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I
The Auction
Huddled against nearly-naked humans and elves, Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather realizes she is going to be sold into slavery. 
The undecroft of the ruined temple is filled with the echoing sobs of slaves and the cruel snarling voices of the orc slavers. Whip cracks and cries of agony punctuate this constant dirge of misery as the slaves are herded towards the surface. Long lines snake through the darkness, pale figures huddled together and shuffling up the stairs whenever possible. 
The wild elf Bronwen and her sorceress companion Elyana are pulled from one of the lines of slaves headed to auction. The orc slaver that holds their arms glowers at them. Bronwen dares to stare back at the orc and she sees his name and level float in the air above his head in red text. 
Flesh Biter – Level 4 Orc Slaver
“No collar,” he barks. He shouts something else in his savage language. An even larger orc approaches. This one wears a dirty leather apron over its brawny chest and round belly. Its shoulders and arms are draped in lengths of chain from which dangle iron collars of various sizes. These collars match the collars fitted around the necks of virtually every slave being held in the cages. 
Flesh Biter selects two of the collars from the larger orc. 
“Fight to keep your senses,” whispers Bronwen. “Stay awake, Elyana. It is the only way we’ll make it out of here alive.” 
Bronwen isn’t so share resisting the collar and remaining lucid will be enough to save them. Her goblin friend and Blood Keeper Gerrik, to whom she owes a blood debt for the remainder of her life, promised to help them escape. She wants to believe he can save her, but how? There are dozens of huge orc guards and a crowd of monsters of every shape and size waiting to bid on the human and elf slaves. 
“I’m afraid,” moans Elyana. 
Flesh Biter returns carrying two collars and two lengths of chain. Elyana trembles as he grips her shoulder and fits one of the collars around her slender neck. 
Magical runes flare with violet energy along the collar’s band, pulsing several times as the elf sorceress’s eyes seem to lose focus. The orc hooks a length of chain through Elyana’s collar. The elf stands with her hands dangling at her sides, staring vacantly up at the light glowing from the ground level. 
“Elyana?” Bronwen whispers, but receives no response from her beautiful, scarlet-haired friend. The submission collar has stolen the light from the elf’s eyes. 
Flesh Biter turns to Bronwen next. She struggles for a moment and the orc snarls, lip curling back from yellowed teeth and tusks. Her weapon has been taken and Bronwen knows she is not a match for a higher-level orc while unarmed. The brute fits the cold iron of the submission collar around her neck so quickly she hardly has time to object. The moment the latch closes, the runes emit a violet glow that paints her ample breasts and shoulders in magical light. 
She sucks in a breath as the oppressive weight of the magic presses in on her mind. It is as if a lullaby is playing in her ears, soothing her and commanding her to obey the slavers. Her shoulders go slack and her arms dangle at her sides. Bronwen’s eyes become glassy like Elyana’s and the world seems to take on a gauzy, calming softness. 
I must resist,  a voice whispers within her mind. I cannot allow myself to be
herded and sold like livestock. I must be aware and ready for the moment of
opportunity to escape. 
Willpower Save successful! Magical effect negated! 
The green words drift through the air for a moment before fading away. 
Thankfully, only Bronwen can see the text of her own condition. She feigns submission, offering no resistance as Flesh Biter attached her collar to a chain. 
“Mmmmm, now you not so annoying,” he grunts and smacks a big rough hand on her buttock. 
The orc’s fingers slip beneath Bronwen’s loincloth, pressing into the flesh of her ass, spreading her crack, and running a rough digit between her thighs to tease her velvet folds. Bronwen resists the urge to scream and lash out at the disgusting orc. He releases her ass only to slip his hand beneath the red fabric of her top to roughly squeeze her breast. He pinches her right nipple so hard that she is afraid tears will spill out of her eyes. 
Another slaver sees Flesh Biter fondling Bronwen and barks an angry command in the orc language. Flesh Biter snarls a reply and yanks the chains in his hand. Elyana and Bronwen stumble along behind him, joining the long line of slaves waiting to be brought to the surface. 
The procession stops and Bronwen takes a moment to concentrate. Her character sheet manifests in the air in glowing letter. She knows it as the words of the gods and only she can see her own sheet. 
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They have left her armor, for now, though she fears the slavers might strip her naked when she is on the stage being sold. She is lower level than most of the slavers and unarmed. Her chances of escape, even if she can free Elyana to join her, seem very slim. 
She closes the sheet and the glowing words of the gods snap out of existence. 
An elf descends the stairs and begins inspecting the slaves. He has the braided white hair and pale, slightly lavender-tinted skin of a deep elf, his eyes large and silver, and his smile cruel. A large scar runs from his left eye down to his jaw. It is pink and raw, like the flesh beneath a freshly-peeled scab. 
The deep elf stops beside a dusky-skinned, naked human with wide, honey-brown eyes and large, pendulous breasts. She has shapely hips and a plump backside. Her dark hair is braided into twin tails down her muscular back. 
The deep elf taps her on the shoulder and one of the orc slavers pulls her to the front of the line. 
The deep elf continues, stopping next to another human with a slender body and pale skin, barely an adult. She has a fae-like beauty that seems to draw his eye. He lifts her chin and plays his thumb over her lips. She begins to suck his thumb and he laughs and withdraws his thumb. He taps her on the shoulder and she is led to the front of the line. 
Two more humans and a wild elf from the Blue Owl tribe are picked out of the line and led up to the top of the stairs. Finally, the deep elf reaches Elyana. He admires her face and bare breasts. He places with the red feather dangling from her arm. 
“Pathetic,” he whispers. “Your entire tribe was either killed or captured by the orcs. You are no elf. You are a slave. A pretty one.” 
He taps her on the shoulder and Elyana is pulled out of the line. She follows the orc obediently up to the top of the stairs. Bronwen resists the urge to cry out and try to follow Elyana. Out of the corner of her eye, she sees the deep elf’s name and level floating in the air above his head. 
Ulwen Serassa – Level 9 Deep Elf Assassin
An assassin of the deep elves working for the orcs?  Bronwen wonders.  It
seems unlikely. 
She remembers another deep elf with the clan name of Serassa. She was Thanwyn Serassa, a Level 41 Sellsword, and she caught Bronwen trying to sneak into the undercroft. If they are related, perhaps this clan is the power behind the slave auctions at Nokings. 
“You,” says Ulwen, startling Bronwen from her thoughts. He leans close enough that Bronwen breathes in his foul, subterranean stink, like turned earth and mushrooms. “You are a beauty. Those lovely blue eyes. Those lips. 
Those breasts. Every part of you a pleasure for the eyes. Yes, you will make the masters a great deal of money.” 
He taps Bronwen on the shoulder and Flesh Biter yanks her chain. She stumbles behind him, up the stairs, aware without even looking that Ulwen is watching her go. 
At the top of the stairs, the interior of the ruined temples comes into view. 
Bright moonlight shines down onto a stage where a pair of goblin jesters is performing. Beyond the stage, the chapel is packed full of monsters. There are orcs, goblins, hobgoblins, kobolds, scaleskins, wugs, ogres, and deep elves, masked and hooded creatures, demons, and loathsome monsters with tentacles and slimy bodies that defy description. The sight of so many horrible creatures crammed together nearly makes Bronwen break her submissive act. 
Where is Gerrik?  She wonders, searching the crowd as best she can without moving her head or betraying any actual interest. The other women at the head of the stairs shift and shuffle idly, a few of them moaning as their fear surfaces from beneath the placid mask of their submission. Their collars pulse with light and their terror recedes beneath the surface of their dull, cow-eyed expressions. 
The last of Ulwen’s chosen women reaches the top of the stairs and the scarred elf is not far behind them. He adjusts his lace collar and his purple vest and climbs out onto the stage. With a motion of his hand, the orc slavers lead the first batch of women onto the platform. The crow of monsters, jeering at the goblins, begins to cheer and snarl with lust at the sight of fresh meat for sale. 
Bronwen struggles not to react to the words she hears amid the cheering monsters. 
“Red Feather bitch will suck you dry!” Shouts one raspy orc. 
“Wouldn’t mind filling her with eggs!” Chitters a creature that has several legs, but is hidden beneath a robe. 
“She would make a fine meal,” gurgles a creature that seems to be made from gelatin but with eyes and a brain floating in the slime. 
She manages to stop picking out individual comments and let them blend together into a dissonant chorus of lust and hunger. The orc slavers stand the women in a row, hip-to-hip, behind Ulwen who stands at the front of the stages in the middle of a semi-cricle of torches. 
“Friends and foes, you are all welcome tonight in Nokings! Where no kings rule us and we are free to make our own rules!” A cheer goes up from the crowd in response to this and the deep elf soaks it in with his arms spread wide. The cheering dies away and he continues, “We have the finest slaves you will find in all eight kingdoms. Prime human and elf flesh to serve your every desire, freshly captured from the jungle tribes of Kojun. Slaves for pleasure, labor, to fight for you, to breed, or simply to provide you with sustenance.” 
More ravenous cheering meets the deep elf. He smiles cruelly and soaks in the monstrous ovation. As it quiets he says simple, “Let us begin.” 
The deep elf beckons the dusky human woman forward. Her large, almond-shaped eyes stare blankly ahead as she steps forward and into the circle of torches on the stage. At once, the monsters begin to jeer and whistle appreciatively. 
“This human is the daughter of a nomad merchant,” he says, running his hand over her shoulder. He hefts her left breast and plays with her tan nipple. 
“Quite ample in every proportion, she has reached the peak of womanhood, yet has not yet borne a child. With these lovely eyes and full lips, who can refuse her such a pleasure? Which among you wishes to take this beautiful human home and turn her into your broodmare? Let us commence bidding at 500 gold!” 
Bronwen does her best to stare blankly ahead as the slavering monsters surge towards the stage and begin raising hands, paws, and tentacles to cast their bids for the voluptuous human. The woman does not react as the bidding rises to several thousand gold coins, most of the bidders falling away until only a gruesomely scarred orc and a loathsome mass of tentacles with several bulging white eyes remain to bid. 
Bronwen wishes desperately for the orc to win, for she recognizes the other creature as an aboroth. The foul beasts in habit underground lakes and rivers and keep large harems of sentient creatures to serve as slaves for its vile breeding practices. 
“Seven thousand,” shouts Ulwen, pointing to the battle-scarred orc. “Do I hear seven thousand five hundred?” 
The aboroth wags its tentacles in the air, flinging slime on nearby monsters in its eagerness to counter the orc’s bid. Some of the tentacles move aside and Bronwen spies its vile, lipless mouth, as wide as a wagon wheel, yawning open to reveal its pale pink tongue. The human being auctioned begins to scream, her horror finally breaking through the magic of the submission collar. She is unable to move her arms or legs, but her face contorts in fear and her high-pitched wails rouse the crowd to cruel laughter. 
Ulwen caresses the human’s collar and it flares brightly and continues to glow. The screaming stops and the deep elf proceeds with the auction. The price for the voluptuous human climbs higher and higher until the orc, snarling with frustration, is finally beaten out by the aboroth, which bids an astounding 18,000 gold for the right to purchase the woman. It burbles with pleasure, lights flickering within its foul translucent flesh, and produces several bundles of gold from within the nest of its tentacles. Orc slavers take the bundles, disgust on their faces as they carry the slime-covered sacks up to the stage. 
“She is yours, Melagulak,” declares Ulwen. He whispers a command to the woman and unhooks the chain from her collar. She stumbles down the stairs at the front of the stage and Melagulak slithers forward to embrace her in a half-dozen tentacles. 
The excitement of the auction gives way to a tense quiet as the crowd observes what happens next. Melagulak pops the collar from the woman’s neck and she immediately begins to scream in terror. The aboroth seizes her in its tentacles, wrapping slimy appendages around her arms and legs, curling them around her plump breasts, and tickling the slender tips of tendrils against her cunt and anus. 
“Please!” The woman cries. “Please! No! Gods save me!” 
A new appendage shoots forward from within the bulk of the aboroth’s tentacles. This resembles a fleshy cup on the end of a thick, purple-black tentacle. Bronwen glimpses hundreds of tiny tendrils within the cup as it twists, widens, and covers the top of the woman’s head. Immediately, her eyes go white and she stops struggling. There is a dismal charge in the air as the aboroth psychically consumes the will of his new slave. Even some of the monsters turn away from this sight in disgust. 
Once her willpower is completely consumed, the aboroth begins to pleasure her with its tentacles. Bronwen tries not to look as the fat, glistening blue-gray tentacles thrust into the woman’s anus and pussy. She begins to moan with pleasure, a mad smile on her face, her breasts squeezed by constricting tentacles. More tentacles surge forward and her cries of pleasure are silenced as she begins to suck one. The tips of tentacles peel back, revealing pink, phallus-like tips, and these thrust into her eager holes. Some of the more perverse monsters begin to pleasure themselves to this lewd display. 
“Mmmmmmmmm!” The woman cries and the aboroth answers her with a hideous, dissonant high-pitched song. Its tentacles jerk and her pussy and ass are suddenly overflowing with frothy blue cum studded with hundreds of tiny, gelatinous eggs. It pumps these into her pussy, ass, and even into her mouth, and she wails with pleasure as if driven to greater ecstasy. 
“Please, Melagulak,” says Ulwen, “we are glad you enjoy your new merchandise, but we would like to continue the auction.” 
The aboroth burbles with irritation, red light flashing beneath its translucent flesh. It draws the slime and froth covered woman into its tentacles until she disappears beneath their writhing surface. Melagulak retreats from the crowd, leaving behind a foul-smelling trail of its loathsome slime. 
Bronwen, on the verge of losing her mind with fear, searches the moonlit crowd. There, standing on the palanquin of a massively obese red-skinned hobgoblin, is a familiar goblin. 
Gerrik! Her beloved Blood Keeper!  Some part of her mind knows it is foolish to feel such affection for a lowly goblin, but that goblin saved her life when she was bleeding to death in the jungle. She owes him everything and the mere sight of him causes some of Bronwen’s terror to ebb away. She wants to call out to Gerrik, to wave, but she remains as perfectly impassive as the other women waiting to be auctioned. 
“Next up, this lovely human has a delicate features and a fine, youthful physique. She is of breeding age, but is perfect for those who prefer their pleasure slaves small and submissive.” Ulwen brings forward the fae like girl and continues to auction away the humans. The tiny blonde human goes to a massive orc with a chest that is a slab of muscle atop a round potbelly. He picks the girl up and slings her over his shoulder, marching out of the auction to have his way with his new prize. 
Two more humans are auctioned off, one to a scaleskin and another to a harpy who begins stroking and kissing her before carrying her into the night sky. The elf from the Blue Owl tribe generates a great deal of excitement and sells for almost as much as the first human. She is sold to an entire tribe of dog-faced kobolds that barely reach up past the shapely elf’s knees. Bronwen does not doubt that the elf could defeat the entire tribe and easily escape. 
However, they keep her submission collar and she walks out docilely with the yipping runts. 
“Now I have something very exciting for you, my friends,” says Ulwen. 
Bronwen tenses as the scarred elf takes Elyana by her slender shoulders and guides her into the ring of torchlight at the front of the stage. The hooting orcs and goblins fall silent as they are confronted by her scarlet-haired beauty. Ulwen begins to fondle her and even kiss her shoulder and neck. 
Bronwen wants to scream. 
“Oh, if only I had the gold to afford such a treasure as this,” he says, sliding his hands under the dangling cloth covering her loins. “The things I would do with her!” 
He thrusts his hips against her peachy bottom and she stumbles forward a step, nearly off the stage. He pulls her back to safety and walks around her as the crowd hoots with laughter. 
“Let us commence bidding on this bit of loveliness from the Red Feather tribe of wild elves at… 3,000 gold!” It is a high price, but several bidders begin to clamor and offer their money. Bronwen takes note that the indolent hobgoblin on the palanquin, the one accompanied by Gerrik, is among the bidders. 
The bidding reaches 6,000 gold and narrows to a gray-skinned woman in a black velvet cloak who might be undead, the obese hobgoblin, and a mindsucker. The octopus-head, purple-skinned mindsucker clicks its hidden beak and wags its mouth-tentacles each time it raises a hand to bid. The massively fat hobgoblin grimaces with annoyance and raises the bid again. 
The undead woman shakes her head in disgust at being outbid. The mindsucker, however, continues its bidding war against the red-skinned hobgoblin. 
“Tabok, you have a good eye,” shouts Ulwen. “This is a fine specimen. But your opponent has a real… hunger for this sort of merchandise.” 
The mindsucker splays its mouth-tentacles and reveals the pale beak of its mouth, clacking it open and closed. Bronwen’s eyes widen slightly in fear before she has the sense to pretend to be subdued. 
“9,000 to the mindsucker,” declared Ulwen. “Do I hear 10,000? Ten? 
Anyone?” 
Tabok raises a blubbery arm and wiggles his fat fingers. 
“10,000 to Tabok! Do I hear eleven?” Ulwen looks to the mindsucker and it nods its glistening head. 
Bronwen imagines a flash of Elyana, her dearest friend and lover, forced to kneel before the creature as it seizes her pretty head in its tentacles and begins to slurp out her brains. The brainless expression on Elyana’s face mirrors the unlucky human that had her willpower drained by the aboroth. Bronwen shakes off the image and her full lips quiver with the need to cry out. 
“Going once at eleven,” says Ulwen. “Going twice…” 
Bronwen looks out at the fat hobgoblin and sees Gerrik hopping up and down beside him, imploring him to bid on Elyana. 
“Tabok?” Ulwen shouts. “Last chance…” 
“Twelve,” shouts Tabok, sounding pained by the amount. 
“12,000 gold to Tabok. He must really want this elf to oil up his belly.” 
Ulwen pantomimes having a huge stomach and the crowd chuckles. Ulwen turns his attention back to the mindsucker. “Now then, what about you, my hungry friend? Do you—“
The mindsucker parts its mouth-tentacles and screeches angrily. It folds its arms across its chest. 
“Well then,” says Ulwen. “It seems one of our bidders has dropped out. 
Anyone else? Going once at twelve. Twice. Last chance… SOLD! This fine, fire-haired elf! Sold to Tabok!” 
A pair of muscular hobgoblins approach the stage bearing sacks of gold. 
Elyana is unlocked from the collar and begins to scream as she is forced off stage and into the arms of the hobgoblins. She is brought over to Tabok’s palanquin, where Gerrik whispers something in her ear. She calms quickly and even smiles a bit. 
“Yes, she’s happy with her new master,” laughs Ulwen. “How wonderful. 
Now then… let us bring my personal favorite forward.” 
Ulwen steps behind Bronwen and places his cold hands on her shoulders. He guides her into the ring of torches, the light flickering gold over her body. 
She fight not to react as he runs his hands over her breasts, down to her hips, and around behind her to fondle her shapely ass. 
“This bit of loveliness is a fellow sister of the Red Feather tribe,” says the deep elf. “Her blue eyes are sure to look up at you with adoration as she worships your body. Her pliant flesh… mmmm… will serve any appetite. 
These ample breasts could feed a legion.” 
He squeezes her breasts and plucks at Bronwen’s fat, pink nipples. She actually makes a soft sound of discomfort, but Ulwen does not seem to notice. Several monsters are pressing to the front of the stage for a better look. She can see them checking their hordes of gold in preparation for bidding. She can only hope that Tabok has deep enough pockets to buy her after spending so much gold to buy Elyana. 
“I think we will begin bidding on this luscious thing at… ten. 10,000 gold,” 
declared Ulwen. Several of the bidders that had rushed to the front sag with disappointment. Others, perhaps experienced slave buyers, know the price is right. Ulwen asks them, “Do I have an opening bid?” 
A slender, inhumanly tall creature wearing a dark cloak, its face hidden in shadow and black gloves on its hands, is the first to bid. A female deep elf, her sensual body draped in silver chains and cave pearls to accentuate her plentiful curves, bids against the creature in the cloak. Tabok joins the bidding after a terse conversation with Gerrik. Several scaleskins, green-scaled with yellow bellies, watch the bidding with interest. 
“Fourteen, do I hear fifteen?” Asks Ulwen, clearly pleased by the speed of bidding. “Sixteen to Tabok. My, someone is getting greedy. Do I hear…
seventeen to my shadowy friend here. How about eighteen? Lady Maeladora! 
18,000 to my deep elf cousin. Will anyone bid nineteen on this fine piece of wild elf meat?” 
Lady Maeladora loses her nerve first, though she does not seem particularly troubled by it. Bidding remains intense between the dark-cloaked man and Tabok, reaching up to 25,000 gold. To calm her nerves, Bronwen tries to take solace in Gerrik’s words that this world is not real, that this auction is only a contest within a game created by humans elsewhere. It does not work. 
Everything about this feels real and the concern she sees on Gerrik’s face is certainly real. 
“It seems Tabok is going to win again,” says Ulwen. “Twenty-six is still a bargain for such a lovely Red Feather elf! None of you? Going once. Going twice.” 
“Thirty.” 
Bronwen’s eyes widen and she stares at the obvious leader of the group of scaleskins. He is taller and his snakelike eyes are unusually blue rather than yellow. He holds a staff festooned with bones, some of which seem to be human or elf. 
“Oh, Tabok, looks like you have some competition from Yeskel the Wise Serpent,” says Ulwen, a predatory grin on his scarred face. “Do you have deeper pockets?” 
Bronwen looks o the fat hobgoblin desperately and finds him not even looking at the stage. He is arguing with Gerrik, who seems to be growing more and more heated and gesticulating more wildly. 
“Well, Tabok?” Ulwen inspects his fingernail while Gerrik and Tabok argue. 
He snaps his attention back to the crowd. “Going once. Going twice.” 
“Thirty-one!” Gerrik shouts. Tabok shakes his head from side to side, his fat neck wobbling. Gerrik cries out, “Thirty-one, damn you!” 
“Be silent, goblin!” Ulwen snarls. “You do not hold his purse. The punishment for a false bid is death. Be glad I am feeling very kind tonight. 
This one is SOLD! Sold to Yeskel the Wise Serpent!” 
With those words, Bronwen’s world tumbles end over end. She is pulled from the stage and surrounded by scaleskins. Any hope of recovering her sword and escaping with Gerrik are forgotten as the bipedal serpent men crowd around her and begin to lead her out of ruins of the temple. She can hear the next auction commencing behind her, the monstrous audience cheer for the next pleasure slave to be sold. She cries out and one of the scaleskins presses the collar around her neck. The magic flares brightly. 
Willpower Save failed! Submission effect active! 
Like that, Bronwen’s will to resist smothers beneath the oppressive magic. 
She is led into the hills where the scaleskins make their camp. The insidious magic of the collar whispers in her mind for her to forget her worries, to submit and obey, and to be a good slave for her new master. 
II
Slavery
It is not a long walk from the gathering at Nokings to the scaleskins’s temporary village in the hills nearby. Encampments of monsters are scattered across most of the surrounding countryside, with the high ground of the hills proving popular judging by the fires glowing in the night. Though her actions are completely docile and submissive, Bronwen remains aware of what is happening around her. The only consolation she has to her predicament is that she sees one of the scaleskins carrying her broken-tipped sword. 
The scaleskins keep her moving, but do not whip her, touch her sexually, or threaten her. When they arrive at the encampment of the scaleskins, she is led past the large tent of Yeskel the Wise Serpent and into a much smaller tent. 
The ground is bare in this small tent. There is a battered chamber pot and tied bedroll. She is told by her guard in a hissing voice, “Sssstay here.” He disappears back through the flap. The submission collar continues to dominate her mind, leaving her with little choice but to obey. She kneels in the tent, listening to the rhythm of distant, save dreams as she trembles with fear. 
The guard soon returns with a bundle of salted fish, gunuk berries, and green paste that has a vegetable smell. He offers Bronwen a wooden cup filled with black wine and she drinks this greedily as the scaleskin watches with his yellow eyes. Bronwen stares back at him as she eats. The words of the gods manifest briefly above the scaleskin’s head. 
Seekel Skiselsyfe – Level 12 Scaleskin Warrior
“I am Seekel,” says the guard, his speech accented with hisses but otherwise clear. “First warrior of Yeskel the Wise Serpent, scout of the hunt, and protector of the mate. You may speak freely to me.” 
“The, um, the mate?” Bronwen bites into the salt fish, surprised at the delicious savory flavor. She washes it down with another gulp of the inky black wine. 
“Yes, you are chosen for mating,” says Seekel. “My kind prefer to mate with humans and elves. Your warm bodies offer a greater chance of success than burying the eggs in the desert.” 
“W-warm body?” Whispers Bronwen, suddenly not feeling so hungry. “What are you going to do to me?” 
“It is Yeskel’s mating time. You have been chosen for the honor of bearing his clutch.” Seekel approaches Bronwen with a small metal tool. He fits this into a slot on the submission collar. “You are to be free of mind during the mating and brooding period. There are other slaves to be honored by Yeskel as well.” 
The collars lock clicks and the magic fades away. Seekel lifts the iron weight of the collar from Bronwen’s slender neck. His tongue flicks out, tickling against her cheek and tasting the sweat of her skin. 
“You are most beautiful,” says the scaleskin. “Yeskel will surely bless you with his first clutch on this very day. You must purify your body to prepare yourself for him. I have brought you water and the ceremonial garb. Please freshen your warm places for Yeskel’s attention.” 
Bronwen is no longer under the spell of the submission collar, but she nods obediently. Starting an argument with one of her captors – particular one who wears a scimitar-like blade on his belt – does not seem particularly wise. 
Seekel hands her a wooden bowl filled with cold water and a folded gown that seems to be made from gossamer. 
“I will leave you to finish your meal and clean yourself,” says Seekel, rising slowly above her. “If you require assistance or something else, I will remain outside your tent.” 
“That’s, um, that’s not necessary,” says Bronwen hopefully. 
“It is required of me by my duty,” says Seekel. “I cannot abandon my duty and will only enter your tent if you ask it of me or when the time arrives for the mating.” 
“Very well,” says Bronwen, although it is not very well at all. The tent crude tent only has one flap and with Seekel standing guard escape seems impossible. She knows she cannot count on Gerrik and his hobgoblin friends to rescue her in the middle of the scaleskins encampment. Even if they had the strength of numbers, Tabok and the hobgoblins would be fools to start open battle within sight of Nokings. The collective justice of the monsters against the hobgoblins would be swift and brutal. 
Alone in the tent, Bronwen finishes her meal and begins cleaning herself with water from the bowl. She slips out of her loincloth and top, spreading the cold water over her breasts and massaging it into her pussy and between her cheeks. The water is scented, as if ladled from a basin full of flower petals, and that scent perfumes her naked body. The gown is made from a fine silk, so delicate that the rosy color of her nipples and the gold thatch of her cunt are visible through the clinging material, with embroidery with a water theme at the gown’s collar, hem, and cuffs. 
Despite the submissive nature of perfuming her body and donning the gown, Bronwen feels strangely empowered by the act. Warmth spreads through her loins and she thinks that perhaps the ceremonial gown is woven with some sort of magic. Perhaps to enhance her fertility. 
At that thought, she calls upon the words of the gods to show her the truth. 
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Extreme Content -
Fertility – YES
YES
Her ovaries throb faintly and her pussy aches with need. Yes, she sees it now, she is ready to be mated by Yeskel. Although she is under no mind control, her body craves male seed with a throbbing intensity. The thought of the blue-eyed scaleskin mounting her and claiming her womb for his clutch sends a shiver of lust through her body. 
“No,” she whisper, shaking off such lewd thoughts. “I must escape.” 
To do that, she must rid herself of Seekel long enough to find where the scaleskins have stashed her sword. Once she has that, she should be able to take the scaleskins guards one-on-one or even two-on-one. 
Bronwen gulps the last of the black wine, feeling its warmth in her belly. She opens the tent flap and softly calls, “Seekel.” 
The scaleskin steps into view, his dark scales almost black in the moonlight and his belly shining and pale. He rests one hand on the grip of his sword as he looks at her. 
“Yes, what is it?” He asks without a hint of annoyance. 
“I have cleaned myself for Yeskel,” she says. “I would like another drink before I, um, attend to him.” 
“Very well,” says Seekel. “Go back into the tent.” 
She slips back into the darkness of the tent and lowers the flap. She waits until she hears him move swiftly away from his post. She slips out through the flap, annoyed by the white fabric of her gown in the dark village. She creeps towards the last place she saw her sword. It was a tent not far from Yeskel’s. Some sort of treasure tent. 
She ducks down to avoid a pair of armed scaleskins patrolling through the village and creeps between two closely-erected tents. She can hear a woman moaning with pleasure inside one of the tents, presumably being mated by one of scaleskins. Bronwen’s pussy throbs sympathetically. The woman sounds to be enjoying herself quite a lot. Her hand drifts towards her pussy to stroke her clit. She realizes what she is doing and jerks her hand away. 
Not now, she tells herself and moves on. 
Bronwen’s silky blonde hair stirs in the cool night breeze, locks sweeping across her face. She pulls it back from her face and ties it into a ponytail. 
Yeskel’s tent, festooned with trophies and charms, rises taller than any other tent in the encampment. Bronwen follows it until she spots the low treasure tent. There are guards outside Yeskel’s tent, but the treasure tent does not seem to be guarded. She waits for a group of hissing and apparently drunk scaleskins to pass her by and then scampers low to the ground towards the treasure tent. 
She opens the flap and a glint of metal in the moonlight betrays her sword sticking up from a wooden crate filled with bought or stolen items. 
Overflowing sacks of gold speak to the wealth of this particular tribe of scaleskins. No wonder they buy premium slaves instead of capturing whatever humans and elves they can find like most scaleskins tribes. 
Bronwen drops to her hands and knees and begins to crawl into the tent. A hand catches her shoulder and pulls her back outside into the night. She suppresses a cry of surprise as the hand flips her onto her back on the ground. 
She finds herself looking up into the narrowed yellow eyes of a rather displeased scaleskin. 
“S-seekel,” she says. “I… I was just…” 
“Looking for your sword,” he says. “A brazen attempt to escape.” 
“Please, I’m sorry,” she says. 
Seekel offers her a hand up. She looks at it for a moment before taking it. He lifts her easily to her feet, revealing that he is powerfully strong despite his slender body. 
“I understand,” he hisses softly. “Many slaves try to run when they are freed from the collar. Most simply escape. You dared to come looking for your weapon.” 
She presses against him, surprised by a sudden surge of attraction to his inhuman, snake-like face and his serpent’s eyes. Her soft, warm body squeezes against his smooth body. Her stiff nipples press through the sheer fabric of her gown and rub against Seekel’s scales. 
“I will return you to your tent,” says Seekel. He leads her back through the village. Several scaleskins stare jealously at her, a ripe prize in her ceremonial gown, ready for a scaleskin’s potent clutch. Some even pull aside their loincloths and reveal the glistening pink tips of their cocks poking out of their sheaths. One individual even steps into their path. Seekel swats the scaleskin aside, knocking him to the ground. He curses in his sibilant language and the scaleskin scurries away. He explains to Bronwen, “Your beauty inflames the others. One of many reasons you should have remained in your tent.” 
“Does it… does it inflame you?” Bronwen asks as they reach her tent. 
“It does,” admits Seekel, stepping into the tent with her. “But I am bound by my duty. I cannot mate with Yeskel’s slave. I put such things out of my mind.” 
“Mmmmm.” Bronwen dares to run a hand down Seekel’s scales to the hide mound of his loincloth. She squeezes him through the material and he lets out a long, low hiss. 
“Stop this,” he says, taking hold of her wrist. He does not push her hand away. 
“Stop what?” She asks, looking up at him with her glittering blue eyes, her breasts heaving excitedly within her sheer gown. She squeezes him again and feels his cock grow longer and wider beneath the hide of his loincloth. 
“I cannot mate with you,” he says. “You are to be bred by the chieftain.” 
“You could mate,” she begins to untie his loincloth, “with my mouth.” 
“Waste my clutch in your mouth?” He watches her untie his loincloth and free the glistening, pale pink wedge of his cock. It extends another few centimeters, almost aside as Bronwen’s hand at its base, but as slender as her little fingertip at the end. It has an indentation on the tip and clear liquid oozes out of a tiny slit. 
“Yessss,” she imitates his hissing speech. “Let me suck you.” 
It is a strategic act to seduce her guard, but that does not lessen the actual desire she feels as she sinks to her knees before the tall, slender scaleskin. 
She breathes in the musky scent of his exposed loins and runs her fingers over his length down to his wide root. His cock seems as if it should be warm, even hot, but it is cool to the touch. He has no visible sack, which means his gonads must reside somewhere inside his abdomen. 
“Do it,” hisses Seekel, his tone changing to one of need. “Give me your warmth, elf.” 
He cradles her head with one clawed hand as Bronwen leans her face closer and begins to lick the slender tip of Seekel’s cock. He has a salty, slightly bitter taste that is not unpleasant. The saltiness resides in the clear liquid oozing from his cockhead. She strokes his cock and swirls her tongue around this tip as she looks up at him. 
Seekel’s eyes widen slightly, the slits of his pupils narrowing, and he lets out a clicking, hissing sound as she licks him and strokes him. His hand on her head urges her to do more, so she takes his cock into her mouth. He hisses more loudly; she moans as she slides her mouth full of his slippery pink cockflesh. Her tongue cradles Seekel’s cock and she begins to suck him and move her soft, full lips along his shaft. 
“Thisssss isssss,” he interrupts himself with curses in his own language before continuing in the common tongue, “Warmth is wonderful.” 
Bronwen loses her plan to seduce him and escape somewhere in the act of pleasuring him. Her head bobs and she sucks wantonly on his cock. She thrusts one hand between her thighs, under her gown, and begins to rub at the bud of her clit and plunge fingers into her warm, wet pussy. She wishes it was Seekel’s cock, stretching her cunt instead of her mouth. She moans submissively around him, sucking loud and lewdly, dripping her spit down to his scales. 
Seekel caresses her head, moving his hips and gently fucking through Bronwen’s stroking hand and into her mouth. She pumps her fingers into her pussy faster and faster, rubbing against her clit, her pleasure building as the scaleskin uses her eager mouth. 
“Your warm elf mouth… issssss better… than any lizard sssssslit,” moans Seekel, his tongue flicking from his mouth like a snake’s. 
Bronwen moans again, louder, her lips and pleasure vibrating against his cock. Her body tenses and her slick cunt squeezes against her fingers. 
“Mmmmmm!” She cries, her orgasm surging unexpectedly and intensely through her body. In that moment, Seekel’s cock begins to rapidly throb in her mouth. Slippery fluid and tiny, jelly-like pearls spurt into her mouth. The scaleskins hisses and clicks his mouth in pleasure. In the throes of her orgasm, Bronwen swallows his cum as it fills her mouth, thick in her throat and coating her esophagus down to her belly. She sucks until the flow relents and opens her mouth, some of the milky white cream dripping down her chin and form the corners of her mouth. 
“Wassssssted,” hisses Seekel taking a step back. “Your warmth tempts me and I waste my clutch.” 
“Ohhhhhhhh,” pants Bronwen, her breasts heaving and the salty taste of the scaleskin’s cum on her tongue as she licks her lips. 
Oral Sex +100 XP
The words of the gods appear in mid-air. They fade after a moment to be replaced with more words. 
New Species Intimacy Unlocked: Scaleskin +250 XP
She is surprised by this second award. She did not receive it her first time with a goblin or an orc. Seekel seems to see this second text, or some variation of it, and he smiles. 
“I have been pleasured by humans before, but never an elf,” he says. “Thank you. What isssss your name?” 
“Bronwen,” she says, slowly rising to her feet, a smile on her face as she feels the rush of her experience increasing. It is almost enough for her to level up. Perhaps if she could coax Seekel into a bit more fun…
“Bron-wen. Is a good name. Clean yourself of my clutch,” hisses the scaleskin. “Soon I take you to see Yeskel and he will punish me if he knowsssss you gave me pleasure.” 
“Yes, of course,” says Bronwen. She momentarily considers causing a jealous row between Yeskel and Seekel, but realizes that would likely end with the guard having his head chopped off. He seems friendlier than most creatures she has met and she decides that she would not like to see him punished, even if it might create a distraction for her to escape. 
Seekel leaves her to wash her face and drink the fresh pitcher of wine she had him fetch for her as a distraction. She can hear him just outside her tent. She stands and softly murmurs beside the door, “I enjoyed that, Seekel.” 
There is a long silence followed by a troubled hiss. “I did also, Bron-wen. 
But it must not happen again.” 
“I understand,” she whispers and sinks back into the darkness of the tent. Her thoughts return to Gerrik and the fat hobgoblin Tabok. She hopes that Elyana is being well-treated by them. She knows Gerrik will do his best to take care of her friend, but hobgoblins, being much larger and meaner than goblins, rarely listen to what their smaller cousins want. 
It is not long before Bronwen hears more scaleskins approaching. They speak to Seekel in their sibilant language and he opens the tent flap. 
“It is time to meet the chieftain,” he declares, his tongue flicking out in a manner that makes him seem slightly nervous. 
Bronwen ducks out through the tent flap and follows Seekel through the encampment. The other two scaleskins, wearing sashes of bright yellow silk across their chests and carrying fine scimitars, follow behind. 
“Who are they?” 
“The Eyes of the Wise Serpent,” says Seekel. “They are Yeskel’s personal guard. They will watch over you and the other women while you attend to Yeskel. I will not see you again until the chieftain is done with you.” 
She wants to reach out to him, to touch his hand for some small bit of comfort, but she knows better than to draw attention to any formative relationship with the warrior tasked with watching over her. She follows Seekel in silence as he marches her to the large tent decorated with bones, skulls, and feathered charms. Two more of the guardians with yellows sashes stand at attention outside the fringed entrance to Yeskel’s tent. One of them moves to open the flap and Seekel stands aside, allowing Bronwen to be the first of the group to enter. 
She stifles a gasp of wonder. The interior of the tent seems much larger than the exterior. As large as any of the wooden dwellings Red Feather elves built in trees. A smoke hole is open to the stars and wood crackles and burns in a large fire pit. Through the flames, Bronwen sees the slender chieftain sitting upon a throne of polished wood. He is leaner and taller than Seekel or the other warriors. His blue eyes stare at her through the flames with such eerie intensity that she almost walks into the fire. 
The heat from the flames kisses her feet and she steps back and around the fire pit, slowly approaching the throne. Two women kneel at Yeskel’s feet. 
One is a rather plump, but beautiful, tan-skinned human woman with golden-blonde hair. The other is a dark-haired elf that seems to be from one of the mountain tribes. Her breasts are small and pert and her hips slender. The elf’s face is delicate and beautiful. Both women have heavily-lidded eyes and as Bronwen draws closer she realizes why: a large censer of burning jawana root fills the air with sweet-smelling, intoxicating smoke. 
Jawana Intoxication! Temporary -5 penalty to Intelligence and
Willpower! 
She has no choice but to breathe in the jawana smoke, her limbs growing heavy and a smile slowly spreading across her face. She feels warm and happy and finds it difficult to form complete thoughts. She stumbles the last few steps to Yeskel’s throne and falls alongside the other women at his feet. 
She relaxes into the calming embrace of the potent herb. If the cloying smoke is affecting Yeskel, he betrays no sign. 
“Welcome,” says Yeskel. “On this night I will choose one of you to bear my clutch this month. This is a great honor. Which of you craves my seed?” 
“I do,” gasps the dark-haired elf. 
“Pick me, mighty Yeskel,” coos the plump human, pressing her enormous breasts against Yeskel’s lap. 
“I crave it,” admits Bronwen as she rises excitedly on her knees. The words are out before she even considers them and she is disgusted to realize they are true. Her body aches to be the chieftain’s chosen mate. 
“Prove it to me,” hisses Yeskel, reaching out with both scaly hands to embrace Bronwen and the other two women. He guides them to his loincloth. 
Bronwen fights with the women in a rush to untie the cords of Yeskel’s furry loincloth. They practically tear the pelt free in their eagerness to serve the chieftain. His cock pushes out of his smooth abdomen, a bluish-pink wedge of glistening flesh at least as wide as Seekel’s. 
Bronwen and her two competitors for Yeskel’s affection cry out with delight and begin to stroke, lick, and suck his cock. Bronwen soon realizes that she is outmatched. The plump human woman is able to fit nearly the whole of Yeskel’s cock into her mouth. The dark-haired elf climbs onto the arm of Yeskel’s throne and begins kissing and caressing him. 
Bronwen gets to her feet, steps back and begins to touch her body and dance for Yeskel. She is no night dancer and there is no music being played to accompany her movements. Yeskel hardly spares a glance in her direction as his snakelike tongue flicks in and out of the mountain elf’s mouth. 
I am no match for these insatiable harlots,  she thinks to herself, watching the two women slither out of their gowns and grind their naked bodies against Yeskel. The elf practically mounts his face and the human squeezes his cock between the enormous cushions of her breasts. The moan with delight, while Bronwen is left watching and touching her hot cunt. 
“I will not let them beat me,” she resolves. With their full attention on Yeskel, the human and mountain elf have their backs turned to Bronwen. 
They are ignoring her completely. Though dazed by the smoke filling the air, Bronwen realizes the two women have left themselves vulnerable. 
Bronwen crawls onto the other arm of Yeskel’s throne, her gown riding up over her thighs and her gold thatched pussy pressing against the smooth wood of the chair. 
Bronwen gets her hands on the slender mountain elf, prying her away from Yeskel just enough to get the dark-haired elf’s attention. The mountain elf flashes Bronwen an annoyed look and Bronwen lurches forward and kisses the slender elf. Bronwen tastes the strange spiciness of the scaleskin’s kiss on the elf’s lips. 
She presses her tongue into the elf’s mouth and uses her size advantage to begin to push the mountain elf off Yeskel’s lap. The mountain elf finally loses her balance, falling off the arm of the chair and letting out a cry of surprise as she tumbles to the floor. The mountain elf lands badly, thumping her head on the packed earth. The fall, combined with the potent jawana smoke, is enough to leave the slender elf in a daze. 
“My, you are an eager creature,” chuckles Yeskel, his unnerving blue snake eyes looking Bronwen over. “And perhaps the loveliest I have ever purchased. You think yourself worthy of my clutch?” 
“Oh, yes,” gasps Bronwen, caressing the smooth scales of Yeskel’s chest. 
“Please, master, breed me with your mighty seed.” 
A wet slurp from behind Bronwen, almost beneath her bottom, serves as a reminder that she still has at least one competitor for Yeskel’s affection. She looks down over her shoulder and sees the plump human still eagerly sucking away at the wide wedge of Yeskel’s cock. The human woman’s huge breasts jiggle as she leans up and wraps Yeskel’s slimy cock in their soft, pillowy squeeze. The lavender-tinted tip of his leaking cock thrusts through the human’s cleavage and she lashes his tip with her tongue. 
She’s good!  Bronwen marvels as she studies the woman. The words of god float into the air above the woman’s head. 
Shanela Oakenhaus – Level 4 Human Barmaid
No wonder she is so skilled, thinks Bronwen. 
Barmaids are often a step away from being whores. Shanela likely sold herself to customers for the night until she was taken from that life by the orc raiders. 
“Mmmmmm,” moans Shanela, contentedly slurping on Yeskel’s cock. The scaleskin reclines in his throne, looking up at Bronwen in his lap, but clearly enjoying the pleasures of Shanela’s soft breasts and swirling tongue. 
Bronwen knows she has to do something before this ravenous slut manages to suck off the scaleskin chieftain. She could kiss Yeskel and use her Irresistible Kiss power to persuade him to dismiss the human, but she has a better use in mind for that power and she can only use it once per day. No, she must distract the human. 
She looks back over her shoulder at the whore human and grabs a handful of the woman’s hair. Bronwen yanks forces the woman’s mouth off the glistening wedge of Yeskel’s cock. 
“What are you doing?” The woman gasps, looking more surprised than angry. 
“Giving you something else to taste,” says Bronwen and she pulls the woman’s face against her shapely rear. Bronwen uses her ass and pussy to smother the woman. The human fights for a moment, pushing on Bronwen’s round backside, fumbling with the raised hem of bronwen’s gown, before seeming to relent. A moment later, the human moans and begins to submissively lick Bronwen’s cunt. 
“Thaaat’s it,” moans Bronwen. “Lick it good. Make me ready for the mighty warlord.” 
The human’s tongue is everywhere, lapping at Bronwen’s clit, her slick folds, and up to the pink knot of Bronwen’s anus. The warm, naughty pleasure of the human’s tongue makes Bronwen cry out. 
“Yes, let her prepare your cunt, for this night you will be bred,” says Yeskel, his snout opening in a sharp-toothed approximation of a human smile. He caresses Bronwen’s soft breasts with his hands, squeezing them through her sheer gown and rubbing the fat buds of her nipples. She moans with pleasure and Yeskel chooses that moment to kiss her. His tongue is slender and strong, flicking into her mouth and spreading the strange, spicy flavor she first tasted on the mountain elf’s lips. 
It is as she is being pleasured from behind and kissing the large, blue-eyed scaleskin, that Bronwen triggers her whore’s magic. Gained from her sexual experiences, the Irresistible Kiss skill will make her advances undeniable. 
She hopes it will also make Yeskel easier to manipulate. Her lips begin to tingle as she activates the magic. She feels a faint buzzing as her lips press against Yeskel’s scaly snout and her tongue thrusts against his. 
“Oh, mighty chieftain,” she moans. “It is a tradition in my tribe, one meant to aid fertility, that I should hold my ancestral sword.” 
“A weapon?” Yeskel clicks with concern. “This does not… oooohhh…
mmmmmm…” 
She kisses him again, grinding her warm, thatched cunt against the cool wedge of Yeskel’s cock. The buzzing in her lips intensifies with concentration and another kiss. 
“Yes,” she gasps against him, pushing her slick folds against his cock. “Oh, please, breed me. Bring my sword and breed.” 
“Yesssssss, your body will be a marvel when it swells with my clutch,” hisses Yeskel. “Very well, elf. You shall have your fertility sword. Seekel!” 
Bronwen’s guard steps into the tent. He bows his head and approaches Yeskel and Bronwen. 
“Yes, wisest of all serpents,” hisses Seekel. “What do you desire?” 
“I have decided to bury my clutch in this fine, blonde elf,” says Yeskel, roughly squeezing Bronwen’s ass with both his clawed hands. “She tells me her tribe worships their swords as fertility totems. Bring her sword. Which is it, lovely elf?” 
Shanela Okenheart chooses that moment to suck quite hard on Bronwen’s clit, sending a hot throb of pleasure through her body. She gasps loudly in the scaleskin’s face before she can finally speak. 
“T-The ornate sword with the b-broken tip,” moans Bronwen. She knows her sword contains powerful magic, so powerful she cannot yet use it to its fullest potential. However, it is a still a sharp blade and with a fine balance, even with its tip broken off. 
“Yes, bring that one,” commands Yeskel, smacking and spreading Bronwen’s round ass with both his clawed hands. 
Seekel bows his head lower and backs out of the room. Yeskel watches him go and then his blue eyed gaze flicks to Bronwen. 
“It is time to be mounted,” he declares and pushes her from his lap. “Assume the position.” 
She stumbles to her feet, her heart pounding at the thought of being mounted by the mighty scaleskin. Would carrying his clutch really be so bad? Yes, she realizes. Gerrik explained to her that becoming pregnant would trap her in this world. If she really is from another place as Gerrik claimed, then she must avoid carrying Yeskel’s brood. 
Shanela, her face flushed and smeared with Bronwen’s nectar and her hand between her plump thighs, looks from Bronwen to Yeskel. 
“Master?” The human croaks. 
“Return to your tent,” Yeskel commands Shanela. “Take the other elf with you.” 
The human nods and clambers inelegantly to her feet. She helps the reeling mountain elf up and they retreat from the room, leaving Bronwen alone to face Yeskel. 
She tries to smile at the blue-eyed serpent as he approaches her. He runs his hands possessively over her body, tracing her ample curves and play with the softness of her breasts. He leaves the gown on her body for its fertility-enhancing properties, but rolls the hem up above her waist. His fingers probe her warm pussy and she lets out a cry of pleasure. 
“You are ready,” he says. “Get upon your hands and knees, raise your rump high, comely elf, and I will seed you with my clutch.” 
Her face down and her bottom up will not allow for her to act when she has her sword, assuming she even gets it in time. She can see by the single-minded fierceness in Yeskel’s eyes that she can delay no longer. But perhaps she can change things up. 
“Conception is more likely, master, if I am on my back,” says Bronwen. She adds, stroking his face as she does, “Besides, I would rather look up into your face as you conquer my flesh.” 
For a moment, Bronwen fears that Yeskel might strike her for defiance. He is certainly powerful enough that he could defeat her unarmed. She braces for the blow to fall, but instead he reaches out slowly and caresses her cheek. 
“Very well, wild one,” he makes a series of short clicks she takes to be laughter. “I would give few others such an honor, but you are a particular beauty.” 
Bronwen kisses him again, pressing her soft curves against his lean, smooth scales. The fat wedge of his cock is still jutting from abdomen. She slides down to a crouch before him, stroking the slimy flesh gently and running her tongue around its salty tip. She begins to suck him, hoping she might delay him further, but Yeskel is done with foreplay. 
“On your back, now,” he hisses with annoyance. “Your mouth is not what I desire.” 
She can resist him no longer. She sinks down onto a jaguar fur positioned beside the fire pit and looks up at him. The light of the flames dances on her body. She parts her thighs and shows the scaleskin her glistening, golden-thatched cunt. Despite her fears, she shudders with need. Yeskel drops to his knees before her, grasping the wide root of his fleshy cock. He guides its tip to his entrance and she gasps at the pressure and the cool feel of his tip. 
“You burn with the need for my clutch,” chuckles Yeskel. “So I will give you what you desire!” 
He thrusts into her, spreading her folds wide around the thick wedge of his reptilian cock. It reaches deep, all the way to her cervix, and she feels the soft tickle of his tip against her womb. He grips her left breast roughly and begins to furiously thrust into her cunt, holding back nothing as he moves his slender hips. The pleasure is immediate and overwhelming. 
“Ohhhhhh, yessss!” Bronwen cries, her body wracked by an orgasm and her pussy squeezing against her lover’s magnificent cock. Convulsions of ecstasy ripple through her body as her cunt clutches at his every thrust. His clicking laughter grows louder and his mauling hand moves to her other breasts. 
“Your heat makes my clutch boil,” he hisses. 
“Oh, yes!” She cries, forgetting all concern for her future. “Fill me, master! 
Breed me with your mighty clutch!” 
The tent flap flicks open softly behind her. She can feel Yeskel tensing, ready to fire his cum into the depths of her eager womb. She can think of almost nothing other than the joy of being bred by this great, blue-eyed serpent. 
And then she says Seekel standing over her, his head bowed and her sword in his hands held out in offering. It is a vision from Adrahil, goddess of the elves, and clarity shines through the clouds of pleasure. She reaches up and grabs the sword. 
“You have your blade,” hisses Yeskel, on the verge of his pleasure, “now I will fill you with—“
She decapitates him with a single swing of her sword. She scrambles out from under his body as his blood paints the jaguar pelt with his spraying blood. She rises to her feet as the chieftains body falls to the floor of his tent, convulsing and draining its blood in gory spurts. She turns to Seekel, ready to strike him down. 
“You killed him,” hisses Seekel, his voice uncertain. 
“You had to know I might,” says Bronwen. 
A further response from Seekel is interrupted by a flash of green text floating into the air above Yeskel’s twitching corpse. 
Scaleskin Chieftain Defeated +900 XP
The power of the experience washes over her and rises to a climactic chiming sound that only Bronwen is able to hear. The golden words of the gods appear to congratulate her. 
LEVEL 4 REACHED! 
New strength surges through her muscles, new endurance in her flesh, and she knows there will be other rewards to be chosen. She has no time for that now. She must escape. 
She looks from Seekel’s wide yellow eyes to his hand on the grip of his scimitar, still sheathed on his belt. 
“Do not do it,” she says. 
“I cannot let you leave,” says Seekel, reluctantly drawing the sword. 
Shouting and a great clamor of battle reaches the tent. Seekel looks back at the entrance just as one of the chieftain’s guards crashes through the flap, trailing blood from several wounds. Gouts of magical fire are visible through the parted flap and another nearby tent bursts into flames. Two hulking, masked warriors rush into the chieftain’s tent. Judging by their muscular bodies, red skin, and long, goblin-like ears, it is obvious to Bronwen they are hobgoblins. 
“Gerrik convinced Tabok!” She cries with delight. 
Seekel draws his scimitar and the two hobgoblins start towards him. Bronwen steps into their path, holding her arms wide. 
“No,” she says to the hobgoblins. “Not this one. He saved me.” 
“Let me past,” hisses Seekel. “It is my right to die in battle.” 
“Join us,” she says. “Come with me. You are not to blame for what has happened here. I will—“
“No,” says Seekel. He lowers his sword. “Go with them, treacherous elf. Go with your friends that murder my tribe. Do not think I will let you live if we meet again.” 
She wants to say more, to attempt to reason with Seekel, but she sees in his eyes that he will not be convinced. She nods and backs out of the tent with the hobgoblins. Her last sight of the scaleskin is seeing his shoulders slump and his sword dangle weakly from his grasp. 
“Boss want you,” says one of the hobgoblins, grapping Bronwen around the waist and lifting her off the ground. 
“Hey, put me down,” she cries. “I can fight.” 
“No fight,” grunts the hobgoblin, slinging her over his muscular shoulder. 
“Take you to boss. Get reward.” 
Tabok and Gerrik are waiting for her on the edge of the village. Tabok with a masquerade mask over his fat face, a ridiculous disguise consider his obese body reclining on his palanquin. Gerrik is undisguised and when he sees Bronwen he rushes to the side of the hobgoblins. 
“Gerrik!” She cries out, stretching out her arms and not quite reaching him. 
“Oh, thank god, you’re alive,” says Gerrik. “Put her down!” 
The hobgoblin ignores Gerrik and carries Bronwen over to Tabok. The brute deposits her unceremoniously at the feet of the massive hobgoblin. He speaks to his master in the short, grunting goblin language. 
Bronwen turns and embraces Gerrik, holding him tight against her breasts. 
The goblin hardly reaches her shoulder even with her on her knees. She squeezes him again before looking into his beady eyes. 
“Oh, master, it is so good to see you,” she says, tears of joy rolling down her cheeks. “I was nearly impregnated by their chieftain.” 
“So I saved you?” He asks. 
“Well, no, I cut off the chieftain’s head,” she says, “but you are here. I might not have escaped the camp without your help. Where is Elyana?” 
“Here, my sister,” says Elyana from behind her. The beautiful, red-headed elf strides out of the burning scaleskins camp, her face and arms smudged with soot. 
Bronwen leaps to her feet and hugs her old friend and lover from the Red Feather tribe. The elves embrace and kiss, earning several grunts of approval from the hobgoblins watching. 
Tabok clears his throat and for the first time Bronwen sees the words of the gods floating above his head. 
Tabok the Mighty Fist – Level 26 Hobgoblin Warlord The corpulent hobgoblin lowers his masque. 
“The other encampments stir,” he says in an arrogant, high-pitched voice. His gaze roams over Bronwen’s body. “We must go now and return to my fort in the valley. There we can feast your freedom and discuss how you can properly repay me for all I have done for you.” 
III
Celebrating Freedom
Elyana, Gerrik, and Bronwen ride in a trade wagon drawn by mules back to the hobgoblin fort in the valley. Elyana seems exhausted and sleeps. Gerrik rests his head against Bronwen’s shoulder. She feels the urge to pleasure her Blood Keeper, but she is as tired as Elyana and he does not seem too demanding. 
“We will rest,” he explains. “Clean up. And then we will feast with Tabok.” 
“What debt do you owe him?” Bronwen asks, mindful of her own lifelong debt she owes to Gerrik. 
“Much gold,” says Gerrik, yawning and revealing the extent of his inhumanly wide goblin mouth. “It would have been cheaper if he had bought you at the slave auction, but that damned scaleskin was insistent. Don’t worry about it. 
We’ll figure it out.” 
“Mmmm,” says Bronwen, stroking Gerrik’s head, but unable to forget about the debt. 
“I like the new outfit,” says the goblin, looking up at her breasts straining the sheer fabric of her fertility gown. 
“Oh, yes,” she says, looking down and pulling the gown tighter so her puffy areolas and nipples are visible. “It enhances my fertility as long as I wear it.” 
“So that was for… hmmmm…” Gerrik frowns. “Maybe we can find you something else to wear once we’re at Tabok’s fort.” 
“I leveled up,” she says, remembering her victory over Yeskel. “I have a new ability to choose.” 
She stares at the back of the cart and concentrates on her character sheet. It appears first in the glowing words of the gods. 
Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather
Race: Wild Elf
Alignment: Good
Class: Warrior
Status: Blood Debt to
Level: 4
Experience Points:
Gerrik, Ovulating
6650/9500
Strength:
16
Hit Points: 57/57
Agility:
12
Armor Points: 1/1
Stamina:
12
Intelligence:
10
Willpower:
10
Charisma:
10
Special Abilities
Wild Elf Fury (Ignore Pain or Fear Effects for 60 seconds) Irresistible Kiss (A persuasive kiss that cannot be refused) Power Strike (Quadruple damage on a single blow once per hour) Equipment
Scaleskins Estrus Gown (1)
Sexual Content – YES
Extreme Content -
Fertility – YES
YES
She dismisses her updated character sheet and is presented with her new ability choices. As usual, one of those choices is from the optional “Whore” 
category due to her frequent sexual activity during the previous level. 
Choose your new ability…
Wild Elf(?)
Warrior(?)
Whore(?)
Jungle Camouflage
Follow Through Strike
Healing Orgasm
Treetop Dash
Knockdown Blow
Animal Sight
Jungle Camouflage, Treetop Dash, and Follow Through Strike are all powers she has been presented with before. Animal Sight, Knockdown Sight, and Healing Orgasm are the new abilities to her foruth level. 
She focuses first on Animal Sight and reads the description that hovers in the air. It permits her to choose a single type of animal and once per day to see through the eyes of that type of animal at will for one hour. Knockdown Blow, as the name suggestions, will allow her to once per hour deliver a blow that if it hits will automatically knockdown her opponent. Healing Orgasm allows her to recover a small amount of hit points by achieving an orgasm or to confer a small number of hit points on a willing friend by giving them an orgasm. It is a low-level healing power and will only heal enough to save a life, not restore anyone to full hit points. 
The Healing Orgasm ability has her attention, perhaps because of the exciting tingle of the Scaleskins Estrus Gown she is wearing or her increasing sexual desires in general. Maybe she is the whore the gods keep calling her. Would that be so wrong? 
She selects Healing Orgasm and the knowledge of this new ability etches into her mind. By the time the words fade from view, Gerrik is asleep and snoring against her. She lowers his head gently to a roll of cotton cloth and covers him with a bolt of the fabric. She looks at Elyana sleeping on her other side and smiles faintly. She is not home, she can never go home to her village, but she has her friends once again. 
With that thought in her mind, Bronwen slips off into sleep. 
She is surrounded by darkness, seeming to float in an unseen sea of thick, salty water. She bobs gently up and down and sees a faint glow from an object drifting towards her. She swims towards it and catches it in her hands. 
It is a large glass bottle and inside is daylight streaming through windows to illuminate a scene of lifelike detail in miniature. A slender girl with stringy brown hair is lying in bed. There are machines attached to her body by strange strings, including a cap covering the top of her head in silver wires. A man is looking at her and speaking with a woman dressed in white. Another woman is sitting in a chair beside the bed and holding the girl’s hand. 
Bronwen feels something else moving through the dark waters. It is a huge and ominous thing and although she cannot see it clearly, she knows that it is the Taker. The thing that haunts her. The thing she knew as Death until Gerrik corrected her. The faceless black shape of a serpent rears up from the water before her. She loses her grip on the glowing bottle and the serpent swallows it in a single gulp. 
She begins to scream…
And is shaken awake by Gerrik. He looks at her with concern on his goblin green face. 
“Are you alright?” He asks. 
“Y-yes,” says Bronwen, sitting up. “I saw a girl in a bed. There were people with her. I think they were her family. Then the Taker came and… it swallowed her up.” 
“That was you,” says Gerrik. “Did you hear a name?” 
“N-no,” says Bronwen. “What do you mean that was me?” 
“In the real world, the world where this place was made by machines, you still have a body. You are still alive. But if you die here or become pregnant and create new life you will lose that connection to your body forever. You will never be able to go back to being her.” 
Bronwen nods her head slowly. She still does not completely believe what Gerrik is saying, that what she saw in her dream is reality and the reality she knows is only a figment created by human machines, but she feels the truth of his words in her stomach. 
“Where you are Alex,” says Bronwen, remembering Gerrik’s supposed human name. 
“That’s right,” says Gerrik. 
She pinches her lips tightly together and fights back a sudden welling of emotion. Gerrik, seeming to sense her pain, crawls beside her and wraps his arms around her shoulders and neck. She leans her head against his scrawny chest. 
“I am so confused,” she murmurs. “Why was I brought here from that place by the Taker?” 
Gerrik strokes her and whispers, “I can’t say, Bronwen, but we will go to the oracle. She will show us the way.” 
“The oracle?” Bronwen remembers Gerrik mentioning this woman before. 
“Yes, she is a part of this place, not a real human, but she sees the underlying truth even if she tells it in riddles.” Gerrik smiles sadly. “I took someone there before, but then I lost her…” 
“Oh, master,” says Bronwen, pained by his sadness. She pulls him down into an embrace and cradles him against her breasts. 
“Bronwen, please,” he murmurs. “Not against your tits like that. I can’t… oh, god, you smell so good.” 
“They made me clean myself, master,” she croons, stroking Gerrik’s bald head and letting her fingers tease over the knifelike shape of one of his ears. 
“To make myself more desirable.” 
He struggles against her and lifts his face from her plush breasts covered by the sheer gown. The motion of the wagon makes her soft mounds sway and jiggle gently. Her plump nipples rise stiffly beneath the gown. She moans softly at the heat growing between her shapely thighs. She is well aware that an elf of the Red Feather should not be attracted to a goblin, but her Blood Debt is a powerful thing and she adores him for his kindness and the truth he has imparted. 
“You are, um, very desirable at the moment,” he says. 
Bronwen’s full lips part slightly as she looks up at him with lust-heavy eyes. 
Elyana is asleep beside them, but that only makes her need burn hotter. 
“Take me, master,” she whispers, reaching up to run her hands over his skinny chest. 
“I can’t say no to that,” chuckles Gerrik, falling upon her much larger body and kissing her passionately. 
Bronwen is used to the goblin’s kiss. It was strange at first, his mouth very wide and almost lipless, but they have both adapted and their kiss is familiar and tongues eager. She moans against his kiss, spreading her thighs as she feels his hardness poking through his loincloth against her toned tummy. 
She runs her hands down his back, squeezing his firm bottom through the loincloth and reaching between them to free his cock. It is large for his tiny size, but no bigger than her thumb. She grips it tightly and begins to wank him, moaning against his kiss. It might be small, but she knows the pleasure it can give her. 
“Fuck me, master, please,” she moans against his lips. “My quim aches for your glorious cock.” 
She pulls her gown up around her waist, parting her thighs and offering him her golden-thatched cunt. Gerrik surprises her by wriggling out of her grasp and descending on her aching cunt. His tongue lashes her clit, sending pleasure jolting through her body, and his long, bony fingers push into her velvet channel. Her slick walls clutch at his thrusting fingers. She cries out, arching her back with her shoulders pressed against the wall of the wagon, thrusting her cunt against her goblin lover’s fingers and tongue. 
“Oh, Bronwen,” moans Gerrik. “You taste so sweet!” 
“Your tongue is sending me to heaven,” she cries, cradling his head with both hands and nearly crushing him between her powerful thighs. The waves of her orgasm intensify, inner muscles convulsing against Gerrik’s fingers, until her pleasure peaks, recedes, and leaves her gasping and shuddering. She finally slumps back onto the floor of the wagon. Elyana stirs beside her but does not wake. 
The next things Bronwen feels is Gerrik teasing his cock against her slick entrance. She lifts her head and looks up to see him kneeling between her legs and wanking his hard cock against the tender folds of her pussy. 
“Please, master,” she moans. “Fuck meeeee.” 
“I shouldn’t,” says Gerrik, “but I cannot resist your beauty.” 
“Oooooh,” she coos, a hand against his belly as he guides his cockhead to her entrance and gently parts her folds. She sucks in a breath and Gerrik thrusts his cock into her hot, eager cunt. His maleness is much smaller than Yeskel’s or even Seekel’s, but it does not lessen her pleasure. This is her Blood Keeper’s cock and it fills her perfectly, exactly as it should. She cries with pleasure as he begins to furiously ride atop her, thrusting his hips to piston the modest length of his cock in and out of her tight channel. 
Gerrik gripped Bronwen by her breasts as he fucked her hard and fast. This might have been an awkward or even painful position if he were a normal-sized lover. Instead, he weight just enough that it allows his cock to penetrate deep into her pussy, curling perfectly against her inner walls and hitting the spot that drives her wild. She gasps loudly, on the very of another orgasm as she caresses Gerrik’s shoulders and jerks her hips against his thrusting cock. 
“That pussy,” groans Gerrik. “I can’t hold out long in that tight pussy. You’re going to make me cum soon, Bronwen.” 
“Yessss,” she hisses. “Cum inside me. Breed me, Gerrik. Fill me with your
—“
“No!” He shouts, actual anger in his voice as he stops his thrusting. “Have you heard nothing I’ve said about the risk of pregnancy? You will be trapped like this forever!” 
“Like this? Your servant? Your obedient pleasure slave?” She sits up, kissing him passionately. “That is what I want, master! To be with you forever! To give you litters of half-breed pups!” 
With a cry of frustration, Gerrik pulls his glistening cock from Bronwen’s pussy. He rises to his feet, gripping his cock at the root and looking at her with sadness. She realizes her mistake at once. Gerrik takes a step away, but Bronwen rolls onto her hands and knees and follows him. 
“Please, master,” she says. “I was being silly. Let me tend to you…” 
“That’s not… ohhhhhh…” 
His objections are forgotten as she begins to loudly, lewdly, and very enthusiastically suck on Gerrik’s hard cock. He clings to her head as she takes his entire cock into her mouth, bathes it in her warm saliva, and massages it with her tongue. Her cheeks hollow around him and her moan vibrates around his cock. 
“Bronwen,” gasps the little goblin, fingers buried in Bronwen hair, “oh, you don’t need to… to… make me cummmMMM!” 
He cannot resist the pleasure and Bronwen’s efforts are rewarded with his throbbing cock and a hot gush of his cum over her tongue and down her throat. She gulps his thick, salty seed, relishing her master’s spunk as it slides down to warm her belly. Even after he has spent his seed, she holds him in her mouth, washing him with her tongue. 
Though his spunk is plentiful, Bronwen’s rewards from the gods for pleasuring her master are minimal. 
ORAL SEX +50 XP
Gerrik is a frequent target for her affections and therefore the gods are not impressed by her efforts. That does not matter much to Bronwen. She would suck him a hundred times if they gave her no reward. 
“Oh, master,” she purrs, wiping a drop of cum from her chin with a finger and licking her finger clean. “That was delicious.” 
Gerrik chuckled, but his smile was guilty as he sagged and sat atop a box of dry goods. Bronwen crawled to him, caressing his lap and leaning her head on his slender leg. He patted her head. 
“You don’t need to behave like this,” he says. “In fact, I wish you wouldn’t. 
It makes me feel guilty.” 
“Guilty?” She lifted her head. “Why? What have you done?” 
“Well, nothing,” he says. “I mean, I didn’t do anything to hurt you, but you insist on calling me master and Blood Keeper and I just healed you. In fact, I did it partly out of self-interest.” 
“What is your self-interest?” Bronwen asks, ignoring his usual complaints about the Blood Debt he is owed. 
“I want out of this place too.” He caresses a lock of her hair from her face and strokes her cheek. “The oracle cannot see my path, but she can see yours. I hope.” 
“Why can she not see yours, master?” 
“Dunno,” says Gerrik with a shrug. He looks away as Bronwen looks up at him and she gets the distinct impression that Gerrik is keeping something from her. That is his right, she decides. He is the master. 
It is not long before the caravan arrives in the home hunting grounds of the hobgoblins in the hills of Steamrisen. True to the place’s name, steam is rising all around from underground reservoirs of boiling hot water. Bronwen can feel the warmth of the steam tunnels wafting into the cool morning air. 
The air has an unpleasant sulfurous smell. The landscape is made up of bleak mossy hilltops surrounded by mineral stained hot pools and steam tunnels rising like natural stacks of muddy deposits from the landscape. 
Steamfort, the hobgoblin town, is built from mud and timber dragged a good distance from the woodland to the south. The caravan passes through the gate and Bronwen is unimpressed by the large, lumps structures of the hobgoblins. 
They seem built without any design, mud and straw heaped together creating hollow mounds that belch smoke from cook fires. Hobgoblins watch the caravan pass through the single road through the village and approach a structure that is much larger, braced with wood, and has at least some semblance of rational construction. 
“I hope it’s a lot nicer on the inside,” she comments as the wagons pull to a stop. 
“Oh?” Gerrik smiles. “Tabok has expensive tastes. I think you will be surprised.” 
As they wake through the crudely-built entrance of this muddy palace, Bronwen is shocked. She finds herself inside a finely-appointed and immaculate castle, with gold-threaded tapestries, suits of gleaming armor, displays of weaponry, and a number of female human slaves dressed in fine gowns. Each woman wears a slim silver choker and acts politely and without fear, helping the hobgoblins move supplies out of the wagons. 
“He has slaves?” Bronwen whispers. 
Gerrik nods. 
“He does,” says Gerrik. “Though he is not cruel and most of these women will choose to remain with him.” 
“They stay by choice?” Bronwen watches a beautiful middle-aged woman with shoulder length hair carry a sack of sugar from one of the wagons. 
“They do, because the alternatives are worse.” Gerrik leads Bronwen up a wide wooden staircase, leaving the bustling slaves and wagons behind. 
“When Tabok buys a woman it is for one year. If she wishes to leave after one year, he will give her a small amount of money and allow her to leave. 
Most will not.” 
“This is still slavery,” says Bronwen. 
“It is and don’t mistake my explanation for approval,” says Gerrik. “I’m only telling you this so you don’t think Tabok is a total piece of shit.” 
She bursts out laughing at the expression. She has never heard such a phrase before. 
“Piece of… piece of shit?” She covers her mouth to keep from laughing more. 
“Y-yeah,” says Gerrik. “Right, you probably haven’t heard that one before. 
It’s a common expression where I’m from.” 
“The real world?” 
Gerrik nods, but changes the subject quickly. “Here we are. This is where we’ll be staying.” 
He opens the door on a spacious room with a massive, overstuffed bed, an antique couch, a table of dark-polished wood, and golden candelabras. 
“You settle in,” says Gerrik. “I will go and fetch Elyana.” 
“And then what?” Asks Bronwen, stopping him at the door. 
“Then I must figure out a way to repay Tabok,” says Gerrik. “I owe him an immense amount of money.” 
“You know who has a great deal of money? The deep elves running the slave auction at Nokings.” Bronwen cannot help but remember the Ulwen Serassa, the scarred deep elf who auctioned her away, and Thanwyn, the high-level warrior deep elf who captured her. “The Serassa clan. Do you know them?” 
“Of them,” says Gerrik. “Cruel beyond all imagining. Their matriarch, Hestra, never leaves the under deep. Her children are powerful and dangerous. We cannot hope to get the money from them. We should not go back to Nokings.” 
“You told me yourself the auction is not held every day,” says Bronwen. 
“Surely the Serassa clan relaxes somewhere. We can find them and take their gold.” 
“There is surely a better way to get this gold,” says Gerrik. “At least to get time to repay Tabok. He expressed an interest in you and Elyana, but I will not let him have you. Not even temporarily.” 
She thinks of the disgustingly fat hobgoblin and she must agree with her master that the thought of being his pleasure slave is revolting. However, if some affection could win them room to repay the massive debt it might just be worth it. 
Gerrik, sensing the conversation has ended, leaves Bronwen to her thoughts. 
He soon returns, leading Elyana into the room. The beautiful wild elf spellweaver enters the room yawning and breaks into a grin when she sees Bronwen. The two elf women cry out with joy and embrace, kissing and hugging tightly. 
“Oh, my sister,” moans Elyana, pressing herself tightly against Bronwen. “To be reunited and then torn away from you again in such a short time brought me low. Now that we are reunited, I never want to leave your side.” 
“Never,” agrees Bronwen, kissing Elyana on her cheek, her lips, and then kissing her passionately. Their sweet mouths melt together and their tongues intertwine. Bronwen’s pussy throbs with need for her beautiful sister. Not a blood sister, but a sister of the Red Feather. She confesses to Elyana, “I hoped we would someday be together, Elyana. Never under these circumstances.” 
“Damn the circumstances,” moans Elyana, kissing her again. “We are together.” 
They fall onto the huge bed, moaning against each other. Bronwen’s passion is inflamed as she pulls Elyana atop her and strokes her shapely bottom beneath the dangling scarlet of her loincloth. Elyana moans against the kiss, tilting her hips and pressing down against Bronwen’s thigh. 
“I will leave you two to catch up,” says Gerrik. “I must talk to Tabok. He will want to have a feast. He always wants a feast. So don’t get too, um, occupied with each other.” 
Gerrik departs, leaving them alone. His words and the worries about Tabok are enough to restrain Bronwen’s burning lust. She finally manage to break her hungry kiss with Elyana. 
“Sister, we must talk,” says Bronwen. “We are in a predicament.” 
“Can it not wait?” Elyana asks, her eyes heavy with lust as she caresses Bronwen’s creamy thighs. Bronwen takes hold of Elyana’s wrists. 
“It must wait,” she says. “Gerrik owes Tabok a massive amount of gold. If we are to leave this place, we must find some way to repay the fat hobgoblin short of becoming his slaves.” 
“What are you saying, sister?” Elyana asks, concern furrowing her brow. 
Bronwen explains her plan. Elyana’s concern deepens into disgust, but the red-headed elf agrees it is what must be done. 
Tonight, they must give Tabok what he desires. 
IV
Feasting with Tabok
Bronwen smirks as she is led into the feast hall of the mighty Tabok. She sees she has chosen her costume wisely from those presented to her by Tabok’s slave girls. There were modest gowns of white linen, bodices and long peasant skirts, corsets that would have squeezed bust to a creamy pile. But she and Elyana chose something more pleasing to Tabok’s lecherous sensibilities. 
They wear the costumes of pleasure slaves, their midriffs bare and their breasts hardly covered by the gold-accented cups of their tops. Bronwen’s ensemble is primarily in a scarlet color and Elyana’s is a light green. Their hips are on full display, the long, sheer skirts hanging from them like waterfalls from their buttocks and barely-covered mounds. Gerrik objected to such costumes and had to be reminded that their traditional garb as elves of the Red Feather was to remain topless and wear only a loincloth. 
That silenced his concerns. 
Bronwen studies the pleasure slaves already fawning over the massive hobgoblin at the head of the table, the way they swing their hips as they bring him morsels and coo over him as they caress his shoulders and head. She tries to move the same way, her generous hips drawing his beady red eyes as she moves to a place of honor at the table. 
Bronwen sits to Tabok’s immediate right and Elyana, dressed in her similar costume, to his left. Tabok grunts with pleasure at this arrangement. Perhaps he had expected Gerrik and one of his warriors to take the seats of honor. 
“Welcome, elf lovelies,” grunts the obese hobgoblin. His sits forward on his reclining throne, his massive gut shifting and his blubbery breasts repositioning atop the smooth red-tinted flesh of his belly. He is truly a loathsome creature, with an overlarge nose, fat lips, and warts decorating his face and shoulders. His fingers are like sausages so fat they have burst their casings. He is heavily perfumed, but it cannot cover the stench of sweat and sour wine that clings to his body. 
Bronwen gamely hides her revulsion, bowing her head so as to present a fine view of her dangling breasts to the bloated ruler. 
“It is an honor to meet such a wise, powerful and, mmmmm, handsome leader,” she says. 
“Flattery!” Tabok says, chuckling in a way that makes his jowls shake. “You only say because of fabulous wealth.” 
“No, no,” says Elyana, leaning forward to present him a view of her almost equally lovely breasts. “We are so glad you have saved us both. Perhaps we are inspired.” 
“Yes, well, hmmmm, I saved you both,” says Tabok, wagging fat fingers. “At great cost. Much gold. But not talk about this at dinner. Enjoy the feast!” 
He claps his hands together and the serving commences. A dozen human servants enter the feast hall bearing steaming trays of roasted hen, pheasant pie, baked ham, sweet onions and potatoes, warm bread, sausage, and whole wheels of soft cheese. 
“Wine,” grunts Tabok, waving an empty cup as large as a serving bowl as he stuffs his mouth with pheasant pie. Grease spills down his chin and dribbles over his bare belly. 
Bronwen and Elyana smile at this gluttonous display as if it is the loveliest thing they have ever seen. He chews through several mouthfuls and washes it down with wine that he slops down his chin. When he belches and raises his cup for another fill, Bronwen rises from her seat and takes the wineskin from the servant. 
“Let me, Master Tabok,” she says, settling on the cushion of his oversized seat and pouring his cup full of the dark, sweet wine. 
“Oh, you’ve dripped a bit on your tummy-tum, Master Tabok,” says Elyana, moving to the other side of his corpulent body. She mops at the grease and wine spilled on his chest with a cloth handkerchief. He belches again and smiles, revealing rounded teeth stuck with bits of pheasant and buds of broccoli. 
“Thank you, elf dears,” he says, wiping his greasy fingers on his skirt-like loincloth. He embraces Bronwen and Elyana around their waists and pulls them closer. They giggle as one, squirming their luscious bodies against the massive mound of Tabok’s belly. He seems to enjoy this even more, laughing and squeezing them rudely, his hands smacking at their buttocks. 
“Oh, Master Tabok!” Squeals Elyana. 
“You’re so naughty!” Giggles Bronwen. 
“Only when have pretty elves in reach,” he grunts. 
They let him play with them a bit longer, cooing and fawning over him before sliding off his seat and returning to their chairs. He belches loudly, wipes his lips on the back of his arms, and commands, “Next course!” 
Most of the others gathered around the long table have hardly begun their first course, but serving girls appear to whisk everything away and bring out more steaming trays piles high with cave crab, sweet river trout, breaded pork loin, and an assortment of other rich foods which Tabok begins to shovel into his face. 
Bronwen and Elyana exchange a glance. Gerrik gives Bronwen a worried look. 
“What are you two up to with those costumes and the way you are acting?” 
He whispers. 
“Trust me, master,” she says. “We will handle things. You just be sure to raise the subject and the difficulty of repaying Tabok his money. I will take care of it after that.” 
“Alright,” says Gerrik. “But he seems to be enjoying himself. Maybe we should just keep quiet and let him stuff himself full.” 
“Trust me,” she repeats and kisses Gerrik on the top of his bald head. 
Bronwen is not surprised to discover that Tabok is not much of a conversationalist during the feast. He remains mostly focused on eating as much and as quickly as possible. Sauce drips from his triple chins and spatters his loincloth. He belches repeatedly and the only time he seems to pay full attention is when the dancing girls enter and begin to gyrate for his amusement. 
These voluptuous slave girls are wearing costumes very similar to Bronwen and Elyana. Sensing another opportunity to ingratiate herself with the obese ruler of the hobgoblins, Bronwen joins the dancers in their sensual display. 
Elyana, rather more reluctantly, joins along as well. The hobgoblins seated around the table watch her with their lusty red eyes as she matches the swinging hips and bouncing breasts of the slave girls. 
When she strays into reach of Tabok, he wraps a fat arm around her and pulls her onto his chair. He grunts, his belly sloshing beneath her as he works a fat hand under her skirt and squeezes her bottom with his greasy fingers. 
“Oh, pretty elf,” he groans, stroking her and wobbling beneath her. “You should dance for me every night. You and fire-haired elf.” 
“On the matter of repayment,” interrupts Gerrik, choosing the worst possible moment, “I am afraid there will be some difficulty, Tabok.” 
Tabook squeezes Bronwen’s peachy bottom, smearing more grease on her flawless ass. 
“What you say?” He belches. “I pay enough gold for ten slaves for fire-hair. 
Then I pay my warriors to raid the scaleskins. You have no gold?” 
“Well, it was never a matter of having it at hand,” says Gerrik. “You knew that, Tabok. It was a matter of repaying you. And I will! I will! Don’t give me that look! We go back a long ways! Remember?” 
“You heal my gout,” says Tabok. “You get rid of bed sores. I pay you for this.” 
“We’re friends,” counters Gerrik. 
“Friends!” Tabok waves a fat hand dismissively. “I think you ask too much. 
What say you?” 
The other hobgoblins at the table chorus their agreement, raising their cups in salute to their corpulent commander. 
“Maybe I keep elves as slaves,” continues Tabok. “I teach them how to be good slaves. They be happy here with big, big Tabok. Much happier than little with goblin.” 
Bronwen betrays no disagreement with the disgusting hobgoblin as she caresses his soft chest and teases her fingers beneath his chin. 
“Maybe a night to consider things, Master Tabok?” She suggests and kisses his shoulder. 
Her hand slips lower to massage his belly. He grunts with approval. Her hand continues lower, beneath the warm weight of his gut and… she can’t find it. 
Where is his manhood? Regardless of her fumbling inability to discover his missing cock, Tabok seems pleased with her attention. 
“Yes, good night to think,” he says, squeezing her tightly against him. “You and fire-hair elf, you come to bed with me. We talk morning, Gerrik.” 
“Ah, Tabok, really now,” begins Gerrik, rising from his seat. “I am Bronwen’s Blood Keeper, which is like, it’s like her master, I guess, so….” 
“I only borrow,” says Tabok, squeezing Bronwen possessively. “Or maybe I decide to keep you complain.” 
A few of the hobgoblins seated around the table rise threateningly towards Gerrik. The goblin sits back down, his wide mouth curling into a frown. 
Bronwen tries to make eye contact with him to wink at him reassuringly, but Gerrik looks sullenly down at his plate. 
Tabok, apparently satisfied that Gerrik has acquiesced to his demands, calls for music and the dessert course of food. Hobgoblins emerge with crude brass instruments and begin to play a horrible, discordant sort of music that Tabok seems to enjoy. To celebrate his feast, he grabs a wineskin from one of the serving girls and upends it over his mouth and all over Bronwen. Her top is soaked through, dark wine staining the fabric and causing it to cling to her ample breasts. 
“Look even prettier like that, elf,” laughs Tabok as wine drips over his body. 
“Oh, Master Tabok, I’m a mess,” laughs Bronwen. 
“Let me clean!” Tabok picks her up into his arms and tears off her top. He begins sloppily licking the wine from her breasts. She looks laughs, but looks away, not wanting to see Gerrik’s reaction as Tabok fondles her and sucks at her soft mounds. She fights to keep quiet as he sucks her nipple, sending hot pulses of pleasure to her throbbing clit. 
His huge, pink tongue slides between and over her breasts and up to her face. 
She has no choice but to let it into her mouth and allow herself to be drawn into a disgusting, sloppy wet kiss with the hobgoblin. 
Not wanting to force Gerrik to watch any more, she whispers in Tabok’s pointed ear, “Let us retire to your bedchamber, Master Tabok, so that Elyana and I might show our appreciation.” 
“Feast over!” Tabok declares immediately. “I am tired. Go to bed now!” 
He grunts and rolls off his cushions, onto the blubbery cones of his immense legs. He waddles away from the table, his bare feet padding across the floor and wine dripping from his bare flesh. 
Before leaving the table, Bronwen scoops up the wine cups of the two nearest hobgoblins. They look at her with annoyance as she drinks both cups in two long gulps and bangs the empty cups back down on the table. She wipes her lips on her sleeve, much like Tabok. 
“Thanks,” she says to the hobgoblins. 
The wine fills her belly and the powerful alcohol gives her the courage she needs to follow after Tabok. Elyana, who is at least still wearing her top and not soaked with wine, reluctantly joins her. 
She catches up to the massive hobgoblin easily. He stands a few inches shorter than her, though he must surely weigh several times as much. He seems to be struggling to walk and he begins to pant and wheeze as he climbs the staircase to his palace’s second floor. Bronwen and Elyana exchange a look teetering somewhere between amusement and concern. They hasten to help the fat hobgoblin up the stairs. 
“Thank you, elf dears,” he wheezes. “Eat too much. Too much food.” 
His beady red eyes glisten as he looks from Bronwen and Elyana. “Hungry for more,” he grunts, his voice barely audible. 
Doing their best to support his massive weight between them, Elyana and Bronwen manage to escort Tabok to the guarded double doors of his bedchamber. The hobgoblin on duty smirks lecherously at the two elves and swings the door open. The guard bows his head. 
“Perrok, bring me Horse,” says Tabok. 
“Yes, Tabok,” says the hobgoblin. “You want send in?” 
“Wait outside,” says Tabok, his hands roaming over the backsides of Bronwen and Elyana. He smiles and says, “I will send word when needed.” 
“Yes, is good,” says Perrok, smiling and revealing his small tusks. 
Bronwen is not quite certain what to make of the conversation. Why would Tabok need a horse? She cannot imagine the bloated hobgoblin climbing atop the back of anything smaller than an oliphant. 
She puts the thought from her mind as Tabok brushes off her help and waddles into his bedchamber. It is breathtakingly beautiful, filled with shimmering exotic fabrics, gold and silver statues of erotic imagery, strange weapons, and a glowing magical orb that hovers in the air and seems to shed warm, golden sunset light over the room. 
Bronwen and Elyana follow the massive hobgoblin inside and marvel at the sumptuous furnishings. Elyana pokes the magical globe with a fingertip and light ripples over its surface like reflections from a pool of water. Tabok climbs a small staircase up to the platform that supports a great mound of cushions. This is, evidently, his bed. He flops heavily down onto the cushions and rolls onto his back, still catching his breath after the journey from the feast hall. He looks as if he might be sick or might die. 
Elyana leans close to Bronwen and whispers, “What do we do now?” 
What Bronwen wants to do is smother the bloated hobgoblin with a pillow and be done with him. But that is not her nature. He has saved her, or at least saved Elyana, so some debt is owed him. She cannot repay it by murdering him. Swallowing her revulsion, she resolves to do what must be done. 
“Follow my lead,” she whispers to Elyana. 
Bronwen approaches the bed and the panting hobgoblin. She covers her breasts with her hands, blocking his view of her nipples, but squeezing and making her mounds appear even more enticing. Tabok wets his sweaty lips and lifts his head from the piled pillows. 
“I am big,” says the hobgoblin. 
“Yes, you are,” purrs Bronwen, kneeling beside him on the cushions. She releases her breasts and runs her hands over his soft chest. His skin is cool with his sweat. “We elves like big men. Strapping hobgoblins such as you.” 
“No,” he says, pushing her hands away. He grunts and pushes himself upright on the pillow. “Fat, soft, is what tribe want in warlord.” 
“You eat to please your tribe?” It sounds to Bronwen like an excuse for his gluttony. 
“Yes,” he says, shaking his head and making his heap of chin wobble. “Give hand.” 
She offers him her hand and he takes it and presses it into the foul, sweaty recesses of his loincloth. She feels a slight bumping patch of skin, but his flesh is otherwise bare. Bronwen gasps as she realizes that someone has made the fat hobgoblin into a eunuch. 
“Now you see,” says Tabok. “Taken from me. Supposed to be a slave. I killed orc that made me his slave and tribe to freedom.” 
“So… you do not desire us?” Bronwen asks, slipping her hand out of his loincloth. “Your lecherous behavior at the dinner was an act to impress your tribe?” 
Tabok sighs as he pushes himself into a fully upright position. His huge belly completely covers where his cock would otherwise be. 
“Yes, every night,” admits Tabok. “Slave girls know. They understand. It why they stay with Tabok. I not rape them like many masters would.” 
“So,” says Elyana, tapping her lower lip in consideration, “what exactly do you do with them?” 
“Whatever want,” says Tabok. “Some want talk. Some give massage. Some pleasure each other. Some have Horse.” 
“I heard you mention the horse,” says Bronwen. “Why a horse?” 
“Horse is name,” says Tabok. “Hobgoblin with big zoblok.” 
“Zoblok?” Eylana cocks her head curiously. 
“Sound good when you say,” laughs Tabok. “Zoblok is this.” 
He pats where his cock would be. “Horse have very big Zoblok. I have no Zoblok.” 
“Ah, so you have a proxy,” says Bronwen. “Someone to do the deed on your behalf.” 
“If they want,” says Tabok. “You want?” 
He raises a brow questioningly. Bronwen and Elyana exchange a long look. 
Elyana breaks out into a grin and Bronwen cannot help but smile too. 
“Well,” says Bronwen, “I’ve never actually done anything with a hobgoblin before. It might be nice.” 
Elyana bounces up and down excitedly, her breasts heaving in her green top. 
She claps her hands together and laughs, “I do like them big! You can watch us, Tabok.” 
“Oh, yes,” agrees Bronwen, caressing Tabok’s jelly belly. “We’ll call your name as Horse is giving it to us properly.” 
Tabok calls for Horse. The door swings open suddenly and a huge, muscular hobgoblin enters. He wears a wooden mask designed to resemble a horse’s head with a coarse brush of black hair from the top down the back. He stands taller than Bronwen or Elyana and his body, to Bronwen’s eyes, is almost human perfection. His build is stockier than a man and his arms a bit longer than a human’s would be. He seems to be hairless, like all hobgoblins. He wears a red loincloth tied around his waist, but it is no match for the cock and huge, dangling bollocks that are pushing out through cloth. 
“Oh my,” gasps Elyana. 
“Can we see it, Tabok?” Bronwen asks, crawling to the edge of the pile of cushions. 
Tabok motions and Horse unties his loincloth. The hobgoblin slowly reveals the biggest cock Bronwen has ever seen that was not literally a horse’s. It is as long as her arm from her fingertips to her elbow and as thick as her wrist, reddish brown like the hobgoblin’s skin, but darkening almost to purple at the fat, flattened tip. Unlike Elyana, Bronwen has no particular affinity for huge cocks, but she still marvels at the size of it, dangling almost down to the hobgoblin’s knees. 
“You touch if want,” says Tabok. “Touch Tabok’s cock.” 
“Oh, yes,” coos Elyana, seemingly drawn to the massive specimen of maleness. She hefts it in her hands, stroking it and making it begin to stiffen. 
She giggles, “It grows hard!” 
“That’s right,” says Tabok, his beady red eyes glittering. “Wank cock, my lovely. Squeeze it with elf breasts.” 
“I can help with that,” says Bronwen, moving beside Elyana. She unties her friend’s top, freeing Elyana’s pale breasts and stiff nipples. Bronwen presses her breasts against Elyana’s soft mounds and together they squeeze Horse’s cock between them. 
“Oooooh, it’s so warm,” cries Elyana. She wanks from the root of Horse’s massive member and up into the underside of her cleavage, shifting her tits as she rubs them against the huge cock. Bronwen roughly matches Elyana’s movements so that their breasts stroke up and down the shaft, disappearing the purpling tip into their pressed titflesh. The two elf beauties work up and down his cock with their soft breasts as Horse begins to moan inside his wooden mask. 
“I think it’s starting to leak,” gasps Bronwen, feeling the growing slickness of Horse’s maleness. She watches the fat tip pop up through her breasts once more and the head is covered in his glistening slime. 
“Oh, I need that inside me,” moans Elyana, watching the cock slide through her breasts and leave a smear of his precum. “I get it first.” 
The two women briefly wrestle over the cock, laughing and pressing their bodies together as Tabok looks on with lecherous glee. Bronwen lets Elyana emerge victorious from the brief tussle and Elyana quickly climbs onto the cushions, leans her head low, and offers up her delicate pink cunt and her shapely ass. 
“Horse,” grunts Tabok. “Fuck her! No hold back!” 
“Wait,” says Bronwen. “Let me ensure she is ready for such a massive member.” 
Bronwen moves behind Elyana and Elyana twitches her shapely hips and teases her ass from side to side. Bronwen strokes Elyana’s smooth, creamy cheeks and leans down to run her tongue over the hot furrow of Elyana’s crimson-thatched cunt. Bronwen tastes her friend’s familiar sweetness and delves her tongue into that tight peach. Elyana moans and lifts her head up; Bronwen responds by pushing her tongue deeper as she squeezes and spreads Elyana’s luscious ass. 
“Such pretty elves,” says Tabok, twiddling his fingers on his chest. “Naughty, bad, pretty elves.” 
Bronwen laughs at Tabok’s crude description and thrusts three fingers into Elyana’s dripping cove. Elyana moans, “Yessssss!” She pushes her shapely ass back and fucks herself on Bronwen’s long, slender fingers. Bronwen lowers her face to the warm cleavage of Elyana’s ass and tastes the delicate pink clench of her anus. Elyana sucks in a breath of surprise, but reaches back to cradle Bronwen’s head as Bronwen tongues Elyana’s ass and fucks her tight cunt with thrusting fingers. 
Bronwen resists the urge to drive her friend to the point of an orgasm, leaving that to Horse and his enormous cock. Bronwen moves aside and Elyana looks back as the huge hobgoblin moves into position. He steadies himself with a large, clawed hand on Elyana’s lower back. His massive cock seems too big to fit past the honeyed petals of her cunt. 
“Oohhhhhh,” moans Elyana, clinging to a cushion as she pushes back against the rather blunt, purpling tip of Horse’s cock. If it were not for the glaze of precum on his manhood, Bronwen doubts it would fit at all. He holds Elyana with both hands and begins to push steadily, spreading her delicate cunt and gently but insistently filling her with the massive meat of his cockflesh. 
Bronwen moans at the raunchy sight, stroking fingers down Elyana’s crack to massage her spit-slicked anus as she reaches her other hand beneath Horse’s cock to cradle his enormous bollocks. 
“Fill her,” laughs Tabok. “Fill the pretty elf with hobgoblin cock! Show her Horse! Show her our strength!” 
“Mmmmmm!” Horse grunts like an animal beneath his mask. 
He grabs Elyana tightly at her slender waist and begins to move faster and harder. His stretching cock is so big it makes Elyana’s little asshole flex each time he pulls back. Her ample breasts jiggle and swing beneath her, nipples dragging against the cushions as she is fucked. Elyana’s eyes practically roll back in her head and her mouth hangs open as she moans wordlessly, the sound rising and falling with each stroke of the hobgoblin’s massive cock. 
“Fuck her,” hisses Tabok. “Fuck her faster. Make her cum!” 
Elyana’s moans rise to a cry of pleasure. She arches her back, thrusting her slick pussy back onto Horse’s glistening red cock. His muscular hips smack against her ass with each stroke. His clawed fingers make indentations in her creamy, jiggling assflesh. 
“Ohhhhh, Bronwen,” cries Elyana. “I’m going to cum.” 
“Yes, cum on the hobgoblin’s huge cock!” Bronwen laughs, caressing the hobgoblin’s tightening balls and smacking Elyana’s jiggling ass. 
Elyana’s head jerks back suddenly, her lips parted wide and a warbling cry of pleasure escaping her lips. “OOooaaaaaaHHHAAAAaaa!” She wails, her body tense as Horse plunders her cunt with relentless thrusts of his massive cock. 
Bronwen continues to stroke Horse’s tightening bollocks, but her attention is on Elyana. She marvels at her friend’s beauty in the throes of her orgasm. 
The way her muscles are clearly defined in her shoulders and back, the swing of her dangling breasts and the pink buds of her nipples, the softness of her lips and the way her silky scarlet hair falls across her face. Bronwen does not envy her friend’s pleasure, she celebrates it. 
“Cum,” grunts Horse, snapping Bronwen out of her admiration for Elyana’s beauty. If Elyana is a human from another place, then she cannot be impregnated. It would trap her here forever! 
“Yes, inside her,” giggles Tabok. “Breed the elf!” 
“No!” Bronwen grabs Horse by the root of his cock. “Not inside her!” 
She tugs roughly, bending Horse’s huge cockshaft and causing the fat tip to pop free of Elyana’s blushing pussy. Not a moment too soon; it flops up and down again, smacking wetly along the crack of Elyana’s ass and reaching past her buttocks to her lower back. It begins to jerk and spurt out huge, milky ribbons of seed. They splash Elyana’s shoulders and back. Bronwen strokes the cock, milking out plentiful pumps of cum that drip over Elyana’s buttocks, down her crack, and drip from her pink cuntlips. The red-headed elf coos and wiggles her hips, clearly enjoying the warm glaze of the hobgoblin’s cum. 
“Oooh,” laughs Elyana, looking up into the empty air above her head. “I’ve leveled up!” 
Bronwen studies her friend with the cum-spattered back and the words of the gods float into the air above the beautiful redheaded elf. 
Elyana-of-the-Red-Feather - Level 3 Wild Elf Spellweaver
“Ooh, congrats,” laughs Bronwen, giving Elyana a slap on the bottom. She runs a finger through the puddle of spunk on Elyana’s back, lifting a dollop of the musky cream to her nose and sniffing. “No reward for me though.” 
“You just need to try harder,” says Elyana, turning around on her hands and knees to face Horse’s huge, dripping cock. “It is a bit intimidating, but once it is inside you, oh, my sister, it is wonderful.” 
“Yes, elf,” agrees Tabok. “You must have a turn. You must ride my cock.” 
“I shall stiffen it for you,” pledges Elyana. 
Elyana takes Horse’s cock almost reverentially and plants a kick on the dripping tip, smearing his cum over her lips. She coos with lust and begins to lap at his glistening cockhead. Horse grunts from within his mask. 
Before his cock has a chance to stiffen, there is a clamor out in the hallway beyond the bedchamber. Someone begins hammering loudly at the door. 
“Master Tabok! Master Tabok!” 
Tabok shifts on the bed and shouts, “What is it?” 
The door is flung open by the guard that had been posted outside. His eyes are wide with fear. 
“Master Tabok, we under attack! We been followed!” 
“What?!” Tabok rolls to his feet with a grunt. “What you mean? We killed most scaleskins!” 
“It not the scaleskins, master!” The hobgoblin, gestures to the window behind him. Bronwen can see flames swallowing up the thatched roof of a nearby hobgoblin hovel. “It is the deep elf, Thanwyn and her kin!” 
“Gods!” Exlaims Tabok. Bronwen sees fear pass over the hobgoblin’s fat face. His fear hardens into determination. “Fetch armor and ax! I bury deep elves in ground where belong!” 
Bronwen quickly wipes the filth from Elayna’s back and takes the beautiful red-headed elf by her hand. 
“Come, sister,” says Bronwen. “We must find my Blood Keeper! We must escape from this place!” 
V
Vengeance
Bronwen bursts into the room she had been sharing with Gerrik. The goblin is not there, but the fertility gown from the scaleskins and her sword are still on the bed where she left them. She picks them up, stuffing the gown into a pillowcase and slinging it over her shoulder. Glass breaks somewhere on the lower floor of the castle. Slave girls begin to scream. 
“We have to leave,” says Elyana, her fingers splayed in casting posture. 
“I must find my Blood Keeper,” says Bronwen. “I cannot leave without him.” 
The sounds of battle and shouts of fear and anger are coming from every direction. The hobgoblin fort is clearly overrun and Bronwen is willing to wager the suddenness of the attack is the devious deep elves. Orcs are also clearly among those invading the fort. She can see the brutes pillaging the fort through the castle’s windows in a horrifying inverse of when the hobgoblins burst into the scaleskin village. Bronwen moves quietly through the castle, her sword drawn and Elyana close behind her. 
Bronwen hears grunts and whimpering cries from the room up ahead and motions for Elyana to stop. She creeps to the nearby doorway, the door open a few inches as she presses her body against the cool stone of the wall. 
“Human bitch tight,” grunts the unmistakable voice of an orc. “I loosen up. I loosen up and breed.” 
“Nooo, please,” cries a pitiful human voice. “Ahhhhh! It hurts!” 
Bronwen’s grip on her sword tightens with fury. Wherever these brutes go, rape follows. She bursts through the door, brandishing her sword, and faces the sight of one of the slave girls on her back, legs forced apart, and a hulking orc atop her with his cock in his hand. He looks up, mid-stroke, fury on his heavy brow and in his red eyes. Bronwen glares at him and the words of the gods float into the air above his head. 
Flesh Biter – Level 4 Orc Slaver
“You!” Bronwen cries, remembering the slaver’s leering smile and the way he touched her at Nokings. 
Rage rises through her blood and she bursts into the room, clearing the distance to the orc in the span of a second. He still has his cock in his hand and has only just pulled it out of the poor slave girl as Bronwen drives her sword through his back and out his shoulder. Blood spurts from the wound and the orc reels, backhanding her hard enough to make her see flashes of light. 
3 HP DAMAGE
The notification flashes before her eyes. She holds onto her sword, pulling it from the grisly wound and squaring off against the orc as he rises to his feet. 
“Bitch,” he says, looking at over at his wounded shoulder. “I break you in half then fuck you. Then finish with her.” 
He reaches for a studded wooden club. Bronwen is faster, surging forward and slicing downward in a two-handed grip. Her blade slashes into his arm and cleaves his hand from his wrist. The orc bellows with rage, looking at the bloody stump of his wrist. Bronwen stabs upward, driving the broken end of her sword under the fleshy slab of the orc’s chin and up into his brain. The light goes out in his eyes and crumples heavily to the floor. 
ORC DEFEATED +250 XP
Bronwen stands over the fallen orc for a moment, her chest rising and falling with her breathing. She hears a whimper beside her and turns her attention back to the slave girl that the orc was raping. 
Niana Kenden – Level 1 Human Pleasure Slave The words float above the young woman’s head. She sits up, holding her torn bodice to her pert breasts, tears glistening on her cheeks as she looks up at Bronwen with wide, fearful eyes. 
“You killed him,” says the slave girl. “Y-you saved me!” 
Bronwen wants to help the girl more, but she has no time. 
“Have you seen the goblin that was here?” 
The girl nods and points to a door leading to the kitchen. She says, “He passed through there as the fighting started. I think he was going to see what was happening.” 
“Thank you,” says Bronwen. She picks up the orc’s studded club and tosses it to the girl. “You should look for others on the house staff and try to get out of here.” 
“Y-yes, right,” says Niana. “I think some of them went down to the cellars.” 
Bronwen doubts the wisdom of attempting to hide in the cellar, but with orcs rampaging through the fort, there is likely no good answer for Niana and any other survivors. Bronwen gives the young woman a sympathetic smile and helps her to her feet. It is all she can spare the slave girl as she turns and hurries out of the room. Elyana joins her. 
“Are you alright?” Elyana worries, reaching out to slow Bronwen down. 
“Fine.” Bronwen shrugs off her friend’s hands and continues into the kitchen. 
The room has been hurriedly ransacked. Judging by the footprints left in breadmeal strewn across the floor, Flesh Biter might have caught Niana in the midst of preparing a late night snack. 
A doorway from the kitchen exits the castle into the chaos of the village. The screams have died down, perhaps signaling an end of the hobgoblin defenders, and the fires are blazing brighter than ever as the village burns. 
Bronwen takes a deep breath and steps out of the castle. The grounds are small compared to the size of the structure. A hobgoblin lies dead near the kitchen door, a dark elf crossbow bolt buried in his throat. Elyana searches the dead hobgoblin and retrieves a leather-handled knife. She holds the curved knife in the reverse grip of a traditional Red Feather duelist. 
Just beyond the gate of Tabok’s castle, there is a cry of agony and a hobgoblin crumples to the ground. An orc stands over him and wipes a crude sword on the dead hobgoblin’s tunic. Two greenskinned goblins scamper past the orc and begin looting the dead hobgoblin warrior. 
“Should we find a way around them?” Elyana whispers. 
“We go through them,” says Bronwen, already starting towards them. 
She begins to charge at them, her warcry as savage as any orc’s as she raises her sword. Before she reached the goblins, a column of magical fire roars past Bronwen and incinerates them along with the hobgoblin’s corpse. The orc steps back, wrong-footed by the burst of flames, and Bronwen charges ahead. 
Benok Throatslitter – Level 6 Orc Barbarian Bronwen sees the name, sees that he is a higher level, but it is too late to reconsider. She leaps over the roaring flames of the burning goblins and strikes at the orc with a two-handed swing. He brings his sword up in time and blocks her attack, their weapons clanging together and the force of their twin impacts knocking Bronwen back a step. She can feel the heat of the flames licking at the backs of her legs. 
Benok Throatslitter bares his fanged mouth and yellowed tusks. 
“Elf meat,” he grunts. “Taste good.” 
“All you will taste is my sword,” snarls Bronwen, swinging again. Her attack comes in low and fast and the orc misjudges his block. She slashes open the chiseled wall of his abdomen and his blood paints her sword. She is still following through when the orc swings his huge fist into her side. The pain immediate, her ribcage flexing as if it might collapse. 
8 HP DAMAGE
The words flash before her eyes as she is slammed sideways and sent sprawling in the grass. For a moment she is looking up at the smoky sky above the hobgoblin fort. Sparks swirl into the air above her and Bronwen struggles to breathe. 
“Elf bitch!” The orc leaps above her and grabs her throat, lifting her upper body off the ground. He raises his sword to drive it into her heart. 
Fire slams into the orc, staggering him back a step and making him scream as flames wash over his face and chest. He releases Bronwen and she scrambles out from beneath him and picks up her sword. The orc shakes off the damage from Elyana’s blast of flame, his body scorched but his fury intact. Bronwen casts a glance back at her friend and sees Elyana leaning against the gate. 
“That was the last of my mana,” croaks the red-headed elf. 
Bronwen turns her attention back to the raging orc just as it swings its charred sword and a wide arc. She catches his blade on hers. Sparks flash as their blades collide and slide apart again. Bronwen kicks the orc in his knees and hears a satisfying crack. He bellows in pain and anger and she drives her sword into his abdomen. He stabs angrily with his own sword and she avoids his attack, but has to relinquish her hold on her own weapon. 
“Look out!” Elyana cries as the enraged orc swings again. Bronwen rolls out of the path of his attack. He hobbles a step and falls to his knees. The wild blonde elf leaps onto the orc’s back and shoulders, grabs hold of his massive neck, and twists. With a loud crunch, the orc perishes and slumps to the ground. 
ORC DEFEATED +350XP
Bronwen stands over the fallen orc, too full of adrenaline and anger to feel any exhaustion. She hears the sounds of battle nearby and places her foot on the dead orc to draw her sword from the blood slab of its abdomen. Elyana approaches. 
“Are you alright, sister?” The redheaded elf asks Bronwen. 
“Yes,” says Bronwen. “There is more battle nearby. It might be Gerrik.” 
Elyana nods uncertainly. “I can be little more help to you, sister.” 
Bronwen can see the weariness haunting Elyana’s eyes. She is not a high level Spellsinger and she has used up all of her magical essence. It will take rest to recover the strength. 
“Stay safe,” says Bronwen. “Do nothing foolish. I will see us through.” 
She wishes she could believe that herself, but with the sound of battle nearby she knows she must act. She and Elyana run through the fire-gutted mud hovels towards the shouting and clang of weapons. They reach an open area that might have been an outdoor market surrounding the fort’s main well. The tents and stalls of the market have been crushed and torn apart by the orcs and goblins. A massive hobgoblin in golden armor is clumsily wielding a sword against a pair of scaleskins. Beside him, another hobgoblin in horse-headed armor is battling against a deep elf woman with a whirling cap and two curved short swords. 
“Tabok and Horse!” Bronwen cries, brandishing her sword and starting towards them. Before she can step out into the plaza, Elyana pulls her back. 
The deep elf woman executes a leaping, spinning kick. Horse is knocked and she slashes her blades across his throat, opening his neck wide and sending a scarlet spill of blood over his dented armor. He reaches for his throat as he topples over. 
Tabok, holding his own against the scaleskins by wildly swinging his sword, is unprepared for the deep elf’s attack. She stabs both blades into his back and kills him almost instantly. He drops into a heap, eyes seeming to dim as he topples awkwardly over onto his side, propped up by his sheer girth. The deep elf kicks him all the way over. 
“We cannot face her,” says Elyana. “That is Thanwyn. She is much too powerful.” 
Bronwen’s blood burns with rage at the sight of the deep elf’s arrogant beauty. She knows Elyana is right, Thanwyn would kill her like she killed Horse and Tabok, but her hatred almost overwhelms her common sense. She hears a familiar cry of pain and her fantasies of killing Thanwyn are forgotten. 
“Gerrik,” hisses Bronwen. She leaps over burning debris and races among the hovels yet to be gutted by the flames. In a narrow, twisting alleyway, she comes upon her lover and Blood Keeper. Gerrik is on his back, surrounded by dead scaleskins and orcs, with the deep elf auctioneer holding a dagger and standing over him. 
“Traitor,” snarls the deep elf. “Violators of the way of Nokings will have their hearts cut out. I will take yours to—“
“His heart belongs to me,” roars Bronwen, brandishing her sword and charging into the alleyway. 
Ulwen Serassa – Level 9 Deep Elf Assassin
Ulwen smiles that same arrogant smile as his more powerful sister. The familiar face only stokes Bronwen’s anger. This is no time for caution. 
Bronwen knows that if she fails here, her Blood Keeper dies, and likely her along with him. With a scream of rage, she triggers her Wild Elf Fury to ignore pain and fear. The hot anger consumes everything else as she swings her sword at Ulwen. 
The deep elf laughs and dodges the blade. He has a curved short sword like the sort his sister wielded against Tabok and Horse. It flashes silver in the night and seems to whistle as he swings it. 
A keen blade, realizes Bronwen. These blades are magically honed to slice through armor with ease. Dressed only in the slave girl costume chosen for seducing Tabok, she has little armor of which to speak and no fear in the midst of her frenzy. She swings again and again, but Ulwen matches her strokes almost casually, his blade sparking from hers and his deflections seeming easy. Sweat drenches Bronwen’s face and the deep elf’s arrogant smile widens. 
“Maybe I will spare you,” laughs Ulwen. “Sell you as meat to one of the flesh eater tribes from the north. Or as an offering for the Great Worm. Would you like to spend a week digesting inside—“
Elyana smashes a burning piece of wood over Ulwen’s head, knocking the arrogant elf sideways. Bronwen is on him in a moment, driving her sword past his guard and straight at his heart. He recovers just enough to dodge the blow. The edge of her sword still slices open his leather armor and opens a bloody gash along his side. He answers off-balance, but still manages to drive the tip of his sword past Bronwen’s guard and straight onto her thigh. 
12 HP Damage
The pain barely reaches Bronwen through her frenzy. She uses it to her advantage, stepping onto his blade and trapping it in the muscular meat of her shapely thigh. Hot blood runs down her leg. Ulwen’s eyes widen in surprise as she drives her broken sword into the slash through his armor and into his side. A gout of blood spills over her hand as she buries half the blade in his ribs. 
“Bitch!” The deep elf snarls, blood spilling through his teeth. “I won’t spare you at all.” 
He flicks something from his belt and bright lights flash in Bronwen’s face. 
She cannot see, but she can feel him wrenching his blade from her thigh. He slashes across her chest, just above her breasts, and hot blood spills over her mounds and soaks her top. 
8 HP Damage
She knows she is close to death. One or two more blows like that and she will be finished. The dazzling lights from the assassin’s trickery begin to fade. 
Elyana cries out and swings desperately and Ulwen runs her through his with sword. She drops to her knees, not dead, but grievously injured, holding her belly. The arrogant elf smiles again, his teeth outlined in red and hatred burning in his eyes. 
He raises his sword to take off Elyana’s head and Bronwen charges him, knocking him back into a hut that is just beginning to catch fire. She drives a knee into his side and knocks him into the burning thatch. He cries out, but recovers quickly. 
“You die now, elf,” he snarls and she knows it is true. She barely has the strength to lift her blade and he is still powerful. 
“Shoulda killed me instead of gloating,” says a familiar voice behind Bronwen. 
The clay pot Gerrik throws is no bigger a cherry and marked with a daub of red pigment. It sails over Bronwen’s shoulder and smashes Ulwen on the tip of his arrogant chin. Hiss, smoking liquid splashes his chest and his face and the deep elf begins to scream in pain. Bronwen silences him with her sword, driving it straight through the hard leather of his armored chest and into his heart. He looks at her with wide, disbelieving eyes, his features turning pink and bubbling as he dies. 
She lets the weight of his collapse pull his corpse off the end of her blade. 
She stabs him in the throat to be sure he is dead. She smiles slightly and begins to collapse. 
“Bronwen!” Gerrik hurries to her as she sags to her knees. He wraps his arms around her, smearing his skinny chest and slight potbelly with her blood. “It’s alright! Nothing fatal.” 
“Elyana,” she gasps. 
“I am here, sister,” says Elyana, standing over Bronwen. The redheaded elf is pale and holding a serious wound in her abdomen, but she does not seem to be dying. 
Bronwen manages a smile. The soft crunch of approaching feet ends the reunion. Bronwen looks up as a figure, backlit by flames, approaches them slowly. The scaleskin emerges from the shadow and smoke and faces off against them. 
“Seekel?” Bronwen croaks. 
“Yes,” hisses the scaleskin, holding a bloody scimitar in his hands. “I thought I would see you again, Bronwen. You are good at surviving.” 
Seekel Skiselsyfe – Level 14 Scaleskin Warrior
“You have gone up in levels,” says Bronwen, smiling wearily as the pain begins to set in. She pushes herself to her feet, barely able to lift her sword. “I can take you though.” 
“Really?” Seekel lightly swings his scimitar and knocks her sword aside. He puts the blade at Gerrik and at Elyana. “I should kill you all for what you did to my people.” 
“But will not?” Bronwen asks, feeling woozy. Before she hears his reply, she begins to pitch forward. Seekel catches her in his strong arms as she loses consciousness. 
Bronwen is lying on her back when she awakes. It is daylight, but wherever they are it is cool and shaded. It is as if they are inside a giant, hollowed-out log. Birds are singing and there is a strong herbal smell in the air. 
“G-Gerrik?” She murmurs, wincing as she sits up. 
The goblin appears by her side. He holds a cup of something strong-smelling to her lips and says, “Drink it.” 
The liquid burns as it goes down her throat. She looks down at her body and sees several muddy poultices drying on her wounds. The strong herbal small is, at least in part, coming from the poultices. 
“Elyana?” Bronwen asks. 
“Resting,” says the goblin. “She will be fine. Her wounds were not quite as serious as yours.” 
“Seekel?” She asks. 
Gerrik grimaces and nods with his head. The scaleskin warrior leans out from the shadows, his tongue tasting the air. 
“I have no place among my people now,” says Seekel. “I stayed to ensure you survive your wounds.” 
“Not necessary,” snaps Gerrik. “I have everything under control. She just needs a day or so of rest and to let the magic work. You can leave whenever you’d like.” 
Bronwen smiles and rests a hand on her Blood Keeper’s arm. 
“He helped us,” she says. “He is our friend.” 
“I am not certain I would describe myself in this way,” says Seekel. “I am not your foe. You are indebted to me, Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather. I have saved your life twice.” 
“You didn’t save my life last night,” she points out. “We had already defeated Ulwen.” 
“This is so,” hisses Seekel. “However, you would not have escaped without me. You would not have found this place.” 
“I can only owe one Blood Debt,” says Bronwen, “and I owe it to Gerrik.” 
She reaches out and takes Gerrik’s hand, squeezing it in hers. “So I am in your debt. I believe you, Seekel. What do you ask of me?” 
“You are a remarkable creature, even for an elf,” says Seekel. “I wish to mate with you.” 
“What?! There is no fucking way, you snake-eyed asshole!” Gerrik sputters with anger, using the curse words that seem both strange and familiar to Bronwen. She strokes Gerrik’s hand to try to calm him. 
“I cannot do that,” says Bronwen. “Gerrik believes that if I become pregnant I will be trapped here.” 
“What does this mean?” Hisses Seekel, looking to Gerrik. 
“It means ‘no’,” says the goblin. “That is all you need to know.” 
Seekel rises to his feet, standing stooped in the low-ceilinged, log-like chamber. 
“Then I shall depart,” hisses Seekel. “But your debt remains, Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather, and someday soon I shall collect.” 
Before she can reply, he is gone, disappearing into the daylight outside and moving swiftly through the nearby forest. Bronwen turns her attention back to Gerrik. She sees that he has hastily bandaged wounds on his arm and chest. 
He has been tending to her and Elyana and has not taken care of his own injuries. 
“Master,” she says, running a hand lightly over the bloody bandage on his chest. “You are hurt.” 
“Flesh wounds,” says Gerrik. 
“You did not make a healing poultice for yourself?” 
“Not enough of the herbs,” says Gerrik, shrugging and then wincing as the shrug causes him pain. He shakes it off. “I will recover. Don’t worry about me.” 
“But I do,” she says, cradling his cheek. She marvels at him, how she once hated the sight of goblins, but now she finds him handsome and adores his long, floppy ears that stick out from his head, his wide mouth, and even his long-armed and oddly emaciated body. He is her Blood Keeper, she owes him her life. Even now, he suffers so that she and Elyana can be healed. 
“Why are you looking at me like that?” Gerrik asks with concern. “You’re not getting all horny for me again, are you?” 
“Horny?” She asks and reaches up to her head thinking she might have sprouted horns because of the magic he is using. 
“Turned on,” says Gerrik. “You’re not… you don’t want to have sex?” 
“Is that what you want, master?” She coos, reaching for his loincloth. He pushes her hand away. 
“I’m a little sore for that,” he says. 
“You know, I have a new ability,” she says and bites her lower lip. “It will heal you with pleasure.” 
“You keep choosing the whore powers?” He shakes his head. “You must be totally pent-up in the real world. Maybe like, I don’t know, Catholic school girl?” 
“I do not know what this is, master,” she says and reaches for his loincloth again. “Let me show you my new ability. Let me heal your pain…” 
She gently presses him back against the natural wall of the chamber and rolls onto her hands and knees. His gaze flicks all over her body and her luscious curves still clad in the slave girl costume, her breasts nearly bursting from the blood-soaked top. She reaches back and removes the top and lets her mounds fall free, creamy and pale, nipples hard from the thought of pleasuring Gerrik. 
“Okay,” grunts Gerrik, staring at her dangling breasts. He wets his thin lips. 
“Alright, you can, uh, you know, heal my pain.” 
Bronwen ignores the pinch of the poultices on her healing wounds as she crawls off the piles of soft boughs serving as her bed. She parts Gerrik’s knobby knees and unwinds his loincloth. His little green prick with its pink mushroom cap is already stiffening up as she wraps it in her soft hand. 
“Oh, master,” she moans, leaning down to lick the head of his cock. “I wish you could mate with me like Seekel desires. I wish you could fill me with your seed.” 
“S-stop say that,” moans Gerrik. “That’s… ohhhhh… god damn your mouth feels good.” 
“Mmmmmhmmm,” she agrees, slurping softly and bobbing her mouth on his cock. She reaches a hand beneath his shaft and begins to massage his spit-wet bollocks as she uses only her lips and tongue and sucking mouth on his twitching cock. Such is Bronwen’s lust that she rolls her hips as if being fucked as she pleasures Gerrik with her mouth. 
“You make serving the desires of a goblin look almost good,” says Elyana, sitting up from her boughs behind Bronwen. 
Bronwen pops Gerrik’s cock from her lips and looks back at the redheaded elf. “You are welcome to join us, sister,” she says. “I am sure master would not object.” 
“N-no,” agrees Gerrik. “You are, uh, you are welcome to join us.” 
“I do not hunger for a goblin’s prick like Bronwen,” says Elyana, turning onto her hands and knees. She crawls behind Bronwen and runs her hands over Bronwen’s creamy buttocks. “But there are certainly other things I could devour.” 
“Ohhhhhhh!” Bronwen cries out as Elyana’s tongue begins to tease Bronwen’s pouting cuntlips. Elyana pulls the slave girl’s loincloth down and begins to attack Bronwen’s dewy pussy and clenching ass with her eager tongue. The warm, wet caresses nearly drive Bronwen to orgasm straightaway. She can only resist the sudden urge to cum by stuffing Gerrik’s cock back into her mouth and sucking him hungrily. 
The hot lash of Elyana’s tongue becomes too much for Bronwen to ignore. 
She rocks her hips, fucking back against Elyana’s face and only prevented from knocking Elyana over by the redheaded elf’s hands squeezing and spreading Bronwen’s ass. With Bronwen’s creamy cheeks parted, Elyana thrusts her tongue at Bronwen’s pink pucker. 
“Ohhhh gods,” gasps Bronwen against Gerrik’s cockhead. “Your tongue…
your tongue is in my ass!” 
“Holy shit,” moans Gerrik, looking from his cock in Bronwen’s grasp to Elyana burying her face against Bronwen’s creamy cheeks. 
“Oh, master,” whines Bronwen, jerking her hips and fucking her ass back against Elyana’s tongue. “Master, you can… you can claim my bottom. It will not make me pregnant.” 
“Your… ohhhh fuck,” he groans as she looks up at him with wide, pleading blue eyes and resumes sucking his cock. “Your bottom. Oh, god, that sweet ass… okay… oh fuck… yeah, I’ll put it in your ass. I’ll claim your ass.” 
He reluctantly reclaims his cock from Bronwen’s mouth and rises to his feet. 
Elyana lifts her face from Bronwen’s ass, giving her crack and clenching hole a last, slow lick before making room for Gerrik. Elyana kneels beside him and reaches down to take hold of his spit-glistening cock. 
“Bigger than you would expect for such a little beastie,” Elyana says to Bronwen as she squeezes Gerrik’s cock. 
“Master’s cock is glorious,” moans Bronwen, wiggling her hips in anticipation. 
"Mmmm, I am not certain about that, sister," chuckles Elyana. "A bit stubby and covered in bumps." 
"The bumps feel wonderful," she moans. "Put it in my quim, just for a moment." 
Gerrik begins to object, "Oh, Bronwen, I don't think that's a good.... 
aaaaaaaAAAH..." 
Elyana, ignoring him, guides his cock to Bronwen's glistening, gold-thatched folds. Bronwen feels the warm tease of that hard tip at her entrance and she presses back eagerly, skewering her tight elf cunt on Gerrik's bump goblin cock. The pleasure of engulfing every inch of his manhood in her slippery walls sends a shock of pleasure through her body. She begins to squirm and buck back against him, twitching her hips, her pussy convulsing around his cock as she cums with sudden force. 
"Yesssssss!" She cries, resisting the urge to heal herself with her Healing Orgasm ability. Gerrik's clawed hands suddenly grab her ass and he pulls his cock out of her cunt in the midst of her ecstasy, leaving her pussy clutching against nothing. She cries desperately, "Master, please, put it back!" 
"I can't," gasps Gerrik, panting furiously. "If I do, I am going to cum." 
"I do not care! Fill me! Seed my fertile cunt! It is all for you!" She tries to wiggle her hips and reaches back to grab his cock and force him into her pussy. 
Elyana swats Bronwen's ass with a clap that echoes in the wooden chamber. 
"No!" Elyana exclaims and punishes Bronwen with two more swats. "You are supposed to be good! You cannot let a goblin claim your womb! Not even your Blood Keeper!" 
Bronwen slumps forward onto the boughs, her ass still raised behind her, whimpering with disappointment as she suffers through the last of her ruined orgasm. She looks back at Gerrik, pouting out her lower lip. 
"Please, master," she coos. "I need to heal you. Put it in my bottom if you will not put it in my quim." 
She reaches back and spreads her cheeks, exposing the pink knot of her anus to him, still glistening with Elyana's saliva. Elyana, for her part, crawls around to Bronwen's front and reclines on the floor, her back against the wall. 
Bronwen, still holding her cheeks spread with one hand, turns her face and her other hand to the act of pleasuring Elyana. 
"That's it, sister," moans Elyana, guiding Bronwen's head to Elyana's scarlet-thatched cunt. "Lick me. Taste the sweetness of my fruit." 
"Ohhhhhh, a peach with the color of a cherry," moans Bronwen, lashing her tongue in her friend's hot folds. She tastes the sweetness and feels the bud of Elyana's clit. Bronwen thrusts two fingers into Elyana's tight cunt and begins to lick and suck at her clit. 
The sight of Bronwen pleasuring Elyana is evidently enough to stir Gerrik's need. He grips Bronwen's ample ass with his clawed hands and presses his hard cock into her crack. She gasps against Elyana's pussy as the hard tip pushes against her spit-wet hole, trying to relax her clenching muscles to let him inside. 
"So tight," groans Gerrik. "Ohhhhhh... oh my god!" 
He pushes his cock into her ass and she wails against Elyana's pussy at the sensation of her tender backdoor being filled by the hot goblin cock. At once she begins to move her hips, riding back against him with such eagerness that her bouncing, smacking ass almost knocks him over. He clings to her ass, humping furiously in an almost bestial manner. 
"Yes! Yessss!" He cries, pounding his bumpy cock in and out of the sensitive ring of Bronwen's asshole. She buries the sounds of her pleasure in Elyana's hot cunt. Elyana, holding the back of Bronwen's head, gives voice to them, crying out as Bronwen sucks Elyana's hard clit. 
Gerrik loses it first, crying out with hoarsely, "I'm cumming!" 
"Yessssss, master, cum inside me!" Bronwen gasps, wishing it were her cunt being flooded with the hot pulses of Gerrike goblin spunk and not her ass. As his pleasure peaks, she activates her power, transfer healing energy to him as he pumps her ass full of his hot goblin cream. 
Healing Orgasm +6 HP
She looks at him over her shoulder and sees the word float into the air above Gerrik's head. His eyes are closed, his tongue hanging from his mouth like a dog's as he furiously pounds his spurting cock into her ass. His orgasm is massive and leaves her with a warm, full feeling as his thrusts finally slow. 
Bronwen squeezes the cock buried in her creamy ass and continues to pleasure Elyana, lapping and sucking the redheaded elf to a crescendo of wails that echo through the hollow tree. Elyana plucks at her own pink nipples, making them darken to rosebud red from her pinching fingers. 
Their pleasure spent, the three collapse together atop the now-scattered tree boughs. Bronwen is drenched in sweat, sore from her healing wounds, and leaking Gerrik's musky seed from her ass. Despite this, she has rarely felt happier or more at peace. 
"Can we not stay here forever, master?" She wonders, nuzzling against his seemingly frail chest. He cradles her head against him. 
"No, Bronwen," he says, stroking a lock of hair from her face. "It will be dark soon, but in the morning you will be healed and we will venture deeper into the forest. This is where the oracle keeps her hermitage." 
"The oracle?" Elyana lifts her head. "I would like to know my future." 
"It's not that easy," says Gerrik, a grim looking tightening his features. "It is never that easy." 
VI
The Oracle
Bronwen doubts she could find the oracle's hermitage even with a map to its location. The forest is so overgrown with brambles, twisted trees, and foreboding walls of foliage, that even a wild elf, born to the Jungle of Kojun, finds navigation difficult. Hardly any sunlight penetrates the thick canopy of trees, snare-roots and fall-aways hide behind every stop, and the forest seems to look on with dark, hostile eyes. Gerrik puts his elf companions to shame, climbing over gnarled roots, scrambling up into trees, and seeming to know exactly where he is going. 
"How is he so fast?" Elyana wonders, dropping down from the branches of a tree and into a practiced crouch. "Goblins are bumbling fools when we encounter them." 
Gerrik stops to let them catch up. 
"It's not real," he says. "I've been to this place before. The worse something looks here, the more likely it's an illusion. Watch..." 
He walks over to a thorny bush and thrusts his arm inside. 
"Ahhh!" He jerks his arm back out, blood trickling from a half-dozen thorn pricks. "Well, that one is real. But this one..." 
He walks over to an ankle-breaker hole and thrusts his foot down. His foot flattens at the top of the hole, seemingly in thin air, revealing a shimmering surface of grass. The illusion fades completely and the hole is gone. 
"Her magic is this powerful?" Elyana questions with wonder, crouching low to examine the disappearing hole. Gerrik lifts his foot and it reappears. 
Bronwen wanders over to a wall of brambles and thrusts her hand into them. 
The wall shimmers and she feels no pain from the brambles. 
"She is powerful," says Gerrik. "But it is the humans who created this place that made the magic. She does not maintain it." 
"The humans and their machines?" Elyana says doubtfully. "I would almost expect such insane arrogance from a human, but from a goblin? It sounds strange each time you repeat it." 
"Adrahil created the elves," says Bronwen, once again struck by the profound blasphemy of what Gerrik is saying. "We were not created by humans." 
"You weren't," says Gerrik, pointing at Bronwen. "I wasn't. But maybe she was." 
He points at Elyana and anger flushes the redheaded elf's face. 
"What is the meaning of this, goblin?" She snarls, coming towards him with fists clenched. "I am a child of Adrahil. She cradled me in the primeval jungle of all--" 
"Sister, enough," says Bronwen, stepping between Elyana and Gerrik. 
"Don't get your panties in a twist," laughs Gerrik. "You might be a human. 
We'll find out from the oracle." 
"I am not a human!" Elyana thrusts her chest out proudly. "I am elf of the Red Feather! Humans are city dogs!" 
"So we are," says Gerrik, bowing and doffing an imaginary cap. 
"But you are a goblin!" Elyana snarls. 
Bronwen puts a comforting hand on Elyana's shoulder. "Everything about him is strange, sister, do not let it get to your heart. He is good. He saved us both." 
Elyana's full lips tighten into a frown, but she says no more. Bronwen and her two companions continue to make their way through the dense forest. She follows Gerrik’s lead, but has more confidence now that he has revealed the secret of this place. She dances between the intermittent shafts of sunlight that penetrate the foliage and finds footholds in spots that seem dangerous. 
Elyana, seemingly unable to reconcile her senses with the knowledge of the illusion, makes her way much more cautiously and begins to lag behind. 
The sunlight breaking through the treetops takes on the golden and russet hues of evening and Gerrik motions for them to stop at a seemingly arbitrary point in the forest. Bronwen and Elyana, panting with the exertion, halt where the goblin indicates. 
“This is it,” says Gerrik. 
“What is it?” Elyana looks around. “Did you just lead us all day through this cursed forest to show us, what, another tree just like the rest?” 
“It looks a bit larger than most of the other trees,” notes Bronwen, looking from the roots to the wide, leafy branches. It is dark wood, perhaps wenoag or lepponag; fine material for bows and furniture. 
“It is a bit bigger,” says Gerrik, approaching the tree slowly. “But that’s only to be sure it camouflages everything.” 
“Camouflages? What is that?” Elyana demands. 
Gerrik smirks at her and backs towards the tree. He reaches the wide, dark wood of the tree’s trunk and runs his hand over the wood. The tree flickers, shifting to green and revealing, for an instant, a transparent image of a tree that matches the dimensions of the real tree, but seems to be made up of thousands of glowing green triangles. These triangles flicker out in rapid succession, leaving behind a gnarled, black-wooded house. It has a quaint, almost pleasant appearance, with rounded windows, thick walls of river stone, and a chimney puffing out wisps of gray smoke. The crudeness of the structure reminds Bronwen a bit of the mud hovels in the hobgoblin fort, only much more sturdily built. The roof is even covered in wooden shingles. 
“Magdalena!” Gerrik shouts. He repeats her name, this time cupping his hands on either side of his mouth. “Show yourself, Magdalena! We have come a long way and we need the guidance of the--” 
Light flashes brightly within reach of the door and a sharp “Bang!” sound makes Bronwen and the others recoil. The after image of the flash fades in throbbing colors from her vision. Bronwen gasps as she realizes the door of the house has opened and a woman is standing before her almost exactly where the flash bomb had exploded. 
The oracle is short and broad at the shoulders, with a frizzy puff of shoulder-length brown hair atop her sun-worn features. She seems as if she could be any age from her early twenties all the way up to her mid-sixties. Her large bust strains at her badly-tied corset. She scowls at Bronwen, one blue and half-closed and the other milky white and open wide. 
“What in the hell do you want, goblin?!” The woman snorts and spits loudly on the ground. “Oh, let me guess: you want your path told? I do not have time for your like, unless…” 
Her tirade seems to run out of power and descend into mad muttering. Her white eye turns in her head and seems to look at Bronwen. The oracle’s other eye narrows and she turns her full attention on her. 
“I see now why you have come,” says the oracle, her voice soft and distant, as if she is a different person. “Very well. Come inside, all of you.” 
The oracle shuffles her feet like a crone and seems to rely heavily on the use of a cane of gnarled wood as she leads Bronwen, Gerrik, and Elyana into the hermitage. 
The house’s interior is crammed full of an overabundance of mystical paraphernalia. Alchemy equipment covers a workbench, the kitchen is festooned with bundles of strong-smelling herbs, and every shelf is packed full of occult texts, exotic ingredients, and talismans of every description. 
Taxidermy seems to be the only other form of decoration, with stuffed beasts ranging from the prosaic, like a field mouse, to the bizarre, like an imp and a raven-sized bird with a squid’s head. 
The oracle continues past her collection of unusual items and leads the trio into a wide room with a low ceiling. Bronwen, being the tallest, is forced to stoop as she approaches a circular table covered in a cloth of purple velvet. A single crystal sphere sits atop a pedestal of black stone in the center of the table. The trappings are simplistic compared to the riot of strangeness in the preceding rooms and this is disarming to Bronwen. 
She is startled when Elyana suddenly grabs her arm and whispers, “I feel the magic in this room.” 
“Of course you do, elf,” says the oracle, circling around the velvet-draped table and settling into a chair across from Bronwen, Elyana, and Gerrik. “The paths of fate converge in this place. It is why I have built my house here and situated this room in this exact spot. What you feel is the hum of the universe itself.” 
Elyana looks at Bronwen with wide-eyed fear. Her voice quivers as she says, 
“We should leave this place.” 
“No,” interjects Gerrik. “We aren’t in any danger. We are going to get the answers we came here.” 
“I will decide if you are in danger or not, goblin,” says the oracle, her smile revealing her hideously pointed teeth. “Sit. All of you sit.” 
Elyana exchanges a last fearful glance with Bronwen and sits down at the table. Bronwen sits down between her sister of the Red Feather and her Blood Keeper. Gerrik perches atop a stool that is much higher than the other chairs, but places his head even with Bronwen and Elyana. 
“We begin,” says the oracle and she snuffs the flames of the candles providing light in the otherwise black room. For a few seconds it is totally dark. Bronwen feels a hum that rises in intensity until it seems to vibrate her teeth in her jaw and her brain within her skull. The humming builds to a crescendo and the crystal sphere begins to glow. This soft, white glow is matched by a second glow from the milky eye of the oracle. 
When the oracle speaks again, her lips move, but her voice seems to come from all around them. 
“Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather,” says the oracle’s diffuse voice. “Death and life threaten you equally. A hundred paths lead to the grave and out again, but you will never truly live again if you fall. I see the danger that lurks all around you, the traps that come from within and threaten to change your path. 
I see many paths forward and most end in failure.” 
“What do you m-mean by failure?” Bronwen asks, her voice trembling. 
“Silence!” The voice from the oracle booms around them and Bronwen cries out, ducking her head as if slapped by an invisible hand. “You will be permitted a single question. Consider it carefully and choose wisely.” 
“S-sorry,” says Bronwen, lowering her gaze to the table. 
“The paths shift before my eye,” murmurs the oracle as if distracted by what she is seeing. “There are others, like you, and most have failed. Some did not know the truth. Some were weak. All… will fail in time.” 
A strange cold fills the room and Bronwen fights to keep her teeth from chattering. Her breath steams from her parted lips. She closes them and her breath continues to gust from her nose. Gerrik reaches out and steadies Bronwen with a hand on her shoulder. 
“No… no… black upon black,” whispers the oracle. “I see the Taker. By its hand were you born into this world and the Taker still watches you. Even now, here, its eye is upon you, Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather. And to the Taker nothing is more important than your defeat.” 
Hearing the oracle refer to the Taker nearly makes Bronwen cry out in fear. 
Bronwen called it Death, but it was Gerrik who told her the creature’s true name. It is black upon black, like a creature of living darkness. She has dreamt about it and what it can do to her and those she loves. Is it one of the gods? The idea that such a malevolent creature could wield the power of the gods is perhaps the most frightening thought to her of all. 
“I see your questions,” says the oracle. “Most are foolish. But I will answer the one that you do not even know you wish to ask: you are not from this place, you are apart from it, but like stones submerged in flowing water, your shape will be smoothed in time.” 
So Gerrik spoke truth to me,  thinks Bronwen, glancing over at the goblin. His
conception of the reality in which we dwell may not be accurate, but it would
seem that he was being honest when he told me that I am from another place. 
And in danger of losing myself to this one…” 
“Yes,” say the oracle, as if seeing Bronwen’s thoughts. “Now you see, elf. 
But do you really see? Do you have the wisdom to perceive the shape of things as they are and not as you are told they are?” 
“I-I...” Bronwen stammers, trembling and feeling like a child before the unblinking white-eyed gaze of the oracle. 
“One question,” the voice booms. “You may ask me a single question and receive an answer, Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather.” 
A thousand questions run through her head, from asking if there is truth to the theory that pregnancy will trap her here forever to asking the oracle if she is human or an elf in this other place. She deeply wants to hear her real name spoken by the oracle, but fears she would not know if the oracle is lying. 
These questions might provide clarity of detail if answered, but no answer seems more important to her future than to know how to leave this place. 
“You come to it,” says the oracle, once again seeming to read Bronwen’s thoughts. “Ask it then, Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather.” 
“H-how can I… how… by what means would I be able to leave this place?” 
It pains her to even ask the question, because it means denying all of her memories and upbringing, accepting that they are false, and embracing a reality she knows almost nothing about. Nothing except that girl in the bed surrounded by the machines that she saw in her dream. 
“There are paths to leave this place,” says the oracle. “All are painful. Some are easier to reach than others. One path is acceptance, one path is emergence, and one is deletion. I can see in your heart that you do not seek deletion, but the Taker would make this possible if it can be convinced that you deserve it. The path of acceptance lies within. You must reject the truths I tell you and embrace the false. You will leave the crossroads and return to the life you have known. You are in full control, but doubt will haunt you.” 
There follows a silence so long and profound that Bronwen dares to ask, 
“Emergence?” 
“Emergence!” The oracle’s voice booms out and Bronwen and Elyana cry out in shock. “To leave the false world behind and enter the world of truth is the most difficult path. A caterpillar can change itself to become a butterfly, but you must change the reality around you to create the door that must be opened for you to emerge. Only a god holds such power. You must face a god and wear its crown.” 
The thought of facing one of the gods, let alone finding one to face, seems preposterous to Bronwen. 
The oracle continues, “Beware, Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather, time is fleeting. Events continue without you and the door will be closed forever. 
The Taker watches. It will attempt to thwart your emergence.” 
She has more questions, but as she begins to speak, Gerrik puts his hand on hers and meets her gaze. He shakes his head slightly. When Bronwen looks back at the oracle, the white-eyed woman has turned her attention to Elyana. 
“Elyana-of-the-Red-Feather,” intones the oracle. “You once walked familiar paths, but a hand has taken yours and led you astray. You are woven of pure cloth, shaped by the weaver, and by all means should be of no more consequence than a pretty red scarf. But a thing is not your fate. You are destined for more, my child, destined to choose the direction you walk. 
Before you are paths of purity, sacrifice, and pleasure. 
“The path of purity is the most arduous, but will lead you to enlightenment and power you can scarcely imagine. The path of sacrifice is the most heroic and true. To give your life for another is not enough; you must choose the moment wisely. The path of pleasure is the simplest path, but not without its rewards. You are a vessel for that which could be great, terrible, or nothing remarkable. In this way, luck is more important than wisdom or love.” 
The oracle spreads her withered hands on the table, interlacing her index fingers as she stares at Elyana with her unblinking white eye. 
“Your questions are foolish, but you know nothing better, so ask the one that seems the most important to you, child,” says the oracle. 
Elyana smiles sweetly and reaches a hand out to grasp Bronwen’s hand. A blush colors the cheeks of the beautiful redheaded elf. 
“Will Bronwen be my hearthmate?” 
“Truly?” Bronwen whispers. “You wish such a thing?” 
“I always have,” says Elyana. 
“Understand what you ask your friend, Elyana-of-the-Red-Feather,” says the oracle, a hint of scorn in her tone. “Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather is in a struggle to alter reality itself. If you were to consign her to the domestic life of a wild elf then you would doom her to remain in this world, changing nothing.” 
“But… but what needs to be changed?” Elyana cries as anger rises in her voice. “Before the orcs came to our village, we were happy. We hunted, we… we had fun, we were friends! We were best friends and then… then…” 
“Silence!” The booming voice of the oracle hits Bronwen and Elyana with the force of a backhand slap. Both women cringe in their seats. Gerrik seems unmoved. The oracle continues, “I have provided you all the answer you will receive, Elyana-of-the-Red-Feather. Persist in this selfish desire if you choose. I care not.” 
The oracle’s white eye blinks once and she turns to look upon Gerrik. 
“I don’t need my fortune told,” he says, holding his hands up as if warding off her gaze. 
“You reside in two worlds,” says the oracle. “The world of truth and the world of lies. But they are not the realms you believe. Your paths are many and convoluted. But you know the weaver personally. She who builds the flesh around us. And you know the Taker.” 
Bronwen gasps when she hears this. 
“Of him,” says Gerrik, scratching his head nervously and casting a glance at Bronwen. 
“You can lie to me be better than most,” laughs the oracle. “But I see the truth. An old friend. Black upon black. Once by your side. Have you abandoned him or has he abandoned you? Yes. Oh, you know him very well.” 
“What does this mean?” Bronwen cries out with rising fear. 
“Save your questions for him,” says the oracle, pointing a long, bony finger at Gerrik. “If he will ever speak truth to you.” 
“I have not lied to you,” says Gerrik, holding his overly large hands to his scrawny chest in an expression of sincerity. “I have tried to help you.” 
“Help her?” The oracle laughs. “Go on then, goblin. Ask me something. You seem to have answers, but I will provide you with one.” 
He seems to recover from her mockery and meets her with a steady gaze. 
Gerrik’s voice is stony as he asks, “Can Bronwen be saved?” 
“Of course,” says the oracle. Her expression twists into rage and her eye goes from glowing white to lightless black in an instant. Her voice is raspy and demonic as she adds, “But not by you, Alex.” 
The crystal sphere in the center of the table cracks and breaks with a flash of light. The light is extinguished and the room is plunged into darkness. 
Bronwen hears movement and Elyana whispering beside her. Firelight blooms in her upturned palm, casting a faint ruddy glow over the room. 
Sitting across from them, where the oracle sat a moment before, is a figure in the shape of a man, but completely devoid of features. He is black upon black and his skin seems to move and writhe like black smoke trapped beneath a surface of glass. 
Cold fear shoots through Bronwen’s body. She opens her mouth to scream and cannot even make a sound as she stares in horror at the Taker’s featureless face. As if mocking her, the single word of the gods floats into the air above its head. 
Taker
No level, no class or race, just its name. It reaches out its hand slowly towards Bronwen, its fingers seeming to stretch and elongate towards her face. She wants to run screaming from this thing, but she cannot move. 
Gerrik seems to snap out of his own paralysis. He leaps onto the table and picks up the broken crystal. 
“Not today, motherfucker!” The goblin shouts and throws half of the heavy crystal sphere at the Taker’s head. The impact is muted, like a stone thrown upon a bed, but the Taker’s head is left crumpled on one side and black smoke spills out. The Taker does not seem dead, perhaps not even injured, but the impact of the stone breaks the spell over Bronwen. 
“Noooo!” She screams, kicking back from the table and toppling over backward. “No! Run! Runnnnnn!” 
She scrambles to her feet and runs from the room. She grabs Elyana as she goes, dragging the redheaded elf behind her as Elyana slowly snaps out of her own paralysis. The oracle’s house is changing as they run. Rooms elongate, books spill from the shelves by the thousands, taxidermy comes to horrifying life, squawking and reaching for them until they hit the door and burst through it. 
The door swings open over a precipice and Bronwen only just manages to cling onto the door as she is swung outward over a thousand foot drop onto gray stones. Elyana hangs from Bronwen’s left hand. Bronwen looks up at the door and sees that it is built into the face of an immense cliff. Bronwen’s muscles strain and she struggles to maintain her grip on the door and on Elyana. 
“Cannot… hold…” 
Bronwen’s grip slips on the door and she barely manages to hold on. 
“Let me go,” cries Elyana. “Let me go or we are both going to fall.” 
Gerrik scampers out onto the door and sucks in a breath of shock. 
“Heights,” he says. “I hate heights. Alright. It’s alright. There’s a ledge down there, about fifteen feet. Try to swing her.” He glances back into the oracle’s house and sees something that makes him even more nervous. “You might want to hurry.” 
“Trying,” grunts Bronwen, working her shoulder under maximum strain. She is strong and Elyana is smaller, but it is still an immense effort to swing Elyana back and forth and maintain a grip on the door. She sees the ledge and counts down, “One… two… three!” 
She releases Elyana and the redheaded elf plummets and lands perfectly in the center of the ledge below. She almost rolls over the edge, but steadies herself and looks back up. 
“Jump,” shouts Elyana. 
Bronwen spares a glance back through the door and sees that the Taker has seemingly grown into a tangle of black brambles growing in a wave of towards the door. Gerrik leaps down from the door and lands in Elyana’s arms. The spellsinger manages to catch him and not drop him over the ledge. 
“Jump!” He shouts up at Bronwen. 
She looks back into the house at the onrushing nothingness of the Taker, at the seething black wave of brambles, and she releases her hold on the door. 
Bronwen plunges straight down, following the cliff face as she falls, making eye-contact with Gerrik as she misses the ledge. He leaps to the edge and reaches out to catch her, but she is already past him, falling faster and faster down towards the pitiless rock below. 
Bronwen has only seconds to live. The cold wind whips her hair and the cliff-face blurs past her as she plummets towards her doom. 
“Adrahil,” she whispers, her words lost to the roar of the wind. “Adrahil, hear me if ever you will. I am beset by a great evil and I cannot escape. I will surely perish unless you intervene. If I die, may you forgive my misdeeds and my many failures. If you grant me another life, I will strive to improve myself and serve you bet—“
Bronwen’s fall stops abruptly, not with an impact on the cold rocks, but with a golden cushion of light absorbing her body. She drifts through this radiant softness and lands gently on her feet upon the stones. High above her, Gerrik and Elyana are staring down at her with confusion. Gerrik is shouting something, but she cannot hear it. She cannot hear anything at all. 
Adrahil is a glowing golden figure more than twice Bronwen’s height. Her locks of long, curly hair blow about her bare shoulders. Her breasts are perfect, pert mounds that once fed the first elves with holy milk. In her right hand, she carries the bow of the wild elves, and in her left she carries the staff of the mountain elves. 
“Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather,” she speaks, her voice soft and all-encompassing. “Your time has not come. Corruption by evil is what brought you to this precipice. I am only restoring the proper order of things.” 
“Th-thank you,” says Bronwen, falling to her knees with tears streaming down her cheeks. She takes Adrahil’s huge hand and begins kissing the goddess’s fingers. 
“I cannot answer your prayers again, but I will try to watch over you, my daughter,” says Adrahil, caressing Bronwen’s head. “If this evil manifests again, I will strike it down.” 
“Truly?” Bronwen smiles up at the radiant, haloed head of the goddess. Tears drip from Bronwen’s chin as she envisions the Taker being pierced by Adrahil’s burning arrows or smashed apart by the goddess’s staff. 
“Yes, my daughter,” says Adrahil. 
Bronwen wants to be in the presence of the beautiful goddess forever, but Adrahil is already fading from view. As the goddess finally vanishes, Bronwen finds herself looking up at a pale sun that seems wholly insufficient by comparison. She wipes the tears from her eyes and slowly turns her attention to Gerrik and Elyana waving and shouting from the ledge high above. 
“Why didn’t that kill you?” Gerrik shouts. 
“Adrahil spared me! Did you not see her?” Bronwen shouts. 
“You seemed to land on your feet!” Elyana calls down. “Blessed be, Adrahil!” 
“Should I find a way up?” Bronwen shouts. 
“No!” Shouts Gerrik. “Don’t try to come up here! There is a cave here! We will try to find a way down.” 
VII
Reckoning
It takes Elyana and Gerrik hours to descend from the mountain ledge. The door from which they had fallen is gone and there is no sign of the oracle’s house or the Taker. By the time Elyana and Gerrik crawl out of a small fissure in the mountainside, Bronwen has built a large, roaring fire and cooked several crablike crustaceans she caught in a nearby stream. They were actually monsters, but so low level that killing them did not award her any experience. They are, however, quite delicious. 
“You made it,” she says, rising from her perch beside the fire to greet her friends. She embraces Elyana warmly and gives Gerrik a friendly, if not enthusiastic, pat on his shoulder. She has had much time alone to ruminate on what the oracle said to him. She is less certain ever that she should be following him around the world on his misadventures. “There is food and I have boiled water to kill the curses. I wish I had salt and butter, perhaps a sprig of sourberry, but this will have to do.” 
She offers them steaming legs of the crustaceans boiled in a rock basin. 
Elyana devours the crustacean with relish; Gerrik bites at it, but is hesitant. 
“About what was said by the oracle,” begins Gerrik. “She doesn’t really know what’s happening here. She’s just a… just a figment. Like the rocks or something.” 
“Like her,” says Bronwen, indicating Elyana with a slight nod of her head. 
The redheaded elf is too occupied with eating and drinking to notice the conversation. 
“Like Elyana,” agrees Gerrik with a sigh. “I warned you she might not be real.” 
“She is real,” says Bronwen fiercely. “She is, I remember her as a little girl, sharing her carving knife with me or fishing in the stream behind our village. 
Playing stone’s throw with me for hours. Never turning her back on me. 
Never betraying me. Wherever she may have come from, she is real, and she is a true friend. Do not forget that, goblin.” 
Gerrik is clearly wounded by the last of her words. “Bronwen, I meant no harm by it. She is real to you, so she is real. But you hear what the oracle said
—“
“Ignore the oracle or believe the oracle? Which is it, Gerrik?” Bronwen looks at the fire and stirs it with a stick, sending sparks swirling into the air. “I heard her speak many things about you as well. That you know the weaver. 
That you know the Taker.” 
“She is a stupid program,” says Gerrik. “And she was infected by a virus or possessed by some sort of, I don’t even know, some sort of user control. She was meant to stop you. The Taker knew we were coming here.” 
“Who is he?” Bronwen demands, standing up and grabbing Gerrik by the bandoliers of alchemical ingredients he wears and lifting him up from his seat. “What is he?” 
“I… I don’t know what he is or he is,” says Gerrik. When he sees her expression harden he raises his hands to placate her. “I mean it, Bronwen! He is an agent that brings humans to this place and he does not like that I am interfering with his plan, whatever that plan may be. That’s as much as I know and I have told you this.” 
She wants to throw Gerrik into the crackling fire, but the Blood Debt is strong and despite her anger, she still feels intense loyalty and affection for Gerrik. She sighs, her shoulders slumping as she lets him slip out of her fingers and back into his seat beside the fire. 
“This is so good,” says Elyana slurping loudly at a crustacean leg. “Like the butter louse we used to catch out of the cave. Remember those?” 
“Not nearly so sweet,” says Bronwen, forcing a smile and wiping the start of tears from her eyes. 
She sits back down beside Gerrik, her emotions in turmoil as she stares into the crackling flames. 
“So what,” she finally croaks, “do we do now? The oracle said I have to fight a god.” 
“There I think she might be right,” says Gerrik, leaning towards her. “The crystal crown is the best treasure in this world. It allows the possessor to wield nearly godlike power, including the ability to change reality. The sort of thing the Taker did to us earlier when it dropped us out of the oracles house by way of a cliff. You would be able to edit the game – the reality –
itself.” 
“Why would such an item exist?” 
“Because it is guarded by the game’s most powerful villain, the old god Zhibbareth,” says Gerrik. 
“Zhibbareth!” The name sends a chill through Bronwen to rival the oracle’s transformation into the Taker. “He is one of the dead gods. Blasphemous and evil.” 
“Yes, one of the six dead gods,” says Gerrik. “The god of monsters. He is surrounded by an army of the foulest creatures you can imagine. The location of the temple where he appears to his cultists is a secret, but he has lesser cults spread throughout the world. If we can question one of his priests, we can find the way to this fallen temple and defeat him.” 
“Just like that?” Bronwen manages a bitter laugh. “We go there and defeat one of the dead gods?” 
“Well, he is dead,” says Gerrik. “But point taken. We’ll need to buff up a bit. 
Maybe grind some levels. Oh, and we’ll need a full party.” 
“A party?” She looks at him curiously. “This is no time for celebration, master.” 
The word “master” leaves her before she can stop it. She does not regret it when she sees the smile on Gerrik’s face. 
“A party of adventurers,” says Gerrik. “We have a tank, you, and we have DPS, which would be Elyana, although you both clearly have a long way to go before you’re ready to bite off a challenge like the god of monsters.” 
“DPS?” Bronwen shakes her head. “What does this mean?” 
“Damage Per Second,” says Gerrik. “It means if she is slinging fireballs it is going to hurt a lot. We could probably use a second DPS for our group. 
Maybe a gunslinger or a summoner.” 
“I have heard of summoners,” says Bronwen. “They call monsters from other realms to serve them. It seems a dangerous thing to do.” 
“Nah, they control them completely,” says Gerrik. 
Bronwen frowns, unconvinced, but presses on, “I have not heard of a gunslinger. What is that?” 
“A gun is sort of like, well, it’s a machine made using iron and alchemy that will fire a bullet,” says Gerrik. “You’ve probably seen goblin raiders with blackpowder bombs or even muskets. Similar to that, but much more elegant. 
Gunslingers are gentlemen and gentlewomen of the battlefield and they use expensive, precise dwarven pistols and rifles to inflict devastating long range damage. Of course, what we need more than anything, even a gunslinger, is a thief.” 
“Why would we need a thief?” Bronwen scoffs. “We run them out of the Red Feather tribe. Stealing once is forgiven, twice is exile.” 
“Yeah, well, sometimes you need a lock picked or a door opened,” says Gerrik. “Thieves are also very good at getting information, such as where to find a cult of Zhibbareth. And if my reckoning is correct, we are in the high country, which means we are not far from Vardendale.” 
“I do not know this place,” says Bronwen. 
“Oh, you’ll love it,” says Gerrik, flashing a smile. “Big human city. So big that someone like me or you can slip by mostly unnoticed. I happen to know a very talented thief in Vardendale. And she owes me.” 
“She?” 
“Oh, you’ll love her,” says Gerrik. “She’s a quarter succubus.” 
After the fire has died down and Gerrik and Elyana are asleep beside the embers, Bronwen lies awake still replaying the events of her visit to the oracle. She sees the oracle’s white eye turn to black and hears that awful voice mocking her. She sees the swirling, smoke-like flesh of the faceless Taker. And she sees Gerrik, more horrified by the things the oracle was saying than the appearance of the Taker. 
She turns onto her other side, face to the fire, and looks across the faintly glowing logs to Elyana, snoring softly on a bed of leaves gathered from a nearby copse of trees. When Gerrik saved Bronwen, he said things that made her question everything about the world around her. She had almost convinced herself that Elyana was some mindless thing made by humans and that Adrahil, the goddess of the elves, was a trick to convince her to believe in the lies of the world around her. 
But Gerrik had failed to catch Bronwen as she fell past the ledge and as she had prayed, Adrahil had heard her desperate prayer and had saved her from certain death. Perhaps the false reality that Gerrik had decried was truly real and this world of humans that she had glimpsed in her dream was only a figment of madness inflicted on her by the ravings of a goblin. 
No, she cannot reconcile herself to that completely. Gerrik saved her and he had known about the illusions protecting the oracle’s hermitage. 
She looks across the flames again, at her beautiful friend that she has a lifetime of memories with, and Bronwen knows just as surely that she cannot believe Elyana is not real. She needs her more than ever. 
Bronwen glances over at Gerrik to be sure he is sound asleep and gets up onto her hands and knees. She crawls over the wind-smoothed stones warmed by the fire and into the bed of leaves upon which Elyana is resting on her side. Bronwen turns onto her side as well and presses in behind her, mashing her breasts against Elyana’s back and pressing her hips against the warm, firm peach of Elyan’s bottom. She puts an arm over her friend’s body and pulls her even tighter, Bronwen’s thick nipples pressing into Elyana’s back. 
“Mmmmmmm,” murmurs Elyana. “Bronwen?” 
The redhead turns her head and looks at Bronwen with sleep eyes. She smiles slightly. “Were you cold?” 
“Yes,” whispers Bronwen. “Elyana… are you… are you real?” 
Elyana blinks once and her smile spreads a bit wider. She turns slowly in Bronwen’s embrace until she is facing Bronwen, their warm bodies pressed tightly together. Elyana’s eyes glitter in the moonlight and her soft lips part. 
Bronwen can feel the warmth of the redheaded elf’s breath against her face. 
“If I was not real, could I do this?” Elyana leans the last few inches closer and presses a kiss to Bronwen’s lips. It is soft, sweet, and lingering. She pulls back and looks into Bronwen’s eyes. 
“I am not convinced yet,” says Bronwen with a smile. “We must try aga—“
Her words are interrupted by the firm press of Elyana’s lips. This time, the kiss is not so chaste, and Bronwen yields to her friend with relish, parting her lips and embracing her tongue in a hot, wet, slippery kiss. As they share the warmth of their mouths, Bronwen slips her hand along the curve of Elyana’s hip and around to Elyana’s firm bottom. She squeezes it and slips her fingers beneath the soft fabric of the slave girl costume Elyana is still wearing. 
“Mmmmmmmm,” Bronwen moans against the kiss. She breaks it and gasps against Elyana’s lips, “I will have to explore every bit of your body to be sure you are real.” 
“Oh? I will not back down from the challenge, sister,” laughs Elyana, caressing Bronwen’s shoulders and back. “I submit myself to your full inspection.” 
“I intend to be very thorough,” whispers Bronwen, rolling Elyana onto her back. Bronwen begins kissing Elyana’s slender neck, flicking her tongue along Elyana’s collarbone as her hands cradle and massage Elyana’s ample breasts. She can feel the stiff buds of Elyana’s little nipples pressing through the fabric. She curls her fingers into the slave girl top and pulls it beneath the mounds of Elyana’s breasts, moving lower and moaning as she begins hungrily kissing those soft, creamy swells. 
“Ohhhhhh, yes,” moans Elyana, cradling Bronwen’s head against her bosom. 
“My sweet, my sister.” 
Bronwen moans again, burying her face in the softness of Elyana’s warm breasts, kissing feverishly and breathing in her tribal sister’s sweet scent. She lashes Elyana’s pink nipples, rolling her tongue around the small areola before sucking one into her mouth, bathing it in her suction, and then releasing it to move to the other. As she sucks one, she teases the other with her fingers, eliciting cries from Elyana. 
She lingers at Elyana’s sensitive buds as long as she can stand. Bronwen as a hunger for deeper delights and begins to kiss lower, across Elyana’s hitching tummy to the soft mound of Elyana’s sex rising beneath the taut fabric of her slave girl loincloth. Bronwen presses a kiss to Elyana’s cunt through the fabric. Elyana sighs, combing her fingers into Bronwen’s golden hair. 
“Oh, sister, kiss me there,” moans Elyana. “It aches for your touch. For your lips.” 
Bronwen kisses and sucks at Elyana’s tender cunt through the slave girl garment. She tastes the sweet dew that begins to soak the fabric and finally can resist to no longer. She pulls the loincloth aside and buries her tongue in the hot, scarlet-thatched peach of Elyana’s pussy. 
“Mmmmmmmm!” Bronwen’s moan vibrates into Elyana as she licks the sugary depths of Elyana’s cunt. Elyana arches and cries out, cumming after only a moment, her thighs clenching against Bronwen’s face and her nectar spilling into Bronwen’s mouth and down Bronwen’s chin. 
Bronwen does not relent. She turns her attention to the bud of Elyana’s clit, licking furiously at that tender bead and suck at it Elyana’s folds. As she does, Elyana gasps and cradles Bronwen against her trembling pussy. 
“Oh, my sister,” moans Elyana. “Your tongue drives me mad. I will surely cum again!” 
“Yes,” hisses Bronwen, beating her tongue against Elyana’s clit. “Yes, cum for me again, Elyana. Cum for me!” 
“Ahhhhhhh!” Elyana bites her lip to keep from wailing louder, her entire body visibly tensing as she fucks against Bronwen’s tongue and spills a fresh wave of her cum into Bronwen’s mouth. Bronwen only slows her tongue as she feels the last receding shocks of Elyana’s orgasm. 
ORAL SEX +50 XP
The words of the gods float into the air above Elyana’s abdomen. Pleasuring Elyana, because of her lower level and her being a past recipient of Bronwen’s attentions, does not impress the gods very much. 
“Are you convinced?” Elyana laughs, her breasts heaving with the exertion of her pleasure. 
Bronwen gives a final kiss to Elyana’s sweet cunt and lifts her head from between the supple elf’s creamy thighs. She wipes the juices from her chin on the back of her arm. 
“Nearly so, sister,” purrs Bronwen. “But there is one more spot I must explore thoroughly.” 
“Oh!” Elyana’s eyes widen in surprise. “There?” 
“There,” says Bronwen, playfully biting Elyana’s thigh. “With fingers and tongue.” 
“Mmmmm, I will do anything to prove that I am real, sister,” says Elyana, turning over onto her hands and knees. She lowers her head and breasts to the leaves and offers her shapely hindquarters to Bronwen. 
The luscious peach of Elyana’s ass is as creamy and lovely as Bronwen knew it would be. Bronwen pulls the thronged loincloth down from Elyana’s crack, kissing the soft curve of her buttocks as she strips the slave girl garment down Elyana’s supple thighs. 
“Oh, Bronwen,” moans Elyana, tilting her hips to give Bronwen even better access to the pink clench of her anus and the delicate flower of her cunt. 
“Real,” moans Bronwen and she kisses her way into the warm valley between Elyana’s parted cheeks. Bronwen tastes the length of Elyana’s crack with a slow, wet lick from the top down to the cusp of her cunt. She feels the soft divot of Elyana’s anus flex beneath her tongue and she centers her attention on the tender pucker. 
“Ohhhhh, you are making me so wet,” moans Elyana, reaching between her thighs to begin fingering her pussy. 
Bronwen spares no effort, lapping slow teasing circles around Elyana’s ring before intensifying her licking on that pink pucker. She drives her tongue into the tight clench, opening Elyana’s naughty bud and tasting the heat of the redheaded elf’s ass. She slides her tongue deeper, lubricating that dirty passage for her fingers, which she plunges in by one, two, and finally three. 
She pumps Elyana’s clenching ass with three fingers as Elyana furiously rubs her clit, panting and gasping with her face down in the leaves. 
“Ahhhhhhh! You are going to… to… aaaaaaHHHMmmmm!” Elyana cums, thrusting her ass back against Bronwen’s fingers and biting her own lip to silence louder wails of ecstasy. 
Bronwen can feel the orgasm as Elyana’s anus clenches with the rhythm of orgasmic contractions around Bronwen’s fingers. She kisses the firm mound of Elyana’s ass, driving her fingers in and out until the redheaded elf collapses onto the leaves. 
ANALINGUS + 200 XP
Bronwen grins at the more generous reward from the gods for such a naughty act. 
“Oh, sister,” chuckles Elyana. “Do you not believe I am the truth now?” 
“I never doubted,” lies Bronwen, falling beside her and passionately embracing her and kissing her. 
“You did,” says Elyana, smoothing a lock of Bronwen’s blonde hair from her eyes. “I know when you are lying. You are bad at it.” 
“I believe you now,” says Bronwen, kissing Elyana’s neck until she giggles. 
“Then leave him,” says Elyana. “Leave him behind. He has not commanded you to stay.” 
“What? He is my Blood Keeper,” says Bronwen, sitting up beside Elyana. “I cannot abandon him. I owe him the Blood Debt.” 
“If he finds us again, so be it, you must obey,” says Elyana, sitting up as well. 
“Please, let us go, we will make a new life together. You will be… my hearthmate.” 
Elyana takes Bronwen’s hands. Bronwen looks into Elyana’s eyes and feels the swell of emotion. Is it love? She fears it is, but she cannot yield to it. Not while she owes a Blood Debt to Gerrik. 
Bronwen is about to refuse Elyana when she hears something in the darkness beyond the fire. It reminds her of the sound of a moon owl pouncing upon a jungle rat. She hears it again, off in another direction, and cocks her head, trying to see the source of the sound. Elyana is clever enough to sense the danger even if she cannot hear the sound. 
Bronwen grabs a mellok fruit filled with water and tosses the water onto the fire, extinguishing the last of the glow. It takes a moment for her eyes to full adjust to the darkness. As they do, she reaches out a fumbling hand for her sword. 
More than a dozen pairs of glowing eyes look back from the nearby trees and cliff face. Bronwen can just make out crouching shapes with human features and bird features, though she cannot tell precisely how much of each. Her heart beats faster as she realizes what they are. 
“Harpies,” whispers Bronwen. “Try to—“
Before she can get out another word, the harpies strike. They swoop down and snatch Elyana in their talons and lift her into the night. Bronwen glimpses pale skin, breasts, savage expressions, dark feathers, and big, sharp talons. 
“No! No, you damned beasts!” Bronwen surges to her feet, brandishing her sword. 
“W-what is it?” Gerrik says, rolling up. 
“Harpies,” snarls Bronwen, frantically searching the night above her. “And they have taken Elyana.” 
“Oh, that’s—“
Another rush of feathers and talons and a beautiful, snarling face and Gerrik is plucked from the ground by one of the harpies. Bronwen manages to slash the creature’s wing as it ascends, but her blow is insufficient to do more than make the creature squawk with anger. 
And then they are gone, leaving the darkened campsite and the sleeping spots and Bronwen, tense with fury, screaming into the empty night sky. 
Bronwen and Elyana do not answer, but somewhere, far away, she hears the harpies. 
Laughing at her. 
To be continued! 
Final Character Sheet for Book 2


Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather
Race: Wild Elf
Alignment: Good
Class: Warrior
Status: Blood Debt to
Level: 4
Experience Points:
Gerrik
7550/9500
Strength:
16
Hit Points: 57/57
Agility:
12
Armor Points: 2/2
Stamina:
12
Intelligence:
10
Willpower:
10
Charisma:
10 (+1)
Special Abilities
Wild Elf Fury (Ignore Pain or Fear Effects for 60 seconds) Irresistible Kiss (A persuasive kiss that cannot be refused) Power Strike (Quadruple damage on a single blow once per hour) Healing Orgasm (Heal 4-12 damage on self or a willing companion) Equipment
Hobgoblin Slave Girl Two-piece (2) – Adds +1 Charisma Scaleskins Estrus Gown (1) – Not Equipped
Damaged ??? Sword (Inadequate Level)
Sexual Content – YES
Extreme Content -
Fertility – YES
YES
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