
Memories stirred. A battle up to the gates, fighting along the corridors, a sword, blood, screams, death. Marnie felt ill, cold, shook her head to dismiss the thoughts.
That had been another person, another lifetime. She was Marnie now, and she would take down the bitch goddess to atone for what she had done in her past life.
As Featherfang began to descend the castle grew, became a massive fortress of stone, carved and grown from the earth itself. It seemed even larger now, more intimidating now that Marnie was smaller, weaker, but she knew that she was far from defenceless. She was, perhaps, even more dangerous now as a Temptress. There was also a strange sense of something unfamiliar… calling to her, as though she was welcomed, as though she was coming home.
Featherfang landed just a short walk from the gates and the three stood for a moment, composing themselves after their long ride. There were two guards, two massive trolls, at the gates, enormous clubs in hand. They watched the unusual trio carefully, but did not leave their posts.
“I’ll handle them. No more fighting. There are… other ways.” Marnie said.
She took a deep breath, stepped off, approached the guards. Naya and Featherfang followed close behind. The guards stood up straight, became suddenly taller, and Marnie felt small and almost timid. She let her hips and ass sway, boobs bouncing, and smiled, Charming.
“The Lady is expecting you. You may all go straight through.” One of the guards said.
The doors, massive and heavy, swung open without a sound. Marnie felt a thrill, a subtle chill. The Lady Azine was waiting for her.
“She… is expecting me?” Marnie asked.
The guard nodded.
It had been the Lady Azine who had cursed her, made her into Marnie. The thought that perhaps she might alter the curse, or even undo it, left Marnie feeling cold, afraid. She would not let that happen. She was Marnie now, the Temptress. She had a quest, to take down the goddess. The Lady Azine had to understand.
Marnie took a deep breath, did her best to appear confident, bold, sure, and stepped through the doors. Naya and Featherfang followed her. As they entered the doors swung closed behind them.
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Marnie remembered the way. They walked along wide corridors. At times they passed members of the other races, trolls, goblins, imps, orcs, minotaurs, centaurs, elves, wargs, dragonkin, and others, people seeking shelter and safety from the goddess’s crusade. They all stepped aside as Marnie approached, lowered their gaze. Marnie suppressed the memories that threatened to overwhelm her… that was her old life. This life was different.
There was an atmosphere of fear as Marnie passed the other residents of the castle, all of them knew who she had once been, but there was, stronger than the fear, also lust, desire. The sight of Marnie, her curves, her pretty face, her long, bright blond curls, her skimpy armour flashing her boobs, belly, hips, ass, and her heeled boots clicking, aroused them all. As she passed they turned to watch the wiggle of her butt, and her demon brand pulsed hot as she sensed the need in them all, biting her bottom lip to keep from moaning.
Marnie’s cute little cock was aching when she reached the final door, the door to Lady Azine’s chambers. She paused, took a deep breath, pushed the door open.
Lady Azine, sat at her desk, looked up, smiled. She was as beautiful and sexy as Marnie remembered.
“Ah, you are here, finally. I’m glad to see you made it. And you brought friends? Wonderful… come in, come in all of you. Make yourselves at home.”
Lady Azine rose from her seat, dressed in a simple short black dress, low cut to expose her breasts that made even Marnie’s seem small. She wore a pair of black heels and stood towering over Marnie, her horns jutting from her gloss black hair, dark eyes, black lips, her skin deep, rich red. She smiled at Marnie and Marnie felt her belly flutter—the demoness was utterly ravishing.
“I’ve been looking forward to your return, Marnie. And I’m pleased to see you’ve made the most of my gift.” Lady Azine said, eyeing Marnie’s pretty face, her ample curves.
“And your friends too, such noble bearing. You have good taste in travelling companions. I’m most impressed. You have done so much better than I hoped! I assume, then, that your eyes have been opened?”
Marnie nodded. The way the noble, sexy demoness looked at her, eyeing her full, wet lips, her ample tits, her bare stomach, wide hips, round ass, long legs, made her shiver. She was aware just how much she’d been transformed, her heavy make-up, permanent, magically enhanced lashes, eye shadow, lip gloss, nail polish, long white-blonde curls.
The last time she had been in the room she had been tall, broad, strong, a man. Now she was small, dainty, sexy, undeniably pretty, beautiful, dressed brazenly, body wanton, sexually provocative. She was glad to have been on this journey, and she did not want it to end. She blushed as she nibbled on her bottom lip.
“I… I understand now. Before I was wrong. What I was doing, what I did, it was wrong. I want to change that, I want to make up for it.”
Lady Azine raised a perfectly shaped eyebrow, pouting. She was utterly perfect and Marnie could feel the tide of lust, her pierced nipples hard, her brand pulsing, her cute little cock twitching. Lady Azine smiled, nodding.
“My, that’s a bold statement. You’ve already come so far… the things I can sense on you, the way your body has… changed. You’ve already had quite the adventure.” Lady Azine smirked, eyeing Marnie and Featherfang as though she knew. “And now you want to go even further. Tell me, Marnie, what is it you wish for?”
Marnie took a deep breath. She steeled her nerves.
“I… I want to use the gift you’ve given me to take down the goddess.”
Lady Azine stared at Marnie, then laughed, a friendly, light, humorous sound.
“Take down the goddess? My, that is a bold statement. I was expecting you to confess you wanted to remain as you are, that you wanted more pleasure, more adventures… but you’ve taken it on yourself to rid the world of that bitch? You really are remarkable. You know how many have tried, and failed, to do what you speak of?”
“She can do it. I’ve seen her… she faced her before and her power, she stunned the goddess so that we could escape. And she has a weapon now, a whip made from the blade she carried.” Naya said.
Lady Azine turned to Naya and grinned. She nodded.
“I know. I know she can do it, but to hear you so confident, well… this is so much more than I wanted. Inspiring others now, leading, you’ve become quite the unconventional heroine Marnie.” Lady Azine said.
“I should confess though. This, all of this, was planned, by me. A last, desperate hope. To help you see what the world was really like, to help you see how vile that bitch is, how much better the world might be. You’ve far exceeded even my most outlandish hope though Marnie. To see you now, a beautiful, powerful, remarkable young woman… well, it would be an honour to help you.”
Marnie smiled, her face lighting up. She was a beautiful young woman, and Lady Azine would help her.
“However, my abilities to help are limited and rather… unconventional…” Lady Azine said.
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Lady Azine led Marnie through a small door at the back of her chambers and up a set of narrow stairs. Featherfang and Naya would wait for her, but for Lady Azine’s gift, Marnie had to go alone.
She watched the demoness in front of her as she climbed the stairs, her magnificent ass wiggling, swaying, wide hips, narrow waist. The thought that, though not quite as curvy, her body was similar in shape to the beautiful demoness’s, a body built for pleasure, sex, Charm, made her smile and blush. Imagining what lay ahead, what the demoness had in store for her, made her hot and squirmy.
“In here.” Lady Azine said, stopping at another door at the top of the stairs.
Marnie stepped through the door and Lady Azine followed, shutting the door behind them. The room was small, lit by black candles, circular. The floor was marked with glowing runes, and in the middle were numerous plush rugs and cushions.
“This is my ritual chamber. For my most delicate magicks. I will teach you a spell that will help you defeat that bitch, but you will need to work with me. It requires… intimacy. But I’m sure you won’t mind, will you Marnie?”
Marnie shook her head. The thought of getting to touch that perfect demoness body made her ache with desire.
Lady Azine smiled as she moved to the centre of the room, swaying her hips. She turned back to face Marnie, slipped off the straps of her dress, let it fall to the ground, grinning.
“Now, get undressed beautiful, we’ve got magick to work.”
Marnie complied, slipping quickly, eagerly out of her amour so that the pair were both naked, and she moved to stand close to Lady Azine. Marnie was smaller than the demoness, in both height and curve, her boobs and butt more than ample but slightly less than Lady Azine’s, but they were equal in beauty. Standing close they were stark in contrast, one pale and bright, pretty, almost innocent despite all she had done, a cute, wanton slut, while the other was dark and broody, tall and confident, powerful, brazen, a domineering woman used to command.
Lady Azine reached out and brushed a finger over Marnie’s tits, teasing each nipple, each piercing, and her body convulsed with pleasure. Lady Azine smiled, stepped closer, pressed her soft, warm body against Marnie’s.
“Now, I’m going to teach you a spell. It is powerful, old magick, and requires certain… passions… from the speaker, but I know you will be able to work it. You will practice it on me, and don’t worry, I am more than able to wield the powers unleashed safely. I am experienced, whereas the goddess, with all her speak of chastity and purity, will be unable to comprehend what you do to her, what it means, until it is too late. Then you will have her. Understood?”
Marnie nodded. Lady Azine smiled. She leant in close and whispered five words into Marnie’s ear.
“Now, kneel.” Lady Azine said.
Marnie obeyed, knelt, her face level with the demoness’s wet, glistening pussy. The scent of it drove her wild but she hung onto the five words, memorizing them
“Now, focus on what you want, on what you desire, focus on the lust you feel, the cravings you want to satisfy. Focus and speak the words. Use your power.”
Marnie nodded. Her demon brand was pulsing, hot, her heart racing. Her mouth was wet and empty, aching, her hole hungry, desperate to be filled. Her mind was an inferno of desire. She focussed on Lady Azine, wanting to be satisfied, fed. She wanted the demoness, needed her. She spoke the five words, slowly, carefully.
The air shimmered. Marnie’s body burned, pulsed with magick, shifted subtly as the words hung on the air. Her power blossomed, manifesting, her beauty magnified. There was no one obvious change but it was like the sun rising and Marnie was radiant, her face perfect, body ravishing so that even Lady Azine paled next to her for a moment.
“That’s… oh, my… yes… you are quite… fuck… yes… talented…”
Lady Azine was breathing hard, panting with pleasure as Marnie focussed her desire on her. Marnie watched as Lady Azine’s pussy glistened, pulsed, throbbing. Her lips parted and, slowly, surely, wonderfully, a cock, long and thick and perfect, emerged.
“Yes… that’s… so fucking good… even I can barely control this… such raw desire… such power… fuck that bitch stands no chance once you’ve cursed her… you’re going to make… such a perfect apprentice…” Lady Azine said.
Marnie finally understood. The magick was a curse of flesh, a way to grant the goddess a weakness Marnie could use, and abuse… a cock!
“Now… please… make me cum…” Lady Azine whispered.
Marnie grinned. The magick she had worked left the demoness under her influence, weak to her. Marnie craved it, desperate to experience the wonderful demoness’s cock, but she was not about to rush. She was going to enjoy this.
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Marnie leant forward, reached up, wrapped one hand around the throbbing cock, and bit her bottom lip to keep from whimpering. Lady Azine thrust eagerly into her hand but Marnie controlled her strokes so as not to give too much pleasure. She looked up into Lady Azine’s eyes.
“You gave me this body. You made me the woman I am. I think it only fair I show you just what I’m capable of.” Marnie said.
Lady Azine grinned through her haze of desire, nodding.
“Such a filthy girl. I’m… impressed… just… make me cum… show me what a Temptress you really are.”
Marnie blushed at the way Lady Azine looked at her, eyes burning with desire. She licked her plump, sensitive lips, hand caressing the demoness’s perfect cock, the cock Marnie had formed with magick and desire.
Marnie looked back, at Lady Azine’s cock, the thick, throbbing length deep, dark red, the slit oozing precum. She opened her mouth, leant forward, and pressed her lips to the prominent, swollen head.
The contact sent bolts of pleasure along Marnie’s spine, her mouth hot with pleasure and lust, lips bright with joy. Lazy Azine, driven to the edge, needing release, thrust forward, and her cock slipped between Marnie’s lips, slipped deep.
“Yes… fuck… your mouth is so… perfect…”
Marnie buzzed at the praise, sucked, lips wrapped tight around the demoness’s cock. Her tongue caressed, teased, lapped, the taste of the demoness’s hot precum was sweet and sharp. Marnie craved more, needed more. She was going to milk the demoness for all she had to satisfy her desires. Marnie was a Temptress and in that moment the Lady Azine was her willing toy.
Marnie sucked deeper, pressed forward, taking more of the demoness’s magnificent cock into her mouth. Her lips tingled with pleasure as she sucked, her mouth hot and wet and tight. The head of Lady Azine’s fat cock pressed at the back of Marnie’s throat and her throat opened, willingly, eagerly.
Lady Azine reached down, fingers entangling with Marnie’s blonde curls, and she thrust more of her cock into Marnie’s tight, perfect, willing mouth. Marnie’s throat stretched and she swallowed the demoness’s fat cock eagerly, milking it, sucking hard, letting the demoness fuck her mouth. Marnie’s brand burned with lust and desire, her cute little cock hard, aching, throbbing, oozing precum as she trembled, overcome by pleasure and power.
Lady Azine thrust her cock in and out of Marnie’s mouth, Marnie’s lips tight, wrapped around the shaft, wet, buzzing with pleasure as the cock rubbed against them. The prominent crown brushed against the back of her throat, pressed it open, and Marnie swallowed the cock with ease, her body made for this now, Adapted, skilled. The way the cock slipped into her throat thrilled her, Lady Azine gasping in delight at the tightness, the clenching as Marnie swallowed.
Lady Azine’s crotch brushed against Marnie’s nose, chin, the scent of her musk, her arousal, strong, intoxicating, so that Marnie’s cute little cock throbbed harder, oozing precum, aching. Marnie lapped, sucked, opened her throat to be fuck as the demoness gripped her hair tight.
“Fuck… yes… you perfect little cock slut… you are… exquisite!” Lady Azine whispered through a haze of lust.
The tone of her voice, the aura of her arousal, the urgent need in her thrusting, the way she gripped Marnie’s hair, sent a thrill of pleasure along Marnie’s spine. She was the one responsible for this pleasure, her will, her desire, her skill. She was a powerful, sexy, beautiful Temptress and she was beyond happy.
“You are so… so perfect… that bitch… doesn’t stand… a chance… against you…” Lady Azine whispered.
She thrust deep, fast, cock pumping in and out of Marnie’s mouth, rubbing over her sensitive lips, tongue, fucking in and out of her tight, wet, hot throat. The pleasure was addictive, overwhelming, and Marnie wanted more, needed more. She bobbed her head up and down in time with the demoness’s thrusts, taking as much of the perfect cock into her mouth and throat as she could.
“So… so close… yes… take it…”
Marnie lapped, sucked, fucked her face up and down, driven wild by lust and pleasure. She wanted it all.
Lady Azine thrust her cock in and out of Marnie’s perfect mouth, her sensitive, wet, plump pink lips, her lapping tongue, tight, clenching throat. Her cock swelled, throbbed, and she thrust suddenly deep, hard, held Marnie’s face against her groin as she fucked deep, cumming, cumming hard, cock erupting down Marnie’s throat.
Marnie moaned in delight, the sensation of the cock in her mouth engorging, pumping, thrusting, cumming, cumming down her throat, the taste of the demoness’s cum, the hot stickiness in her mouth, throat, as she swallowed eagerly driving her over the edge. She came, hard, from just the pleasure of sucking cock, of having her throat fucked, swallowing the demoness’s cum.
Her cute little dick throbbed and there was a tiny trickle of cum, her orgasm filling her whole body, her nipples hard, aching, mouth a bright spot of bliss as she savoured the cock and cum in her mouth.
Lady Azine gasped for breath, her torrent of cum ending, and Marnie lapped, milking the softening prick for more, eager and hungry, and Lady Azine giggled. She pulled back, pulled her softening cock from Marnie’s lips with an audible pop.
“That was incredible… and you managed the spell first time… you are indeed powerful. A natural Temptress. I can see I chose you well.”
Manie looked up at Lady Azine, green eyes sparkling with joy. She smiled.
“Thank you. For everything. This… this curse… whatever you did… it was a blessing… a gift.”
The demoness grinned.
“I had my suspicions. Still, you have a hard road ahead of you, but I am confident. That bitch will have no chance against you. Your Charm, your beauty, your wanton sexuality will leave her reeling. She has no defences against it you see. It’s why she insists on keeping her followers ‘pure’, so that they have no way to revolt against her. Now that you understand the truth, now that you’ve tasted freedom, seen the world as it really is, experienced what it has to offer, you understand her weakness. Use your powers, your weapons, and the spell I taught you… she’ll be unable to resist you.
Marnie blinked.
“And then what?” She said.
Lady Azine laughed, kindly, gently. She reached out with one hand and caressed Marnie’s cheek, tenderly, brushing a strand of hair from her eyes.
“Then you do what comes naturally. Her power comes from her ‘purity’. Take that and you take her power, you’ll own her, and then… well, you’ll be unstoppable.”
Marnie smiled. She only hoped that she was worthy of Lady Azine’s confidence.




Five
The day was bright and cold as Marnie made her way up to the goddess’s peak, alone. Featherfang and Naya waited below, hidden, and had promised not to intervene. This confrontation was between Marnie and the bitch who had led humans into a wrongful war, who had encouraged needless slaughter. Marnie was going to make her pay, or die trying—preferably the former.
The sun was behind her, just risen, and her breath fogged on the chill air, brittle in her lungs. Her armour, though scanty, showing off an excessing amount of gorgeous flesh, her belly, thighs, cleavage, ass, hips, kept her warm and safe with its enchantment. Her demon brand, just visible over the hem of her skirt glowed with power and lust, burning, an extra, pleasant warmth.
Marnie ran through the spell Lady Azine had gifted her again, making sure she remembered the combination of words and pronunciations. She knew when to use it and part of her, the part of her that was always hungry, craving, the powerful, wanton Temptress within her, looked forward to it. She imagined the goddess, Charmed, full of lust, begging for release. She shivered, biting her bottom lip, blushing as her belly fluttered. She would defeat the goddess, break her, bend her to her will and force her to work to make amends for all the harm she had done.
Her heels clicked as she stepped up onto the flat plateau, her hips and ass swaying, rolling as she made her way to the centre. Her chain whip was at her side, tucked away. She took a deep breath, stood with feet shoulder-width apart, shoulders back, breasts out. She was beautiful, powerful, sexy. She was a Temptress and she was going to show the world what she could really do.
“Goddess. I have returned. I seek forgiveness and submit myself for punishment.” Marnie said.
She waited, listened. Above the sky was clear, the sun still low. She shivered, though she was not cold.
“Maroc? My champion?” The voice boomed, coming from nowhere, everywhere.
The name was painful, a stab to the heart, but Marnie tried not to react. She remained impassive, waiting.
There was a flood of bright light and Marnie looked up, saw the goddess descending on golden-white wings. She was radiant, beautiful, and she shone with an internal light that almost made Marnie baulk, but she would not back down, not now, not after all she’d been through, all she’d seen. She would redeem herself and save the friends she had made.
“You have returned. After the last time I did not expect…” The goddess stopped, landed just in front of Marnie, examined her. “You are different than last time. You look… changed.”
Marnie nodded, smiling, blushing at the thought of what she was about to do. She was nervous, but also eager. The goddess was, despite everything else, undeniably beautiful, slim and tall, full breasts, wide hips, round ass, full plump lips.
“I was scared, last time… but I have returned.”
The goddess scowled, gaze roving Marnie’s body, her curves, ass, waist, hips, tits. Marnie wiggled, her Charm rising like an aura. The goddess’s cheeks became rosy and she seemed to stagger.
“You… what are you doing? Stop at once or I will… no…”
The goddess, hazy now, movements sluggish, raised a hand, but too slow. Marnie grabbed her whip and cracked it. It swung true and wrapped around the goddess’s wrist and Marnie pulled even as she forced as much Charm towards the goddess as she could muster.
“Kneel…” Marnie whispered.
Her voice was soft, alluring, and the goddess, wrist bound, staggered. She fell to her knees, confused, angry, struggling, but unable to resist. Marnie moved quickly, biding the goddess’s wrists together.
“Now… I think it’s time I showed you the error of your ways… wouldn’t you like that?” Marnie said.
Her voice was husky, Charming, seductive. The air shimmered. Bound as she was by the chains forged from the sword, unused to pleasure, to seduction, inexperienced, the goddess was defenceless. She was breathing hard, breasts rising and falling, her face flush. She struggled, but it was useless. She could only nod.
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“You see, the Lady Azine gave me a second chance. Where you would have killed me, she spared me. She blessed me, changed me, gave me a chance to see the truth. You lied to us, to all of us humans. You said you were leading us to a better world, but you only wanted power. You wanted us to fight a crusade for you on false premises. You taught us shame, fear, hate. You made us deny who we were, made us fear love and pleasure. You wanted us to kill other intelligent beings, to slaughter them for no other reason than power, your power. I was a fool who believed in you. I let you lead me blindly, but I see now, I know now. I know what you are, and I am here to make you pay. You are going to earn forgiveness.”
The goddess laughed, the sound barked, shrill, fevered. Her eyes were desperate as she struggled against the chains that bound her, Marnie’s Charm as it filled her body with desire.
“You… you cannot make me. I will die before I try to seek forgiveness.”
Marnie laughed now, suddenly sure, confident. Her power had held, and the goddess was chained, knelt at her feet.
“No. You will live and work. You will help me to establish peace. You will help me make this a world in which many races can live together, in harmony and pleasure.”
“Where they can rut like beasts you mean… you are a fool!” The goddess spat.
Marnie laughed again, nodding.
“They can fuck like beasts if they can want… it is not up to us to judge.”
The goddess shook her head.
“I will not.”
Marnie smiled. She knew what she had to do.
“You will, because I will make you.”
The goddess, struggling against the pleasure and desire that burned in her, looked at Marnie with wide eyes, shaking her head.
“No…”
Marnie’s smile rose. She shifted, wiggling. The goddess’s eyes tracked her movements, the sway of her hips, her ass, the bounce of her tits. She was hypnotised, breathing hard, her face flush. The rise and fall of her chest, wrists bound, knelt in front of the Temptress was almost indecent.
“You will surrender to me. I will show you the truth. That there is more to life than power. There is pleasure. You will give yourself to me and I will make you work to undo the evil you wrought.”
The goddess shook her head again, weaker this time. Marnie only smiled. She was certain now. She had the bitch.
Marnie’s sway became more exaggerated, her hips, ass, breasts heaving. She tugged on the chain biding the goddess, pulling her forwards, leaning low to press the soft fullness of her tits into the goddess’s face, her body burning with lust, demon brand pulsing. The air was full of magick, and power, full of Charm, and the goddess had no chance of resisting.
“You want me, don’t’ you… you want the pleasure I can offer you.” Marnie whispered.
The goddess shook her head. She was breathing deep, heavy, inhaling Marnie’s musk, her pheromones. She was powerless now but still she feigned resistance and Marnie loved it.
“You need it, don’t you?” Marnie asked.
She stood up, facing the goddess. She lifted one hand to her bikini armour and, with simple deft movements, unhooked it. It fell to the floor, exposing her perfect tits, and the goddess’s eyes went wide, fixed on Marnie’s pierced, hard nipples.
“Ask nicely and you can taste them…” Marnie said.
The goddess did not move, remained frozen.
Marnie stepped forward, kept her nipples just beyond the goddess’s reach. The goddess whined, burning with need now, completely under Marnie’s spell.
“Now, how about I help you admit what you want, help you see the truth…” Marnie said.
Marnie spoke five words quietly, under her breath, focussing her desire, her will, her lust, on what she wanted, on what she needed. The air shimmered, sparking with power.
The goddess went stiff, rigid, face pale. She bit her lip, hard, struggling against the sensations that were engulfing her. Marnie grinned, watching with delight as the goddess writhed. Marnie looked down, body burning with lust as she watched a large, thick, prominent bulge forming beneath the goddess’s robes.
“What… what are you doing to me… I… fuck… this is… I can’t even think…”
Marnie nodded.
“I am going to show you pleasure, and you are going to beg to serve me…” Marnie said.
As the goddess struggled with the sensations coming from her new, hard, stiff prick, Marnie moved, making the most of the distraction. She unbound the goddess’s wrists, wrapped the chain around her neck, clasping it there, fixing it, an improvised collar and leash.
Marnie tugged and pulled the goddess onto all fours, then pulled up, pulling the goddess’s head up, panting, gasping, moaning, weak and shaking. The goddess looked into Marnie’s eyes, chest heaving, her body wanton now, hard cock.
“Please…” The goddess whispered.
“Please what?” Marnie said.
The goddess struggled, attempting to resist, but it was in vain. She sighed, looked down.
“Please… I need it… what you offered…”
“Say it!” Marnie commanded.
The goddess was silent for a moment.
“Please… pleasure me… I can’t cope with this…”
Marnie smiled.
“Good enough, for now…” She said. “Now, strip, show me that slutty body of yours, show me my new toy, and then lie down. I’m going to enjoy you.”
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The goddess obeyed, thought reluctantly, battling against her lust, her desire, but no longer able to resist. She moved slowly, almost shy, bashful, cheeks pink. She was tall, powerful, beautiful, sexy, but her timidity was irresistible, the goddess nervous, unsure, but also eager, her hands shaking as she pulled off her robes, stripping slowly to expose her perfect body.
“You’ve never done this before, have you?” Marnie asked.
The goddess shook her head, remaining silent. Marnie smiled, the idea that she was the first to conquer the beautiful, ravishing, powerful woman, that she was the one to break her, to bend her to her desire, to claim her body, thrilled her. She would make the goddess submit, and atone for her crimes. She would force her to toil to undo her evil, to set right her wrongs, but first she would enjoy everything the beautiful, frustrated, pent up woman had to offer.
“Completely naked.” Marnie said, tugging on the goddess’s leash. “I want to see what a pretty body my slut has.”
The goddess opened her mouth to argue but did not speak. Her will was crumbling. Beneath her robes her new-formed cock was hard, aching, painful, throbbing with need, and Marnie was the only one who could offer her release. She nodded and Marnie smiled. The goddess slipped off her robe, pulling it over her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor, pooling at her feet. She was naked, and Marnie took a moment to appreciate her body.
“Very nice. Such a shame that you’ve been hiding it all this time. This of all the pleasure you could have been having with that sexy body. With an ass like that and those tits, you could have been having so much fun! Perhaps all that pent-up sexual frustration is why you’ve been such a bitch all these years? Maybe you just needed someone to fuck you, hard?”
The goddess blushed, cheeks bright pink. She looked down, biting her bottom lip, her previous ferocity gone, whimpering, aching with need and frustration. Marnie’s words burned and she shook her head though she did not speak.
Marnie laughed, cruel and cold, relishing her role now. She tugged hard on the goddess’s collar.
“Look at me.” Marnie said.
The goddess looked up, slowly, looked into Marnie’s eyes. Her cock throbbed as she drank in Marnie’s beauty, craving her now, drunk on lust and desire, desperate for pleasure, release, unused to the emotions and sensations she was suffering.
“You want me to leave you like this? Leave you hard, aching, begging for release?” Marnie asked.
The goddess paled, shook her head. She whimpered at the thought.
“Then say it… admit the truth… tell me what you want…”
“I… I… I want you to fuck me… please… I need relief… please…” The goddess whimpered.
Marnie grinned.
“Even though you’ll lose your power… even though you’ll be bound to me, my toy, my slut… you still want it?” Marnie said.
The goddess was still for a moment. She struggled against her desires, her need, but it was in vain. She nodded, slowly.
“I will be your… your slut…” She whispered.
“Good. Now lie down, on your back, and don’t move unless I tell you.” Marnie said.
The goddess complied, lay down on the cold hard floor, legs parted slightly, her heavy, full, soft breasts a round swell on her chest, hard pink nipples, her wide hips. Her hard, fat cock lay throbbing against her belly.
Marnie slipped out of the rest of her armour, moving slowly, wiggling, provocative as the goddess watched, smiling as her cock twitched in response to her movements. She slipped out of her panties, her exposing her cute little cock, her round ass, her slick hole and she stood for a moment naked except for her heeled boots.
“Now… what is it you want slut?” Marnie asked.
The goddess looked up at the Temptress, spellbound, weak and craving her. She bit her bottom lip and moaned.
“Please… just… I need it…” The goddess whispered.
Marnie smiled.
“Say it then.”
The goddess swallowed, battling her emotions before, finally, submitting, defeated.
“Please… fuck me…” She said.
Marnie laughed again.
“Well, since you asked so nicely.”
Marnie moved gracefully, her movements fluid, sexual, alluring. She was deft, agile, lithe, well used to seduction now. The way the goddess’s cock twitched as she stepped over her, wiggling, struggling, one leg on either side, exposing her slick, tight hole, her body made for pleasure and fucking, thrilled her.
Marnie knelt, the leash in one hand, and reached back with the other to grip the goddess prick. She sat, aiming the head, letting it brush only barely along her crack. Her body pulsed with pleasure, need, brand burning, and the goddess moaned, loudly, urgently.
“Please…” The goddess whimpered.
Marnie teased for a moment, rocking her hips, running the hot, hard, thick cock up and down her crack, soft and slick and smooth, her round ass wiggling, the goddess’s dick oozing precum. The sensation was a delight.
“Please… I can’t take any more… I need it… I’m sorry… anything you want just… I can’t…”
Marnie rose slightly, quickly, then shifted the goddess’s cock so that the head rested as her puckered rosebud, stretching her, pressing in. The goddess gasped at the newfound pleasure and Marnie, in one, smooth motion, sat down, sheathing the hot, hard, long, thick prick inside her, taking the whole length in one smooth, slow, joyous motion.
“Fuck!” The goddess moaned.
Marnie whimpered, unable to control herself now, the feeling of being full, of taking the goddess’s magnificent cock inside her, was beyond words. She needed release. After all the magic she had worked, her Charm, the spell, she needed to be sated.
Marnie leant forward, curving her back, and gripped the goddess’s perfect tits, squeezing hard as she rose up, sliding her hole off the thick cock until just the head was inside her, her entrance clenching, the prominent head rubbing against her slick, sensitive inner walls, caressing the bright spot of her pleasure.
She held the position and looked down into the goddess’s eyes, grinning. Marnie pinched the goddess’s nipples, delighting in how it made her whimper, tremble.
“You belong to me.” Marnie said.
The goddess nodded, moaning, cock throbbing as Marnie clenched her hole, holding just the tip inside her tight, hot, wet confines. Marnie shuddered, struggling to control herself, desperate to slide down, take the entire cock back inside her ass, needing to be fucked, needing to fuck.
“You are my slut, my toy, and you will remember your place.”
The goddess nodded again.
“Please…” she whispered.
Marnie pinched her nipples hard, silencing her.
“You are to work to undo your crimes. You will make amends. You will earn forgiveness.”
The goddess nodded.
“Anything… just… please… I can’t think… I’m going to break…”
Marnie grinned.
“Good slut. Now, fuck me… fuck me hard like a good toy.” Marnie said.
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The goddess thrust up as Marnie sat down, the pair rutting hard, the goddess’s cock slipped deep, hard, fucking Marnie’s tight, slick, hot, wet ass. Marnie gasped at the force of the goddess’s thrust, her cock sinking into her, stretching her, rubbing against her sensitive inner walls, pressing on the knot of her pleasure, a swelling of joy in her belly. Marnie’s tits bounced and she squeezed the goddess’s tits hard, pinching her nipples.
“Yes… harder… fuck me slut… fuck me like a good toy…” Marnie whispered, staring down at the goddess with bright green eyes full of lust.
The goddess’s will crumbled and she obeyed. She fucked hard, deep, thrusting, slipping out, fucking like a beast, the new sensations overwhelming her, corrupting her, binding her to the Temptress who had defeated her.
Marnie rode the fat, hard, long prick, bouncing up and down, gasping for breath as her body lit up with joy. The cock filled her, slipped out, leaving her empty, before pumping in again, over and over, riding wave after wave of pleasure, her tits bounding, piercings tugging on her nipples as they swayed, bolts of euphoria, her cute little cock swaying, drooling precum.
“Yes… that’s it… give in… let me claim you… fuck me and admit the truth… that there is a better way… no more death, no more murder… just pleasure… so… much… pleasure…” Marnie whispered.
Marnie tugged on the leash, tugged on the goddess’s collar, almost coking her. The goddess moaned, submitting, fucking up, fucking her cock into Marnie’s hole, ass, her hips slapping against Marnie’s round, plush ass.
The goddess reached up, unable to control herself now, body hot with lust and desire and pleasure, needing more, mind a haze of lust. She ran her hands over Marnie’s slim waist, up to her full tits, squeezing, kneading, teasing her pierced nipples. Marnie bucked, the pleasure brilliant, hot, boiling, fucked down hard onto the goddess’s cock, loving how it filled her, stretched her, pressing on the knot of her joy, caressing her slick, sensitive inner walls. She clenched, hole squeezing, milking, the goddess’s cock hard and thick and hot.
“I… please… make me… I do not understand this… this pleasure is… I just need…”
Marnie grinned, watching the goddess’s pretty face, her beautiful, sexy body. She was changing, subtly, becoming more wanton, more brazen, losing her glow of austere power, becoming something else, a fuck-toy, a buxom, ravishing, beautiful big-dicked beauty.
“Become mine… submit… the pleasure you can have… so much… endless pleasure if you only submit… be mine… admit you were wrong… that there is a better way…” Marnie said.
She slowed her movement, rolling her hips, wiggling her ass, teasing, delighting in the way the massive cock throbbing and moved inside of her. The goddess could only nod. She did not want this pleasure to end but she needed release more than she needed breath.
“Yes… yes… just… please… I need it… please…” The goddess whimpered.
Marnie grinned. Her belly fluttered and her cute little cock throbbed. She wiggled, enjoying the way the goddess teased her pierced nipples and she rolled her hips, squeezing the cock inside of her, milking it, her entrance clamping down, making the goddess moan and buck.
Marnie yanked the leash, hard, and rose up, slipped down. The goddess gasped, unable to speak, and fucked back, hard, fast, the pair slipping into an easy rhythm. Marnie rode her, squeezing with her thighs, her hole tight, the goddess’s cock slipping in and out, fast, hard, stretching her, filling her, pressing on the knot of her delight.
“Yes… that’s… that’s it… surrender…” Marnie whimpered.
The pleasure was too hot, too bright. Marnie’s demon brand burned bright, lust and pleasure, and she squeezed tight on the cock inside her. The goddess fucked up, bucking, needing more, desperate for release.
She fucked up hard, suddenly, sheathing her entire prick inside Marnie’s tight hole and her massive cock throbbed, swelled, pulsing. She screamed and came, cumming inside Marnie’s perfect ass, filling her with hot cum, sticky and gooey.
Marnie pressed down, the sensation pure bliss, and she came at the same time, clamping hard around the goddess’s cock, cumming hard, overwhelming, her entire body wracked with pleasure, the goddess’s dick pulsing over and over as she filled Marnie’s tight, slick, hot hole with her cum.
Marnie smiled, flush, looked down at her conquest, her fuck toy.
“That was… I have no words… you were right… I was wrong…” The goddess whispered.
Marnie smiled, nodding, floating on a cloud of euphoria. She had won, she had redeemed herself and had even enjoyed doing it. The world would be better now, less fighting, less death, less hate, more pleasure—the thought of all the adventures yet to come, all the cocks and pussies waiting for her thrilled her.
“We still have work ahead of us… and you’re bound to me now… remember that.” Marnie said, grinning. “There’s no escaping it…”
Marnie felt a warm thrill, a buzzing at the back of her head. She had levelled again, but more than that.
The goddess wiggled beneath her, her fat prick softening, cum oozing out of Marnie’s hole. Marnie looked down and smiled.
“Looks like there’s no denying who you are now, slut.” Marnie said, smiling.
The goddess lifted her head and looked down, to her belly, just above her crotch. Her flawless skin was marked now, as though seared, a brand in her flesh, like Marnie’s, marking her for what she had become, the Temptress’s toy.
“Now, how about one more round, just to show you who you belong to.” Marnie said.
The goddess smiled, blushing. She nodded, slowly, her cock already beginning to harden under the influences of Marnie’s magicks.
“Yes please, Mistress.” She said.
THE END




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
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Brainwashed: Her Sissy Maid
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Kieran loves his new job, but, unfortunately for him, his performance has been found to be lacking. Luckily the beautiful and Domineering Ms Cwen sees potential in him, so he is given one more chance to impress her, and show that he can meet her very specific, demanding standards.
To help him improve Ms Cwen instructs Kieran to listen to a series of hypnosis self-help files, to help him correct his unwanted behaviours, help him reach the potential she sees in him, and train him to better satisfy her needs. Kieran agrees, reluctantly, and soon finds himself learning how to really impress a woman like Ms Cwen.
Its all so simple… he just needs to be pretty, to obey, to serve. Soon enough Kieran finds himself submitting to Ms Cwen’s will, obeying and serving her without question as she trains him to be the kind of good girl she wants. As Kieran’s training progresses he finds he has a special talent for submitting to the sexy, assertive, controlling woman, but how far will he go to please her, and is he willing to follow every command she gives him when it finally becomes clear that Ms Cwen has been training Kieran to become her personal, pretty, sexy, sissy maid?
Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…




Seduced by Sissy Hypnosis
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Ben is ecstatic when he hears his father and step-mother are getting a new car. If he can have their old one perhaps there will be hope for his miserable dating prospects at his new college. There is one problem through, his step-sister, Lianne, also wants the car, and Lianne is used to getting what she wants.
Desperate, Ben resolves to pleading with Lianne. When Lianne offers Ben a simple bet, he jumps at the opportunity to get his hands on the car. The deal is simple, watch three mysterious videos Lianne has and he can have the car, don’t watch them and the car is hers.
Soon Ben finds himself spiralling out of control. Becoming prettier, girlier, happier, Ben nevertheless manages to complete his bet with Lianne. When Ben confronts his step-sister with his success she offers him a new twist… one that Ben finds impossible to resist.
Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…




A Private Practise
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Darren was once the star player on his soccer team, fast, graceful, and confident on and off the pitch, talented enough to earn a place at a prestigious college. All that was changing though.
While Darren was still gifted, still lithe and graceful on the pitch, his team-mates were beginning to outshine him, larger and stronger, with more raw power to make up for their lack of natural skill, and Darren was beginning to falter, his performance on the pitch suffering. It was more than that though. Recently he just felt… out of place, as though something were missing. Where the other boys on the team were off dating and meeting girls Darren never really felt part of it, always uncomfortable and self-conscious, his confidence dwindling slowly over time, his performance on the pitch suffering until finally he knew that his place at college was in jeopardy.
When Coach Morrison asks to see him after a particularly bad performance Darren knows it’s to tell him the bad news, that he’s off the team, but Coach Morrison has other plans. Eager to help the young player he’s come to care about, Coach Morrison offers a novel solution to boost Darren’s confidence—do something bold, brave, and out of his comfort zone… perform as a cheerleader.
Confused, and a little nervous, Darren is willing to try anything, especially if it makes Coach Morrison happy.
To his surprise and joy Darren finds he actually enjoys the novel break from soccer, but when Coach Morrison enjoys the performance a little too much he becomes flustered, and suggests that Darren practise alone to boost his confidence. Darren has other plans though. He enjoyed performing for his Coach, and enjoyed the throbbing reaction of the older, handsome man, the power he had over him. Having discovered something new, something bright and joyful and wonderful, feeling more confident and daring than he has in a long time, Darren sets out to explore this new side of him. Eager to uncover just what this all means for him, and Coach Morrison, anxious to explore their new desires, Darren sets about planning a very private practise…




Conquered: Prince to Princess
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Elliot is prince and heir to the kingdom of Loralia, due to be crowned and wedded to his sweetheart lady Tessela, but when his lands are conquered by the forces of Lord Callus, everything changes.
Arriving at the castle that is his family’s ancestral strong hold, Lord Callus makes Elliot an offer.  Lord Callus will keep Elliot’s family and friends safe from harm provided he helps Lord Callus become King, but there one problem—Elliot is the sole heir, and there are no royal princesses.  So, to legitimise Lord Callus’s conquest, Elliot has to agree to become his princess, and his bride.
When Elliot accepts, seeing no other option other than to submit, he is collared by the court witch Lady Anancite.  Under the influence of the collar’s mystical charms Elliot becomes Eleanor, his mind and body reshaped by Lady Anancite’s magic.  Given only three days until the wedding, Eleanor is worked hard, her body feminized, her mind corrupted.
Taught to how to dress in pretty lingerie, how to strut in heels, how to please her Lord, Eleanor is made into the perfect bride for Lord Callus—a willing, obedient, pleasure addicted princess.  When the wedding day comes princess Eleanor is taken to the great hall, to be wedded in front of a gathering of family and friends and loyal subjects.  It is at the wedding that Lord Callus’ conquest is finalized, Eleanor’s final submission sealing the magic of her transformation—it is at her wedding, in front of those gathered to watch, that Elanor learns the true joy of becoming a beautiful sissy princess.




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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