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The Oldest Profession

Sophie Almodóvar awoke with her cheek in a small puddle of drool on the scuffed bar top. Not her finest hour, to be sure, but neither was it her lowest point. More of a long, abyssal plain of low points stretching out for six years.

She lifted her face from the bar, stretched, and yawned.

“Boob is out,” said Clive, the hunchback who poured the beers at Cutthroat’s Refuge. He nodded towards Sophie’s chest.

She looked down and murmured with disappointment to see one of her plump breasts had indeed escaped from her blouse. The creamy untanned portion exposed. Her brown nipple stiff. Half the men sitting at the bar were staring at her bare breast and the other half were too drunk to notice. Sophie muttered to herself and heaved her creamy mound back into her blouse. A quick adjustment and a tug of the laces secured her bosoms atop her under-corset.

“Should have nudged me awake,” said Sophie.

“Last time I tried that was when the dwarf was feeling you up and you threw one of your boots at my head,” said Clive.

“Ah, but I was drunk on pepper schnapps that night. Tonight I’ve been drinking brandy.” She reached for her glass and was disappointed to find it empty. She pouted out her lower lip and pushed the glass towards Clive.

The barkeep shook his head.

“You’re into me too deep, darling. But if you need a wakeup, I have what you’re looking for. I could wipe out some of your tab.” He gave her his cockeyed smile and glanced over his shoulder at the kitchen.

Sophie had done it before. Several recent memories flashed through her mind. On her knees in the kitchen. Bent over the bar after hours. On her back in his bed when his wife was still doing dishes. She wasn’t proud but wasn’t ashamed. Not after six years. It went along with Sophie’s curse. But a girl deserved to be a little picky sometimes. Tonight, Sophie wanted to aim a little higher than the married hunchback she’d slept with a dozen times before.

“Not tonight, Clive,” she said, trying not to hurt his feelings. “I’m looking for something… new.”

“Blockade runner come in from Ismarinople,” grumbled Clive, his feelings clearly hurt. “Flush with spice and gold. If you’re lookin’ to get paid.”

“I could use fresh coins,” admitted Sophie.

She turned her shapely bottom on the barstool to face the night’s crowd. Scum as usual. Her people. Clive had been right about one thing: she needed some cock. It just wasn’t going to be that warty little thing Clive had nesting in his trousers.

She considered her many options for her evening meal. A farmer? Not many of those in these parts. Sailors? Two at once maybe. They drank too hard to be much use for all their boasting. Merchants? Guards? Mmmm. Maybe.

As she surveyed the men, she felt the dull pulsing of the rune on the back of her neck. No one could see the mark except for maybe a witch, but Sophie could certainly feel it. Like a sunburn aching for a salve.

She reached a hand into her belt pouch to distract herself and felt for the familiar piece of fabric inside. The soft, green cloth was scarcely bigger than a coin. One frayed edge betrayed a hint of silver stitching. She ran her thumb over it and felt the raised threads. It calmed her and reminded her of her family’s banner. A once glorious crest of a silver hawk on a green field. The hawk shedding five red tears for the five knights of her family that had fallen in battle for the kings of Galamanca.

It was all that remained of her family’s legacy. Her sister was gone. Her mother and father were long dead. Her family’s name expunged from the rolls of nobility in faraway Galamanca. The once great House Almodóvar reduced to Sophie with her plush bottom on a barstool. Looking for a man to satisfy her needs.

She settled on a likely mark. A fresh raider captain, new to the waters around the Isle of Sepreth and looking to make a name for himself. Kizky, if Sophie remembered correctly. He was tall and lean, with a gangly appearance and a reluctance to drink that marked him as cautious. Maybe shy too. She could break him of that.

She stood from the barstool and more than a few pairs of eyes looked in her direction. Sophie’s body had matured with her desires. Twenty-five and in her prime by any reasonable assessment. The prominence of her breasts could draw attention from across the Bounded Sea, those luscious hills made nearly mountainous by her under breast corset, titflesh straining at the laces of her white peasant blouse. Her long skirt rustled with her shapely hips, open on the sides to show off her long, toned legs. Her honey-brown eyes were heavy with desire. Her plump lips curled into a seductive smile.

Sophie knew she deserved the attention of all those men and more, because she wasn’t just beautiful, she was game. Every night, she bedded men for a paltry sum. Even a pauper had a chance with Sophie Almodóvar. She would fuck anyone.

As she made her way through the bar, she was aware that the men straightened up a little or smiled hopefully as she passed. Though the luscious apple of her bottom provided an inviting target for a groping hand, none dared to touch her like they might have an ordinary barmaid. They knew she was as dangerous as she was beautiful and too much unwanted attention was likely to get a man seriously hurt.

Sophie was focused on Kizky. The way he laughed nervously and ran his fingers through his greasy hair was endearing. He was young for a captain and in her experience tall, skinny, awkward guys like Kizky tended to have very nice, long cocks. She wanted to take him upstairs to her hothouse of a room at the inn and ride his palm tree of a cock until she’d knocked loose all his coconuts.

A hand shot out of the crowd around her and gripped her arm. She recoiled from the wide, poxy face, scraggly hair, and gapped smile of the man that had seized hold of her.

“Bletcher,” she groaned as he pulled her closer, her elbow thumping against his paunch and his sour milk halitosis washing over her face. “What do you want? Can’t you see I’m busy?”

“Not busy enough, eh?” sneered Bletcher. “Flaunting that body around my brother’s tavern day and night, drinking and whoring, but not enough coin to pay for your room, eh? Five weeks since you last dropped me a coin. You’ve been taking advantage of my generosity. Soiling the sheets with your lovers. I want my money.”

“You know I haven’t got it,” said Sophie, resisting the urge to pummel Bletcher’s ugly face.

“Mmmmmm, but you do,” he said and his hand ran over her hip. “Or at least… enough of it for now.”

He gave her ass a presumptuous squeeze. The rune on Sophie’s neck pulsed hotter. The heat began to reach into her core. The thing about that damned mark the darkborne had put on her was that it didn’t differentiate. Any man could get a reaction. Any man could satisfy her hunger.

“You like that?” giggled Bletcher, watching her reaction with delight as he stroked her bottom. His hand reaching for the hem of her skirt. Sophie trembled, almost ready to give him what he wanted to settle her debt.

She looked around the crowd. Some were ogling her heated state. She had color in her cheeks from more than drink and her nipples were poking beneath her blouse. Other men looked away, assuming Bletcher had already snared her for the evening.

Her search of the crowd was growing desperate when she met the eye of an unusual stranger standing with his back to the hearth. He was tall, lean, and what she could see of his face beneath the hood of his cloak was brown and weathered. The man met her gaze with intense gray eyes and a strange smile on his thin lips.

“C’mon, Soph.” Bletcher gave her ass another hard squeeze. “Let’s go upstairs. I have just what you need. A bit of warm cream for you.”

She was flushed and overheated, her breasts straining at the laces of her blouse with each breath. Her thighs quaking with need. But her will won the battle for just long enough against the pulsing mark on the back of her neck. She broke free of Bletcher and shoved her way through the crowd. Straight to the gray-eyed man. He was taken aback as she pressed against him. Into his arms.

“Take me to your room?” she panted, reaching for the bulge in his trousers.

His eyes danced with surprise and confusion. His gaze fell upon those heaving breasts and he surrendered to her demand.

“Y-yes, of course, my lady,” he said and took her hand.

It struck Sophie as an odd thing to say to her since she was obviously a whore. But she didn’t care. Some men wanted her to call them “daddy” as she dropped to her knees to suck their pricks. Others even called her “mommy” as they buried their faces in her tits. She could certainly work with “lady.”

The man with the gray eyes took her hand and led her upstairs. He smelled of the sea and of dust from distant lands. His hand was less callused than she had expected given his weathered face. He moved with certainty and strength. Was he a captain? Some powerful merchant? That could be a big tip!

“Hey! Come back!” cried Bletcher, trying and failing to push his way through the crowd after them.

To Sophie’s disappointment, the gray-eyed man had one of the less expensive rooms on the third floor. She knew every room well and his was one of the ones with the ceiling low and angled because of the roof. He fumbled with the key and she fumbled with his belt as they pushed into the room.

“My lady, wait,” he said, fighting gently against her hand. “Wait, my lady, let me speak to—Mmmppphhh!”

She shut him up with a kiss. Her mouth smothering his words and her tongue winning a brief, intense fencing match with his. He staggered back, bonking his head on the sloped ceiling and dropping to his bottom on the bed. She followed him down, kissing him the whole way as she deftly worked open his trousers. It was a short struggle from there to get his undershorts down and wrap her hand around a rather long and warm cock. Brown as stained oak and just as stiff as any plank.

“Mmmmmmpphhmmmm!” he exclaimed.

“Shhhhhhhh,” hissed Sophie with her lips against his. “I’ll handle everything.”

“You do not need to… do that… aahhhhhhhhh…”

His objections were again stifled as she held his cock in one hand and lifted her hips, straddling him, gathering her skirt, and drawing aside the gusset of her panties. Her slick cunt met the crown of his cock and his eyed widened with shock and pleasure. Then she lowered herself onto him and he was hopelessly lost as her cunt engulfed him. He was nice and hard. Harder than she expected given his weathered look. Sometimes the older ones surprised her.

She kissed him again, her tongue slipping and sliding against his as she began to ride his cock. Her hips moved to that peculiar dance. Her back arched. Her breasts pressed against him, nipples stiff and sensitive beneath her blouse. Her pleasure grew with each rise and fall of her hips. Her slick cunt gripping him so that she felt the length and shape of his cock. Deep. Deeper.

“Oooooooh, that’s a good one,” she moaned, tossing back her hair and shuddering with the feel of his hardness. Her pleasure building. His tightening in his muscles as his hands finally came up and cradled her plush bottom.

“Shouldn’t… shouldn’t be doing this…”

“No, we’re so bad,” she gasped, hips working faster as he squeezed her ass, her tits beginning to pull free of her blouse. “That’s it. Fuck me. Harder.”

She didn’t know magic, but he was under her spell. His objections like paper against the roaring flames of desire. The rune on her neck throbbing to the tempo of her ride atop the gray-eyed man’s cock.

“My lady,” rasped the man, thrusting into her. “I cannot hold back much longer. You grip me like you are trying to strangle a goose.”

“That’s a pretty picture,” she laughed, squeezing him again with her inner muscles. “No need to hold back, sir. Let it out. Ooooooh. That’s right. Spill your seed inside me!”

The man grunted, bucking his hips and suddenly rolling Sophie onto her back. She cried out with delight as he rolled with her, his body surprisingly muscular as he pinned her to the bed and took over. His hands pushed the backs of her knees and he took her with hip-slapping thrusts, his bollocks brushing against her clenched asshole with each stroke. Even though he still wore his cloak, his hood had fallen down from his head and she saw his weathered face in the moonlight through the small window.

Dusty brown skin. A good chin. Short, dark hair graying in places. Handsome, older, familiar…

“Sir Guzman?” Sophie’s body tensed with recognition.

“Sophie,” gasped the old knight, leaning down to kiss her lips.

She pressed at his shoulders and turned her lips away from him.

“Wait, what are you doing in Sepreth? How did you find me?” She pushed at him, trying to dislodge him from atop her, but his own rhythm had taken over. He hilted inside her, his cock swelling with his pleasure.

“Ohhhhh, Sophie… searched… for you… ohhhhhh! I am at the brink!”

“Wait, perhaps we should… oHHHHH!”

He hilted inside her again, throwing back his head and letting out a groan that shook through his body and into hers. She felt the pleasure rushing from his cock and it burst from deep inside her, pulsating to the rhythm of the invisible mark on the back of her neck. Her own ecstasy and his, experienced in a single rushing channel. His cum pulsing deep into her cunt. Her pleasure tightening around his throbbing cock as her cunny seemed to suck the seed from him.

Many lovers had called her a succubus for the way she drained the strength from a man and finished revitalized, but the truth was she took nothing from her lovers. It was the pleasure itself that revitalized her. The pleasure that the mark made her crave. The only sustenance that truly satisfied her.

Sir Guzman collapsed atop her. His weight folded her knees back against the soft spread of her breasts. His cock remained deep inside her, trickling out his seed with aftershocks as he panted against her shoulder and neck.

She let him catch his breath. The moment his cock slipped from inside her, she rolled him off her body with a forceful push and sat up on the bed.

“Now talk,” she demanded, feeling his cum trickling down her thigh. “How did you find me? Why did you come looking for me?”

Sir Guzman groaned and turned over onto his back. His cock shamelessly flopped against his muscular thigh. His lean abdomen hitching with his exertion. He looked up at her and gave her a dazed smile.

She had known this man for years. Her father’s friend, before that fateful night. She had not seen him since. She knew only that he had tried to intervene on her behalf when the inquisitors were tearing apart what was left of her family’s good name. But she had been locked away then. Only a few sympathetic whispers of the outside world reached her ears.

“I did not mean to deceive you,” he said, reaching for her thigh and weakly caressing it.

“Forget it. I wanted what I wanted. You were a far better lover than Bletcher. But speak truth to me or I will get cross, Sir Guzman. I must know your intentions.”

“Your father saved my life at the Battle of the Two Bridges. Were it not for Sir Juan Almodóvar my head would have been atop one of the war pikes of Dor Thrakath the Relentless.” Sir Guzman sat up beside Sophie. “When I heard what had happened to your father, I rode from Marido to your family’s castle.”

“It does not belong to my family any longer,” said Sophie bitterly.

“After the fire and the inquisitors, I tried to find out what had transpired that night. There were rumors everywhere. Of demon worship and worse. That your stepmother was meddling with the Old Gods.”

“That much was true,” said Sophie, unconsciously touching the back of her neck. “I saw proof. The darkborne were loose in Castilla Lorica and it was Rowena’s fault.”

“I feared as much,” said Sir Guzman. “I know the church locked you away for months and would not permit visitors. They released you without announcement. I could not find you, but I swore to your father that day after he saved me that I would always look out for you and your sister. I went to the vaults of Vithe and I read your testimony to the inquisitors. I know what happened. The church, they put your sister in an asylum. The nuns watched over her for a time.”

“Margaret,” whispered Sophie, seeing that terrible night again. Margaret tied to a table. Those tendrils touching and caressing her body. Slipping under her nightgown. Rowena chanting those awful words that were not words. “Margaret was exposed to the worst of it. The curse was always stronger with her.”

“Hysterical lust,” said the Ser Guzman. “She attacked anyone or anything. They kept her tied to her bed or insensate with the poppy’s milk. I was told this. I was not allowed to see her. Then… then she disappeared completely.”

“What do you mean?”

“I had petitioned to visit her. Demanded it by right of my title. I had made enemies in Vithe, but powerful friends in Zora. The church could no longer oppose my visitation and then, the day I was to see her, she was gone.” He looked down. “I should not have trusted the church to permit such a visitation. And I am afraid my maneuvers to see and perhaps even free your sister aroused new interest in you, Sophie. Dark interest with ill intent.”

“Do you mean to say they are coming for me now?”

“Not the church itself,” said Sir Guzman. “But some group within it. Fanatics. Dangerous men are searching for you now. If I found you then they can find you.”

“So you have come to warn me. I always feared I was given my freedom by some mistake of the church.” Sophie smiled sadly at Sir Guzman. “You should know that I am hardly better off than my sister. The only reason I am not pawing at you now is that we’ve both just cum.”

“You did?” smiled Sir Guzman.

“Yes,” said Sophie. “I always cum. Even if I am just wanking a man with my hand, it will still make me cum. It’s part of the curse.”

“Oh,” said Sir Guzman, looking crestfallen.

“Do not let that hurt your feelings, brave knight,” chuckled Sophie, rolling onto her stomach on the bed and leaving her skirt pulled up to bare her creamy bottom. “You were more than capable. A fine swordsman, I would say. And I have the experience to judge.”

Sir Guzman’s cheeks darkened.

“Ahem, well, it is not often I have the chance with a lady as beautiful as yourself.” He took her hand and leaned low to kiss her fingers. “Now, you asked why I sought you out. It was not merely to warn you or to give you some coins, though I do have some for you to take. It is that I wish to repay my debt to your father by helping to restore the good name of House Almodóvar. Your father’s title was hereditary before it was expunged by the king at the urging of the church. It should belong to you, as should your family’s castle.”

“A fine story,” said Sophie. “But it has been six years, Sir Guzman. The world moves on and my family exists now only as a cautionary tale about the Old Gods. My father is dead. My stepmother has vanished. And my sister, as you said, has been swept up by some powerful force within the church I cannot hope to fight. And I am here, half a world away from my ancestral home, selling my cunt for a few coins and a taste of the pleasure that nourishes me.”

Sorrow furrowed Sir Guzman’s brow. But he seemed to force a smile through his sadness. He squeezed and kissed Sophie’s hand again.

“Please, have some faith in me. You can restore your family’s name. You can find and save your sister. I will help you take back what is yours. There is someone I want to take you to meet. An old priest. He will explain better than I.”

“I get paid for my time,” said Sophie, looking dubiously at the old knight. “If you want to pay me, I will meet this man. I’ll even fuck him if that’s what you want. You can watch. Or join in.”

“No, no, no,” said Sir Guzman. “No, ah, intercourse will go on. But I will pay you. That is fair. A sign of good faith.”

He hefted a coin purse from a pocket of his cloak and passed it to Sophie. The purse had looked small, but it was heavy. A smile spread on her face. “Gold?”

“Twenty sovereigns,” said Sir Guzman.

She untied the purse and looked inside. She had never seen so much gold at once.

“So it is,” said Sophie, tucking the coins away. “Well, I suppose I had better earn this money.”

“That will not be… oohhhhhh…”

The old knight found it difficult to object as Sophie leaned over him and took his wilted prick into her mouth. He cradled her head and did not resist. It was not long before his cock had stiffened. Not much longer still before he was pumping his warm, salty seed into her mouth. She had not been lying to him about her climaxes. As she felt the knight stiffen and tasted the first spurt of his seed, her own orgasm surged through her body. Her strength growing. Her vigor rising with each swallow of hot cum.

Sir Guzman sank back onto the bed, shuddering with his pleasure.

“No more,” he rasped, his fingers untangling from Sophie’s auburn hair. “Please.”

“Mmmmm,” she replied, giving him a last suck before lifting her mouth from his glistening prick. “Rest, Sir Guzman. I will go with you to meet this old priest in the morning.”

“Stay here with me,” he said, reaching for her.

“Ah, but I am wide awake,” she said with a smile and a wink. “I’ll just go and have a drink or two.”

She left him there with his legs hanging off the bed and his prick going soft against his thigh. The coins in her purse were heavy. She needed to lighten the burden.
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From Bad Dreams to Worse

Sophie paid her debts and drank with Sir Guzman’s gold until she had spent more than half of it in the Cutthroat’s Refuge. She staggered off to her room and collapsed into her bed. The world spinning as she plunged into darkness. The nightmares fell upon her like waiting vultures.

She was back at Castilla Lorica. Her father crashing into her bedroom door, his tunic dark with blood, grasping at her and calling her name. The tower, he said. The tower. His sword slipped from his hand. Sophie picked it up and her footsteps echoed through the silent halls. She had retraced those steps in a thousand nightmares. Walking over the strange smears of black tar and the mangled corpses of the guards and servants of the castle.

Up the winding staircase of the tower that echoed with Margaret’s screams. Higher and higher, until Sophie heard the unearthly chanting and the strange hissing movement of the darkborne. There was Rowena, her stepmother, kneeling before the table. There was Margaret, her nightgown torn open and her body attacked by the shimmering tendrils of the Old One. It sensed Sophie. It knocked the sword from her hands with ease. And then its touch was upon her body. Peeling back her own nightgown. Squeezing and slithering and invading.

Marking her with its sinful curse so that she would derive no satisfaction from food or drink. Only sex could fulfill her needs. Only sex could give her strength. She called its name, unpronounceable now, and it ravished her alongside her sister. A sacrifice by her stepmother. The price of admission paid to one of the Old Gods.

Rowena’s laughter echoed around them as Margaret and Sophie surrendered to that nightmare of desire for the thousandth time. The nightmare wasn’t the tentacles. It was how much she enjoyed them.

Sophie was jolted from that slimy embrace by someone kicking in the door to her room at Cutthroat’s Refuge.

Not the most pleasant wakeup call.

The brutal enforcers of what passed for law on the pirate-infested island of Sepreth were shouting and battering their way inside her room. Being a woman who earned her coins by selling pleasure, she found her door being kicked down more than she cared to mention. But this visit was something spectacular. Not just one or two bruisers looking to blackmail her or feel her up. This was a full platoon of guards in armor and swinging cudgels.

They practically tore the door from its hinges and stormed into her room to the thunder of twenty pairs of boots. Sophie retreated into the corner of her bed, her eyes wide with shock and her dingy sheet doing an inadequate job of covering her naked body.

“Sophie Almodóvar!” shouted a gruff bull of a man in a helmet too small for his fat head. It was Captain Ornash Jeg, the most corrupt and vile of all the guards. “You are hereby under arrest for foulest murder!”

Sophie’s eyes widened. She’d been accused of many crimes, most of the charges false, but murder was a new one.

“I never!” she cried. “Who? Who are you claiming I killed?”

“We found this dish rag lying beside what was left of the poor sod,” said Captain Jeg, a nasty smile on his face as he held up a blood-stained piece of fabric. A piece that had once been green with silvery thread. The scrap of her family’s banner.

Sophie reached for her hip pack next to the bed, but it was gone. One of the guards grabbed her wrist and twisted her arm behind her back, sending her thumping to the floor naked.

“Boys, not all at once,” she cried as several men fell atop her. They hauled her onto her feet and Jeg prodded her breasts with his cudgel.

“Looks like you’re mine now, sweetness,” he sneered. “Truly butchered the poor bastard, you did. Oh, you can pretend, but this is proof enough. And the word of Bletcher. He said you was with that very man in his room.”

“Sir Guzman?” gasped Sophie as Captain Jeg slid his cudgel lewdly between her breasts.

“Ha! She practically admits it!” He swung his fat weapon in front of her face. “You gonna put up a fight or you gonna come nice an’ peaceful?”

Tears threatened to burst from her eyes as she thought of Sir Guzman drenched in blood. A man from her past who had given her such hope only hours before. How could he be dead? Who had done it? How could she be blamed for his death?

“I’m innocent,” cried Sophie.

“Oh, right, slitting open out of towners and playin’ with their guts. Fancy types with rich families don’t like their sons bein’ torn to bits by a whore.”

“Sir, I ‘ave somethin’,” said one of the guards. He handed a small satchel over to the captain and Jeg’s cruel smile only widened. It was the sack of coins that Sir Guzman had given her.

“And here’s his coin purse,” laughed Jeg. “They said down in the tavern you was throwin’ an awful lot of gold around. Settlin’ debts.”

“He gave it to me!”

“Yeah, I’m sure, with his dead hands he passed it right over.” Jeg dumped the coins out in his hand and a murmur went around the room. “I count eight gold sovereigns here. You mean to tell me that poor dead man gave you this much coin? Fat chance! Put a shirt on ‘er! Off to the jail!”

Jail was too nice a word for where they took her. They wrestled her out the Cutthroat’s Refuge and into what amounted to a cave in one of the bluffs overlooking the settlement of Cutthroat Bay.

Jeg had a good grope of Sophie’s ass and shoved her into a barred cage barely big enough for her. Her soft curves pressed against the bars. Jeg and his thugs laughed and prodded at her with their cudgels. Worse than the taunting and humiliation was that it all aroused Sophie. The hidden rune on her neck pulsed with malevolent lust. She could feel it urging her to her knees and practically commanding her to strip off the shirt they had let her wear out of her room.

Behind Jeg, one of his thugs brought in a sack that clanked when he set it on a table. It seemed to contain the belongings of Sir Guzman. Or at least the belongings that Jeg and his cutpurses with badges had failed to loot. Another sack brought in moments later contained Sophie’s meager possessions including her boots.

“Back to work, the lot of you!” shouted Jeg, chasing his deputies out of the cave. He turned back to Sophie in her cage. “And I’m keepin’ an eye on you, harlot. More than two if I had ‘em. You’re a snake.”

“I didn’t do any of this,” said Sophie, shaking her cage.

Jeg banged the bars with his cudgel to force her back.

“Quiet now,” he said. “Had to get up early cuz of your murderin’. Gonna cook up a nice breakfast. I’ll let ya watch me eat it.”

He hung a pot over the fire pit and stoked the flames. Then he sat down by the fire, occasionally stirring the pot of what smelled like goat stew but looked like porridge.

Sophie knew she did not have a lot of time to get out of this predicament. Jeg and his crew served the self-proclaimed harbormaster and that man demanded quick justice. She wouldn’t be surprised if her trial was that very night and conducted by torchlight beneath the gallows.

“Too bad really,” said Jeg, scooping his porridge into a bowl and sitting back down next to the cage. “You’ve been whorin’ it in that tavern for near on a year now. Swingin’ those fats tits around. Drainin’ any prick that you can. Never met a whore quite like you. Barely even want any coin. Then you go and murder some fancy old nobleman from Galamanca. I ain’t never seen a man cut up that way. Like a cyclone full of knives went after him. You must’ve really hated him.”

“I didn’t do any of that,” murmured Sophie.

“Yeah, yeah, that’s what everyone says in the shadow of the gallows.” Jeg winced as he burned his lips on his steaming hot bowl of slop. “Anyway, pity is all I’m sayin’. We’ll miss out on that sweet cunny of yours.”

Sophie gathered up the oversized shirt she was wearing and slid it up her thighs. She crouched facing Jeg and slowly parted her knees to expose her shorn cunt already glistening by the firelight in the otherwise dank cave.

“You mean this one?” she spread her knees wide and pressed her tits to the bars. “You’ve had a go before. You know how good it feels.”

“Aye, you incurable slut,” said Jeg. “That was my whole point. If you hadn’t’ve diced up that old fool then I could be havin’ myself a good piece of your pussy down at the Refuge.”

“No reason you couldn’t have a piece anyway,” purred Sophie, letting the mark rule her body. Hot pulsing desire building in her core. Her nipples stiff beneath the shirt. Oh, she hated Jeg even before today, but he could give her all the strength she needed to escape. “Come on, Jeggy Weggy, I’m craving your cock.”

Jeg stopped with his spoon near his open mouth. Porridge slowly sliding off the spoon and back into the bowl as the scraggly thug stared at Sophie’s wanton display. She licked her lips seductively and pressed her breasts so hard against the bars that the softness of them began to squeeze between the iron. Her mashed mounds were still covered by her sheer shirt, her nipples swollen and sensitive beneath the fabric.

“Come onnnnn, Jeg,” she moaned, running one hand between her parted thighs. “You’re not going to make a girl starve, are you? Feed me some of that yummy sausage.”

“By Mardoch,” muttered Jeg. “You are a demon! A devil-slut! A filthy sinborne harlot!”

“Ooooh, yessss,” moaned Sophie, plunging two fingers into her slick coochie. “Call me all the nasty names you want, Jeg. If you promise to let me suck on that big prick of yours.”

She could practically hear the rusty cogs turning in Jeg’s skull. His meager brain was at war with his twitching cock as he gawped at her fingering her pretty pink cunt. Pushing her breasts through the bars and rocking against the door.

“Fuckin’ hell, you demon bitch,” groaned Jeg, lunging at Sophie and grabbing hold of her breasts with both of his grubby hands. She moaned as his rough fingers found her peaks. Plucking and tugging at her nipples and mashing her tits against the cold iron bars. “Phwoar! Look at ‘em. Lovely nozzles on ‘em. Oh, beggin’ for it!”

“Imagine them wrapped around that cock of yours, Jeg,” gasped Sophie.

“Yeah? Yeah, that’s right. Wank on this.” He practically tore open his trousers and flopped his stiff pick between her tits. He tried to squeeze her breasts around his cock, but the iron bar was under his shaft and blocking his pleasure.

“Oooooh, c’mon, Jeg,” moaned Sophie, shaking the bars as Jeg thrust desperately at the bar between her breasts. “Let them out and I’ll give you the titfuck of a lifetime.”

“Don’t try nothin’,” he warned. His keys jangled and Sophie eased back from the door. They get swung open and she looked up at him as he brandished his red cock in one hand and his cudgel in the other. “Them tits, harlot. Now!”

Sophie might have taken him in that moment. She considered it as he was fumbling with his keys. But this might be her last chance. She had to do it right. When he was weakest and she was strongest.

That meant giving Jeg exactly what he wanted.

“Give me that nasty thing,” she moaned, grabbing hold of his cock and dragging him up against the cage. She didn’t much care for Jeg’s particular perfume, but it didn’t stop her from stuffing his red prick into her mouth. She moaned around him, no doubt giving the awful bully the best blowjob of his life. Adoring his fat, hairy bollocks with stroking fingers and bobbing her lips from his root to his tip. She’d spent years honing her cocksucking skills. She knew just where to flick her tongue and could take his cock down her throat like she was gulping a shot of sweet brandy.

“Fffffoooookin’ heeeellllll,” groaned Jeg, his knee shaking and his cudgel dropping limp in his hands. Sophie bobbed and slurped and stroked him shamelessly. Then, to finish him off, she leaned those soft breasts up to his cock and pressed him into the warm valley of her cleavage. A squeeze with her hands and he was trapped. Not that he was trying to get away.

“Come on, stud,” she moaned, looking up at him as she began to wank his cock with her breasts. “Fuck them. I know you want to show me who is in charge.”

“I’m in charge, slut,” he said, grabbing a handful of her hair and yanking her head back. “Don’t you forget it! I’m the one who fucks!”

“Yessss,” she moaned, feeling a hot, submissive thrill as he dropped his cudgel to his belt and grabbed her tits with both his hands. He squeezed her breasts roughly around his cock. Shaping them and pressing tightly around his hot, throbbing, dripping wet fuckmeat as he began to thrust between Sophie’s tits.

Each thrust made his red cock slide through to the top of her cleavage. Sophie gave his blunt crown a good lick. Each lick seemed to erode his sanity, until Jeg was squeezing hard on Sophie’s tits and frantically pounding his meat between them.

“OOOOOOooooOOO!” he bellowed, his face red as a beet as he humped between her tits. “Can’t hold back! These big pillows! Big, soft, warm pillow! Ohhhhh foooookin’ hellllll!”

“That’s it!” cried Sophie. “Give it to me, Jeg! Drench me with your creammmm!”

She squealed with delight as he slammed into her breasts and sent a geyser of spunk shooting through them. Huge sprays of Jeg’s cum splashed Sophie’s face and cheeks and as he drenched her with his load she felt hot pumps of her own orgasmic pleasure. Even a disgusting brute like Jeg could make her cum. She licked his dribbling tip as his lust was spent.

Jeg staggered back, dropping keys and not bothering with the door. Sophie followed him on her hands and knees as he flopped onto a chair with his trousers around his ankles. She slid his cock right back between her breasts. Wanking him. Stroking him. Faster and wetter between her cream-drenched tits.

“What’re ya doin’?” gasped Jeg, his head lolling as if he couldn’t quite focus on her. “Already cummed. You can… ohhhhh… you can… stop with the…. Ooohhhhh…”

But Jeg could not resist the pleasure. She used her tits to stroke him back to hardness and her cradling lips to suckle at his tip. Without Jeg’s thrusting to distract her, she dominated him. Her breasts and sucking mouth were inescapable. The poor, stupid captain whimpering in in his chair as he let out a second orgasm. Then, shortly, a third. His cock trembling like the heartbeat of a dying man.

Sophie felt each spasm of Jeg’s ecstasy in her clutching cunt. Each swallow of his cum and squeeze of her breasts sent another tremor through to her blasphemous depths.

Jeg drooped in his chair, moaning, his cock shrinking to practically a fleshy acorn as his lust was completely spent. Sophie wiped her chin and stood over him. She was radiant with the power she had absorbed from the pleasure. Her body buzzed with the unholy vigor of her feast.

“No,” moaned Jeg. “No, go back in your cell.”

She picked him up over her head and threw him into the cell. The door clanged shut and she locked it behind him.

“Rot, Jeg,” she said, using his shirt to wipe off the spunk on her face and tits. “I’m not going to the noose for this. I didn’t kill Sir Guzman.”

“Make you pay for this,” wheezed Jeg, slumping against the bars.

“You were already going to hang me for murder,” said Sophie, strutting over to where Jeg’s men had deposited the bags looted from her room and Sir Guzman’s room. She put on her blouse and skirt and made sure to take the bloodstained scrap of cloth from her family’s banner.

In the other sack she found a rather nice suit of armor. Old, but well-maintained. Plate with a fur-fringed gambeson that smelled of Sir Guzman in a faintly pleasant way. There were a few letters and a wooden box about as long as her forearm that seemed to contain some sort of medical or shaving kit. There was a folded map and a wooden chit from the stable where Sir Guzman had left his horse. The only thing obviously missing was Sir Guzman’s sword.

Sophie decided to take his equipment. She grunted as she hefted the sack over her shoulder with a clank of armor. One of Jeg’s guards walked into the room at just that moment. He stopped, staring in shock. He was too slow to reach for his cudgel. Sophie swung the sack containing Sir Guzman’s armor and thumped the man over the head. He dropped at the cave entrance as Sophie ran past him.

Cutthroat Bay was just starting to wake up. Sophie could stow way on one of the many ships at anchor in the harbor or buy passage as a ship’s whore. Her instincts kept her away from the docks. Those ships would be searched once the guards knew she had escaped. Instead of the docks, she ran inland towards the stable at the edge of town. She handed Sir Guzman’s wooden stable chit over to a stableboy of about twenty. Word hadn’t spread there of Sir Guzman’s death, so there was no suspicion about the horse.

“Saddle the horse up for me,” she told the young man.

“Yes, miss,” he said and scurried off into the barn.

While the young man was readying the horse, Sophie had a look at the map. There were several curious locations on the continent of Aropa, including her family’s castle in distant Galamanca, but Sophie was more concerned with the small chapel drawn onto the map there on the Isle of Sepreth. Sir Guzman had drawn the little church with pencil and had circled it twice. Marnati. That was all it said beneath the chapel.

The map was not a true navigation map, so it was difficult to judge distance, but she guessed it was about half a day’s ride to this Marnati. Was it a place? The name of the priest he had mentioned? She had nowhere else to go and nothing better to do than to find out.

The stableboy returned with a fine Chestnut stallion. He was more than 16 hands with an arrowhead of white on his nose and brown butter mane and tail. She patted the horse’s muscled flank and climbed into his saddle. The saddle, like Sir Guzman’s armor, was well-made and well-kept, but clearly old. She hung the sack from his saddle hook and backed the stallion out into the road. She could hear the clang of distant alarms over Cutthroat Bay. The first shouts that a fugitive was on the loose.

The stableboy looked at her expectantly.

“Sorry,” said Sophie. “I left my coins back at my castle. But I can give you this.”

She dragged down the front of her blouse and showed the young man two overflowing handfuls of her soft breasts. He gawped at her brazen loveliness in wide-eyed astonishment. The poor lad was mesmerized by the sight of such a bounty of creamy titflesh. She pulled her blouse back up over her breasts. She laughed as she wheeled the stallion around and set off at a gallop down the road.

The stableboy didn’t move from the spot. He stared after her like he had just seen one of the wonders of the world.
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The Bad Priest

Hours of riding in the dry, hot air left Sophie’s skin prickly with residue from her sweat. She was also painfully thirsty. When she saw the woods, she was grateful for the shade. When she saw the stream, she practically fell from her horse.

She dropped to her hands and knees and crawled to the water’s edge. She plunged her face into the bracingly cold spring water and drank the clear, mineral-rich water in great gulps. Sir Guzman’s horse lowered its head beside her and drank from the stream.

“Ah. That’s better.” She splashed water onto her face, down her blouse, and over her dusty hair. When she had finally gulped down her fill of water, she looked across the stream and found herself staring at her destination.

The chapel was scarcely bigger than a woodsman’s cabin. A simple timber frame finished with the quick-drying muddy plaster popular on Sepreth. It had something like a steeple, but no apparent bell. The four pillars of Mardoch flanked the small door. Wisdom and purity. Door. Truth and strength. The walls were overgrown with vines that climbed up to the roof and curled beneath shingles. The path to the chapel was partly obstructed by brambles.

Sophie held her skirt above her waist and waded across the thigh-deep water of the stream. The horse snorted and followed her. She didn’t have to tie the horse to a tree. It followed her to the path and stopped at the brambles to bite up mouthfuls of grass while she approached the chapel’s door.

Up close, the chapel was in even worse repair. The windows were broken and boarded over. The walls cracked. She knocked at the door and heard the hollow booming of each blow echoing inside the chapel. She had to knock three more times before she heard an indistinct voice. Footsteps shuffled towards the door.

A cyclops threw open the door. He was stooped and incredibly wizened, with one eye screwed shut and the other seemed to bulge from his head as he looked her up and down. He was long-necked and skinny, with a toothless underbite that pushed on his lower lip. His head was liver spotted and bald save for a tuft of white hair above each ear. He wore a threadbare black robe of a priest of Mardoch with his collar undone and his vestment hanging unevenly over his body.

“Well?” he asked finally.

“Ah, hello, pater,” said Sophie. “I have traveled across most of Sepreth to reach you. A knight—”

“Turn your head to the side,” said the priest.

Sophie obeyed him and he reached over her shoulder and pulled down the back collar of her blouse. This drew the front of her damp blouse tight across her breasts. Her nipples showed through the sheer fabric.

“Dark marked,” said the priest. “You’re the one that knight told me about.”

“Sir Guzman?”

“Come in,” said the priest, smiling a crooked smile. “I’ll put a kettle on.”

He hobbled in ahead of her, leading her through the chapel, which had fallen into disrepair save for the altar and statue of Mardoch. The clergy house was scarcely more than a room with a cast iron stove and a cot. A faded curtain divided the room, though she could not guess what was on the other side.

She sat at the priest’s tiny table and he served a fragrant cup of hot tea. He provided her with sugar and goat’s milk.

“I am Pater Marnati and you are Sophie Almodóvar, daughter of Sir Juan Almodóvar. The other knight told me these things. He said he would bring you. Why has he not come?”

“Someone did not want me here so they killed him and framed me for the murder.” She took the piece of bloodied banner from her pouch. “They left this scrap of my house standard on his body.”

“Mardoch watch over him,” said the old priest. “He seemed to be a good man. Foolish, to pursue you and all your troubles, but good.”

Sophie held a hand to her head. She was weary and feeling weak. She sipped the tea, but it did nothing to help. Only one thing could do that.

“Sir Guzman said you would want to restore your family’s name and find your sister.” Pater Marnati reached into his robe and took out a well-worn symbol of Mardoch. He held the amulet towards Sophie and pain shot through her. She felt a horrible crawling sensation and a strange light shone from the amulet. She could see squiggly black things crawling beneath the skin on her arms and in her cleavage. “I cannot help you find your sister, I’m afraid, except to say that she was being kept at an asylum in Zora. That’s what the knight told me. Perhaps you can find out more there.”

“But you can help me?” asked Sophie.

“To restore the name of Almodóvar you must remove the curse. The mark is deep. It has festered in your soul over years. Now only great courage will free you from this mark.”

“I’m not afraid,” said Sophie, feeling very afraid as she watched the black lines moving and twitching beneath her skin.

Pater Marnati tucked the amulet back under his robe. The lines on Sophie’s skin disappeared, which was a relief even if she knew that in some way they were still there.

“Mardoch can free you of this curse,” said Marnati, sipping at his tea and looking intently at Sophie. “You must earn his favor.”

“The church has cast me out,” said Sophie. “I am a heretic.”

“Yes, yes, the church is not Mardoch. The church is man.” His smiled and his bulging eye seemed to mark the old priest as crazy. “I speak of Mardoch himself. To gain his favor you must do great deeds.”

“How?”

“You will always be a sinner, so long as you are under that curse. But you can use that power for good.” He took her hands and stroked them with his wrinkled fingers. There was no missing the lecherous twinkle in his bulging eye.

“Let me guess, I can start by having sex with hermit priests in forgotten chapels?”

Pater Marneti barked with laughter.

“The thought had not even entered my mind. Although now that you mention it, that might be a good place to begin.” Pater Marneti grinned.

“Aren’t you supposed to be chaste?” said Sophie, feeling the first hot ache of desire.

“Monks and nuns are chaste. There is no such rule for a priest like me. In fact,” he squeezed her hands, “if I were helping to free you from the influence of the Old Gods, I would be doing a good deed as well. It would be an act of faith.”

“That will free me from my curse?”

“No, of course not,” said Marneti. “You must save lives and turn the tide of battle against evil. You must defeat the monsters that prey upon the weak.”

“With a sword?” asked Sophie.

“Perhaps,” said Marneti. “But with your body, you will exhaust, becalm, and tame monstrous foes as surely as you do your human lovers. You will lie down with creatures that most would run from in terror. You will offer your body to defeat the enemies of all that is good.”

“So to free myself from a curse of sin, I have to sin more?” Sophie shook her head. “I know why your chapel is empty. You are not a very good priest.”

“Ha! Maybe you are right.” Pater Marneti lifted Sophie’s hand to his lips and kissed her fingers. Another hot thrill of desire ran through Sophie’s body. The pater continued, “But if you leave a trail of defeated monsters with limp cocks in your wake, you will be free of the mark on your neck. You will be able to say your name proudly and raise your family’s banner. The church will be forced to accept this with Mardoch watching over you.”

“And my sister?” her legs trembling as desire throbbed deep in her core.

“The dark clouds will clear and she will be free,” said Marneti. He kissed her fingers again and a tremor of need rocked Sophie’s body.

“Yessss,” moaned Sophie. “I will live as a questing knight! I will use my body to conquer what my sword cannot! Castilla Lorica will be mine again!”

“That’s right, my lovely!” laughed Marneti, his bulging eye twinkling as he began to tug Sophie to her feet. “First, I must cleanse you in holy water and anoint your body in blessed oils! Come, the baptismal is just behind the curtain!”

“I suppose this will involve me being naked and you touching me all over?” she said, allowing him to pull her towards the curtain.

“Oh, yes, my dear,” he chuckled. “Alllll over.”

The baptismal was a deep tub worked into stone and filled halfway with clear, clean water. A single small window of bottle glass shone blue light onto the water. A statue of Mardoch stood on a pedestal at one end of the tub, gazing down as if in judgment of whosoever entered the water. The statue’s hands were open and palms offered.

“I’ll undress you now,” said the pater.

“Oh, I could do it myself,” said Sophie, but Marneti was already doing it.

To Sophie’s surprise, the priest was very methodical in undressing her. He slowly untied the laces of her blouse, loosened her corset, and slid down her skirt. His old fingers caressed her body, but in a measuring way rather than with obvious intent. His fingers trailing over her breasts, beneath them, between them, and down her abdomen to her hips. He circled his hands around her waist and teased them down her bottom as he removed her shorts.

“Ooooooh,” moaned Sophie as all that touching raised gooseflesh on her arms. She felt an intense throbbing from her neck.

The old pater moved behind her and caressed her back up to her neck. His fingers just below the mark.

“Does it do that every time a man touches you?”

“You can see it?”

“Plain as day,” said the pater. “I’m sure most can’t though. Even inquisitors would pass you by without noticing. Only true faith permits me to see such blasphemy scrawled on your skin.”

“Ohhhh, pater,” moaned Sophie, her hips swinging lustily as the pater moved close behind her. “Are you going to slide it in me?”

“Ha!” He gently pushed her towards the water. “Do not let yourself be ruled by the mark. Pleasure may come to you from this act of purification, but only if you permit the light of Mardoch into your heart.”

“Is that what you call it?” Sophie glanced at the pater over her shoulder. Even in his dark robe there was no missing the bulge.

She climbed into the baptismal. The water warm as she slipped beneath the surface and turned over onto her back. Her breasts broke the surface. Great glistening hills capped with stiff nipples.

“Yes, yes.” Marneti’s one eye widened as he leaned over and caressed her in the tub. He began to murmur a simple prayer, the words seeming to heat the water and Sophie’s body. His fingers upon her face. Her breasts. Moving down her body beneath the water. His sleeves rolled back to reveals his skinny, liver spotted arms. One hand parting Sophie’s knees and the other moving between her thighs.

“Oooohhh, yes, pater,” moaned Sophie as his fingers stroked the mound of her cunt. “Yes, touch me there.”

“Quiet,” he murmured. “Put your faith in Mardoch. Resist your temptation.”

She tried. A little. But the pater’s fingers felt so good. The way he parted her fleshy lips and knew just where to find the bud of her clit. The steady stroking coaxed the sinful pulsing lust of the mark on her neck. She grasped the pater’s wrist and began to rub herself against his fingers. Her breasts heaved. Her mouth fell open in a wordless cry of pleasure.

“Oooohhh, pater,” she moaned. “Fuck me. Fuck me with your fingers.”

“No, resist it,” rasped Marneti even as he pushed a finger deep into Sophie’s slick cove. “Fight the evil that marks your body.”

“Nooooo, I can’t,” cried Sophie, holding his wrist tightly and plunging her cunt against his finger. He added a second and then a third finger, stretching her and offering her his hand for her growing lust.

Sophie reached up and curled an arm around the pater’s scrawny neck, drawing him closer and pressing a kiss to his lips. Neither his age nor religion mattered to her in that moment. She thrust her tongue against his and bucked needfully in the baptismal. Water sloshed to the rim of the tub and his fingers plunged in and out of Sophie’s cunt. Her pleasure growing. The heat in the tub steaming from the water.

“Fight it!” gasped the pater. “Fight the demon that controls you!”

“You told me… oooohhh… to let it out,” gasped Sophie.

She turned over and hung her breasts out of the tub. She managed to pull herself up to her knees, but only felt the pater’s hands move to her ass. Squeezing and caressing her wet bottom as she fought her urges.

“The holy oil,” he grunted, fumbling one hand for a bottle of oil. He drizzled it onto Sophie’s cheeks and poured it down the crack of her ass. She felt the warm oil on her tight hole and dripping from her cuntlips. The warm, slimy sensation only made her crave sex more.

“Please, pater,” moaned Sophie. “I’m burning up. Smite me with your holy rod. Fill me with your righteous light.”

“Yes, yes,” grunted the Pater, standing beside the tub and yanking open his robes. “Let Mardoch into your body. Let him salve the burn of corruption!”

Old Marneti practically tore open his trousers getting his cock out. Sophie looked back at it over her shoulder, watching the reveal of that long, red prick. He stroked himself, spreading oil down the shaft. She hung half her body out of the tub, forcing him to climb into the water behind her but offering up the juiciest possible target of her heart-shaped ass and her pink cunt.

“Praise be the Father!” cried Marneti, sloshing into the tub with Sophie, cock in hand. He fell against her luscious bottom, his cock sliding into her crack and making her croon with need. He pulled back, adjusted his aim, and sunk his hard cock into the hot, twitching folds of Sophie’s cunt.

“Ooooooo, yessss, heal me, pater!” she cried as her cunt clutched at him.

One stroke was almost enough to push her over the edge. She dangled over the side of the tub, folded almost in half, her tits touching the floor in a puddle of water and her face against the damp tiles. Pater Marneti clung to Sophie’s ass and took her with heated thrusts. Each stroke seemed to reach into her core and pulse hotly in the back of her neck. Feeding her strength. Only awakening the curse more.

“So tight,” grunted Pater Marneti. “It will take… much prayer… to overcome… oooooohhhh!”

The old pater threw back his head, his hips slapping against Sophie’s wet ass and his cock plundering her tight twat. Each stroke sent a jiggling wave through her hindquarters and another hot spike of pleasure into her depths. She howled with ecstasy. A pleasure that only grew more intense as Pater Marneti’s cock began to swell and jerk inside her. Hot cum spurting into her eager cove. A tide of his salty seed drenching her darktouched womb.

Seeming to realize his folly, the pater drew his cock from her cunt mid-climax and let loose over Sophie’s jiggling bottom. The trickles of his spunk dripping up her back towards her shoulders until she managed to push herself up off the floor on her hands.

Still hanging over the tub, she looked back at him, panting, her cunt leaking his cum.

“Pater, don’t stop now,” she moaned.

“You’re only getting stronger,” he rasped, splashing backwards out of the tub and falling to the floor. “Your power is too much for me.”

“But it feels so good,” moaned Sophie, turning and pursuing him out of the tub.

“Isn’t this what you wanted?” she demanded, grabbing hold of his flagging cock.

She kissed him before he could answer, her hand working his oily cock until it stiffened in her grasp. She locked eyes with him as she squatted above him and eased her oiled ass down onto his red pecker. They moaned together as his hard cock slid into her tight back passage. She pressed him down and his hips rose to meet her. She leaned over him, her damp nipples teasing his chest as her lower body worked in a familiar rhythm. Up and down, gliding her tight clench over the length of his cock.

Pater Marneti surrendered to the pleasure, grasping her breasts. Lifting them to his face and kissing them eagerly. His tongue on her nipples. His mouth engulfing one and then the other. Sucking wantonly as she rode her ass atop his cock.

Sophie was in charge. Maybe the pater wanted it all to happen this way. Awakening this need. Proving to her that she could defeat her enemies with her desire. That’s what she told herself anyway, somewhere in the back of her mind as she felt him tensing beneath her. His pleasure feeding her with more strength and more vigor. His cock throbbing deep in her ass. Spurting inside her. Sending ecstasy rippling through her body in reply.

“Oohhhhh, enough,” gasped the priest. “Please. I am an old man. My heart is not strong enough for this.”

He fell back onto the floor gasping. Sophie eased off his cock and slid down his body. Her breasts dragged his overly sensitive cock and made him whimper. Her hand grasped that shriveling shaft and guided it to her mouth. She gazed up at him, buzzing with vigor as the old man struggled to lift his head.

“Ohhh, now you’re doing that?” He let out a weak chuckle. “Truly… truly you were chosen for this.”

“Mmmmm?” she popped her lips free of his tip. “Sucking off old priests?”

“Heh, not that, my dear,” he said, pushing her head back down onto his cock. She sucked him and swirled her tongue around his shaft as he continued to talk. “No, you must go to the mainland. You must free others and perform deeds to impress… ohhhhh… suck the balls too, my dear. Ohhhh, just like that. What was I saying? Oh, yes, it is far to Galamanca. Take the ferry… ohhhh… in your throat? Oh, my dear! Sucking like a demon!”

“Mmmmmhmmmm,” she agreed, bobbing and slurping on his cock as she watched him.

“The ferry,” he groaned, a tremor running through his body. A smile on his face. “To Heraklion. Travel to the first village you come across. Offer yourself to them.”

“Mmmm?” She popped her lips free again. “The whole town?”

“Not as a whore,” he said, pushing her head back down again. “As a hero. Offer to rid them of their troubles. Every town has them. Maybe it’s rats. Maybe it’s a dragon.”

Sophie tried to ask him if he was telling her to have sex with rats, but he wouldn’t let her head up from his cock. His fingers tightened in her damp hair. He thrust his hips and drove his cock into her throat. The first thin spurt of his cum pumped down her throat with a swallow. His cock twitching. Pleasure spurting in liquid gushes down into her body. Ecstasy to equal the pater’s own climax. Hot pulses from the back of her neck.

She sucked until she had swallowed every drop. The pater at last sunk back onto the floor, spent, gasping. A smile on his wizened face.

He looked near death with exhaustion. Sophie had never felt more alive. Each of their climaxes feeding her and nourishing her body. She tried to say a prayer to Mardoch, but she didn’t really believe in the pater’s god. Not enough to put her faith in him.

She stood and helped the old man to his feet.

“Are you leaving me?” he croaked as she eased him into his bed.

“No,” she said. “Not yet. I have some work to do.”

He nodded, smiling sweetly as Sophie tucked him under the covers. She left him like that and went to fetch the sacks containing Sir Guzman’s belongings. She unrolled the map onto the floor of the chapel, weighing it down with a few of her cheap pieces of jewelry to keep it flat. The map showed all of Aropa and the northern cost of Iden. She drew a trace with her finger from the Isle of Sepreth all the way along the southern coast to Aropa to distant Galamanca. Once she was on the mainland, it would be weeks of riding just to go straight to her old home. That would be pointless unless she accomplished the task of reclaiming her family’s good name in the process.

Maybe the priest was right. Maybe good deeds would earn back her title. She doubted that Mardoch would intervene on her behalf like the priest believed, but maybe her deeds could give her the support she needed to restore House Almodóvar and retake Castilla Lorica. Yes, she would free Margaret from the asylum and bring her to the castle. They would never be separated again.

“I’ll be a knight, like my father,” said Sophie, her gaze drifting to the plate armor weighing down the sack of Sir Guzman’s belongings.

She lifted the cuirass up and felt the joints of it beneath her fingers. Perhaps it was a bit of madness or her cursed strength, but she began to tear at the plates of the armor. Her expression was crazed. Sweat dripped from her face. She worked her fingers between the joints of the mail. She pried the Galamancan steel apart. She discarded pieces onto the dusty floor of the chapel. Piece-by-piece, stripping down the armor to its barest components.

She was left with a suit of armor that would fit her. It was fanciful, scarcely more than a strap to cover her groin, pauldrons that protected her shoulders, and a chest piece tufted with fur that could scarcely contain her breasts.

Was it suitable armor? Perhaps not. But it was armor that suited her. The armor of a Harlot Knight.

Exhausted by the effort, her darkborne vitality spent, Sophie lay down beside her handmade armor and fell asleep.
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Parting Gifts

Sophie awoke to a cup of tea being held in front of her face. The old priest helped her to sit up and she cradled the mug against her knees between sips.

“I hope you don’t mind,” said the pater, “but I made some adjustments to your rather interesting suit of armor while you were sleeping.”

“Hmmm?” That got her attention.

Pater Marneti held up the cuirass.

“The leather straps that draw it shut were brittle from sweat and the ages. I replaced them with this mechanical claps here. One little switch, see?” He flipped the tiny steel lever and there was a click. The entire cuirass split along the seam up the side and fell into two pieces. “A quick release lever! For when you need your, ah, assets available at a moment’s notice.”

“You made that?” said Sophie, doubting him.

“I’ve always been a bit of a tinkerer,” he said, handing her the halves of the cuirass.

She shed her shirt and fitted the cuirass over her breasts. It cinched tightly against her bust and she pulled the lever to close the armor around her bosom. Her prominent cleavage only seemed enhanced by the armor. The padding added to the apparent size of her breasts.

“Lovely,” declared Marneti. “Now you just need a sword.”

“Mmmm, yes,” agreed Sophie. “I think a reward is in order. Something to start the day right. How about your sword?”

She reached for the old pater’s robe. He didn’t object, but before she could feel his bulge there came a thunder of hooves and shouts from outside the chapel. The pater hastened to the door of the chapel and peeked outside.

“Soldiers! From Cutthroat Bay judging by the state of their uniforms. But there is a holy knight among them. A Protector of the Word.”

Sophie felt a jolt of fear. The guards from Cutthroat Bay might drag her back to jail and try to hang her. A Protector of the Word was a fanatical holy knight. He might torture her for days and then burn her alive for heresy.

“You cannot fight them,” whispered Pater Marneti. “Quickly. Go. Out the back window in the parsonage. They don’t have your horse, not that I can see. Find him and ride to the ferry. I will delay them as long as I can.”

Sophie was going to argue, but she could see no alternative. She gathered her meager belongings, rolled up the map, and gave Pater Marneti a kiss on the cheek.

“Thanks, old man,” she said.

“It was well worth helping you,” he said, and stole a kiss from her. She let it linger, deepen even, but it was interrupted by a heavy fist pounding on the door to the chapel.

“Open up!” shouted someone who sounded suspiciously like Captain Jeg. “Open up in the name of the law! And the, uh, Holy Order of Protectors!”

“Go,” hissed the pater and this time there was no arguing. She only hoped Jeg and this holy knight wouldn’t be too rough with the priest.

Sophie ran through the chapel and out of the back of the parsonage. She heard shouts echoing inside the chapel and boots thumping on the floor. Pater Marneti cried out as if struck. Sophie growled with anger as she climbed out the back window and dropped into the overgrown weeds. She could hear more shouting and things breaking as Jeg’s brute squad took out their anger on Pater Marneti and his belongings. Sophie could not linger. She could already hear some of the soldiers on horseback circling around the chapel.

She stumbled into the dark woods in search of her horse. After a few minutes of frantic running and searching, the chestnut stallion clomped out from among some mossy trees like nothing interesting was happening.

“There you are,” whispered Sophie. “Next time, try to find me instead.”

She swung onto the horse’s back and they set off through the forest as fast as she dared. It was a long and arduous ride from the island’s forested interior to the northwestern coast. It was nearly dark again when Sophie reached the city of Nicoshia. The largest city on the island stretched along the gentle curve of the Bay of Yolipo. A lighthouse in the bay swept its light across the dark harbor while countless lights glowed along the waterfront. Taverns doing a brisk business with sailors. Heavy freighters from the mainland of Heraklion docked here and the harbor was packed with four- and five-masted cargo ships.

The ferry that crossed the Bounded Sea departed from the harbor twice per day. Sophie just had to wait until morning.

Lacking coin for a room, or the ferry for that matter, Sophie decided to see about finding a sword. She preferred the power of persuasion over theft. She chose one of several smiths situated near the harbor. The sort of place that probably spent most of their time making nails for shipbuilding or barrel bands for the rum trade. It was just closing for the day when she arrived.

The smith was a big, handsome fellow with a shock of red hair and paler skin than most men in these parts. His shoulder and arm muscles were huge. His rawhide apron was scorched in many places from working with hot iron. He looked like he could swing a hammer that would flatten a plug of iron into a sword with a single blow. He lifted his gaze from his quenching bucket and his brows curved in surprise at the sight of Sophie.

She was willing to bet it was the fit of her armor. The way the furry rim bit into the soft expanse of her breasts. The way those lovely orbs heaped against the armor as she leaned over the counter and smiled at the smith.

“I need a sword,” she said, her tone offering no uncertainty.

“The uh… the swords are in the barrel there. Short swords five sovereigns. Long swords eight.”

Sophie didn’t even bother looking at the swords. Those were dull castoffs. Iron for thugs and old men thinking a blade might make their homestead safer. The real steel would be saved for specific customers. Behind the counter.

“I need something fit for a knight,” said Sophie.

“Got a dozen orders waitin’ to be filled,” said the man, standing up and thumping the bucket onto the counter. “Four days. Five if you want any custom embellishment.”

“I think you misunderstand,” said Sophie. “I want the finest sword you have and I want it tonight. I’m not going to give you any money for it. You’re going to work all through the night and finish it before dawn.”

“Why would I do a thing like that?” asked the smith.

“I can think of at least two good reasons,” said Sophie, hitting the release lever on her armor. The halves of her cuirass thumped to the floor. Her breasts settled free of their confinement. Flushed with her exertions from the long ride and lined with the pressure from the plates. But still enormous and perky despite their size. The creamy bounty of her bodice. A treasure finer than any coins this smith had ever been offered. She gathered her lovely breasts in her hands and ran her fingers over her stiffening nipples. “What do you say? Are these payment enough?”

The smith swallowed hard. He nodded slowly.

“Aye,” he rasped. “I’ll get the forge heated up.”

She pressed her breasts into his hands and a kiss to his lips. He tried to kiss her in reply, but she pulled back. Smiling.

“Afterwards,” she said. “I don’t want to wear you out before you’ve made my sword.”

“What’s your name?” asked the smith.

“Sophie Almodóvar,” she said proudly. “Work a silver hawk onto the sword if you can.”

“Oh, I can,” said the smith. “It will be a sword to match your beauty.”

She watched him work. His muscles standing out in the flickering light of the fire. His brow furrowed with the effort. It was hot and sweaty in the forge, so she didn’t bother with her cuirass. She left her breasts on display by that red glow. A constant reminder to the smith of his reward as he toiled at the anvil. Sparks skittering across the surface. The loud clang of hammer on hot metal ringing in Sophie’s ears.

Every so often, the smith walked over and took off his blackened gloves and ran his fingers over her breasts. Powerful fingers. Teasing her, but never rough with her. She cooed and smiled at him.

The mark throbbed with hunger. Tendrils pulsating through Sophie’s entire body from her exposed nipples to the sensitive bud of her clit. She couldn’t help but notice the bulge in the smith’s trousers. She almost told him to stop and take off his apron, but she knew it would interfere with the forging of her weapon.

So she smiled. And posed. And waited for the muscular smith to finish his work.

To be sure, he was not forging a blade from scratch. The blacksmith had selected one of the finest custom blades from among his waiting list and was finishing it for Sophie. Adding the spread wings of a hawk in silver to the longsword’s cross bar. Pounding out the last imperfections. Sharpening the blade’s double edges on his grindstone.

There was something more than the smith’s skill and experience at work in each swing of his hammer and each pump of the bellows. Sophie squirmed in the chair facing him, sweat glistening on her naked, forge-lit curves. Lust propelling her to stroke between her thighs and rub at her armored gusset. Desire driving the smith. Imbuing the blade with his need. His weapon would be a masterpiece. His reward would be her body.

Finally, he quenched the glowing steel with a thrust into the water. It sizzled and sputtered. He drew it out, steaming, and held it for her to see.

“Magnificent,” gasped Sophie.

“It bears your crest and your name. Here on the crossbar. Almodóvar. On the reverse side, the name of the blade. Temptress.” He offered her the sword’s grip. “Test it.”

He nodded to a chipped wooden post. Sophie took a swing, marveling at the perfect weight of the blade as it hacked into the wood. A single swing was enough. She dared not dull the blade. He gave her a simple leather sheath attached to a sword belt. She set both aside and rested her arms on his sweaty shoulders.

“Time to quench another blade,” she murmured, her lips very close to his.

Those big hands seemed to encircle her slender waist. He lifted her onto the warm metal of the anvil, parted her thighs, and went down to his knees. He balanced her legs over his shoulders as his tongue sought the heat of her cunt.

“Ohhhhhhhh! Was not… expecting that!” she gasped, clinging to his sweaty head as he tongued her clit. Sucked at her dewy folds. Thrust his tongue deep into her trembling channel. And licked at the divot of her anus. Each lash of his tongue a new delight. Thumping into her with the force he pounded into her sword. Temptress. The name rang in her mind and she began to buck and squirm atop the anvil. His tongue lashing her closer and closer to her climax.

Sophie arched atop the anvil, grabbing it with both hands and nearly crushing the poor smith between her powerful thighs. He didn’t relent. He kept tonguing her even as pleasure coursed through her body and pulsed in the back of her neck. A crackling, sizzling, glowing ecstasy hotter than any sparks from his pounding hammer.

“Oh my… oh my god,” gasped Sophie, shaking with aftershocks of ecstasy. “That was amazing.”

“You’ve felt my tongue,” growled the smith, rising above her as she sprawled across the anvil. “Now you will feel my hammer.”

Her eyes widened as he flung aside his apron and tugged open his trousers. His cock put his real hammer to shame. It had a huge blunt tip and a shaft as thick and rugged as the man wielding it. He grasped his manhood at the root and thumped the head of his cock against Sophie’s wet cunt. One of the smith’s big hands slid up her hip and engulfed a breast. Squeezing it. Toying with her nipple. He leaned over her as if to kiss her, but just before his lips met hers, he thrust into her.

And she knew his power. A mighty hammer blow resounding through her body. Plunging deep. His bollocks swinging against her ass. His fat tip wedging against her womb. A flash from the forge. Sparks spitting out onto the floor. He pulled back and drove in again. Her breasts swaying and heaving against her ribcage. His cock hammering in and out again. In and out.

Faster. Pounding her against the anvil. Shaping her with the fires of his lust.

“If I had known this was waiting for me,” gasped Sophie, “I wouldn’t have even asked for the sword.”

She hung her arms around his muscular neck, lifting partially off the anvil but only making it easier for him to pound his cock deep into her clutching cunt. Stroke after stroke, hilting inside her. Smacking her with his swinging balls.

His cock swelling. A deep groan rumbling from inside him. She kissed him and their tongues melted together as hot as molten iron. Her cunt gripping. His cock forcing through those squeezing walls. Harder. Faster. Until the slap of their flesh and her soft gasps were louder than the crackle of the fire in the forge.

“Pour your cum inside me,” cried Sophie. “Hold nothing back! I want it all!”

He growled and pulled his cock out. He rolled her over and dropped her heavily over the anvil. Then he grabbed her hips and drove into her cunt with the pounding, relentless force of a man with a purpose. His cock seemed to grow enormous with his surging lust. Her cunt slick with his pre and her foamy nectar drooling down her thighs.

“Your sword! My greatest work!” He roared, his hands holding fast to her waist.

“Your cock is even better,” cried Sophie. “Fuck me with it! Don’t stop! Fuck me until you cummmmmMMM OOHHHH!”

She threw back her bouncing head, her tits overhanging the anvil, her hands barely holding on to the edge as her orgasm exploded from the depths. The smith hilted his fat cock deep inside her and with a final roar of pleasure he erupted into her clutching cunt. Spurt after spurt drenching her womb and overflowing with each thrust of his cock. Spilling in warm creamy trickles down her legs. A thick flood of cum and pleasure that made Sophie feel alive like never before.

The smith gave her his every drop and then staggered back. His cock unsheathed with a soft slurp and a pump of milky spunk down Sophie’s leg all the way to her ankle and spilling down over one boot. She stayed draped over the anvil for several more seconds. She heard the smith fall onto a chair and she finally lifted her head to look.

He was spent while Sophie, with dawn almost upon them, was ready to face the day. He slumped on the chair, awake but unable to move as she gathered her thighs and dressed in her armor.

“Thank you for the sword,” she said. “I never even asked your name.”

“Ambrose,” he croaked.

“Eh, I’m glad I asked afterwards,” she said, shrugging at the name. She belted on the sword, gave the spent smith a last wink, and sauntered out of his shop.

The ferry was already beginning to load up at the docks. She traded in a pile of her cheap jewelry for a ticket and passage for her horse.

The ferry was a long, low boat converted from a barge. It hardly seemed seaworthy, but the grizzled old captain made the passage before noonday. The seas were agreeable and he even let Sophie join him in the pilot house.

From the merchant docks in Heraklion, which were large and busy but not really a proper settlement, she made her way inland. As Pater Marneti had advised, she stopped at the first town she came across.

Pyrgos. Population 845.


5

The First Quest of the Harlot Knight

“Goblins.”

Mayor Fargus stared at Sophie, his gaze focused on the creamy expanse of her cleavage. His bushy brow knit as if he was locked in a stare down with her tits.

“Are you certain? I thought goblins were driven out of these parts of Heraklion.” Sophie rested her hands on her hips as she stood before the councilors and the mayor of Pyrgos. The town hall was dry and dusty, as if it rarely saw use. She had barged into a rare town meeting.

Over the trouble in Pyrgos with goblins.

The elderly councilors murmured to one another. The mayor held up his hand.

“Yes, goblins,” he said. “They have been taking our crops. Our women. Our livestock. Our—”

“Hold on,” interjected Sophie. “Your women? The goblins are taking your women? How are they doing that?”

“These are extremely horny goblins,” said one of the councilors.

“Dangerously randy,” agreed another.

“Orgies of goblins take our women. These blasphemous little beasts turn our wives and daughters into insatiable sluts,” said a third councilor.

The mayor nodded and said, “Even if our women come back to us from the goblin caves they are intolerably horny. Hysterical with lust. That is why we were organizing a group to go into those caves and kill every last greenskin.”

“A bit rough,” said Sophie. She rested one hand on her sword, fingers stroking the silver hawk. “The goblins will put up a fight, you know. There’s always more of them than you think and they will not go easily.”

“We’ll smoke them out,” said one of the councilors. “The town guard can handle—”

The mayor raised a hand to interrupt the councilor.

“You have a proposal,” said the mayor. “Tell us your name and tell us what you think should be done?”

“My name is Sophie Almodóvar. Lady Sophie Almodóvar. I am the Harlot Knight.” She held out her arms as if presenting herself to them. They stared hard at her and then began to laugh. Sophie frowned. They kept laughing and she stomped a boot and pointed at them. “You want your goblin problem solved? Listen up. I will go up to those caves and I will run out every single one of those little green beasts. They’ll never bother your women again. I can’t help you with satisfying the women. If you can’t compete with a goblin…”

The council erupted in anger. Chattering and hurling accusations at Sophie. One man called for her to be arrested. The mayor pounded his fist on the table until the others fell silent.

“We will ignore your insult,” said the mayor. “I see no harm in letting you try to solve our problem. Perhaps you’ll find a good time with the goblins and never trouble our meetings again.”

The councilors laughed at that.

“Perhaps I’ll have this taken care of before sunup and come back expecting payment,” said Sophie.

The mayor’s eyes narrowed.

“What do you ask in return for driving out the goblins?”

She had considered this question as she walked into the meeting hall, before she even knew what the job was going to be. She needed coin, but a small town like Pyrgos wasn’t exactly wealthy. Assuming Pater Marneti was right, milking them dry probably wouldn’t be looked upon favorably by Mardoch.

“Five sovereigns,” she said. “And a meal and place to spend the night after I return from running them out.”

The council stared at her. A few chuckled.

“Five sovereigns, my lady?” The mayor scratched at his beard. “You realize this is dangerous work? If you are lucky the goblins will only capture you and have their way with you. If you anger them, they might kill you.”

“These goblins have killed?”

“Er, well, no,” said the mayor. “But they’re armed. And they’ve attacked some of the farmers. Beaten them up. Quite badly.”

“Maralonos lost a tooth,” said one of the councilors.

“They killed one of my goats and ate it,” said another.

“They turned my wife into a depraved woman,” murmured another, looking down at his lap. “All she does is moan for unmentionable acts. When I get home each night from the mill… it is exhausting.”

Sophie gave the mayor and councilors a skeptical look.

“Should I ask for more?”

“No, no, we accept,” said the mayor, grinning and rising ponderously from his chair. “Lady Sophie Almodóvar, by official decree of the mayor and the council of Pyrgos, we humbly request you rid the caves to the north of this infestation of goblins!”

A chorus monotone cheers from the council affirmed the mayor’s declaration.

There was no fanfare. Not great sendoff for Sophie. She was introduced to a ratty little guardsmen with yellow teeth and a poxy face named Kliven. The little man wore a rusty chain shirt and a helm much too big for his head that kept tipping off the back of his skull. His pants were stained with filth and his pike towered over him perilously.

“Kliven knows the way to the goblin caves,” said the mayor.

“Took my sister,” muttered the little man. “You think you can bring her back?”

“I’m sure I can,” said Sophie, feeling less than fully confident. Goblins were not much danger, even in large numbers, but to go into their nest was a whole other matter entirely. They had things they might be willing to fight over stashed away. Treasure and pups and, apparently, human slaves. This was their turf and Sophie was not under the illusion that driving them out would be easy. “You mentioned something about smoking them out?”

“Smoke bombs,” said Kliven, hefting a sack off the ground beside him. “Pepper smoke. Made ‘em myself. That’ll get to come out screaming.”

Sophie lifted one of the bottles of milky liquid and caught a whiff of the pungent aroma. It cleared her sinuses and made her eyes water. The mouth of the bottle was stoppered with wax.

“Just throw ‘em on the rocks,” said Kliven, grinning his yellow grin.

“Right, thanks.” Sophie hefted the sack. She didn’t like carrying around a bunch of bottles that might explode into burning smoke at any moment, but she imagined the alchemical bombs might be useful. “Lead the way then, Kliven. Show me where these little green fiends make their nest.”

The goblin caves were more burrows built into the face of the cut bank of a seasonal river. In the heat of summer, the water was mostly gone, with just a thin trickle of murky brown among the dusty rocks. The cave entrances were located well above the river on the steep face of the bank. There were enough rocks sticking out of the bank to make for easy handholds. Clearly the goblins had been using them to climb back into their caves.

“I’ll wait outside,” said Kliven. “Catch any that try to sneak out.”

Sophie took two of the bottles of pepper smoke and tucked them into her hip pouch. She passed the sack containing the rest back to Kliven.

“It will be tight in there. No way I can carry this around and hope to use my sword,” she explained.

“They’ll be here if you decide you need them,” replied Kliven.

Sophie began to climb the cliffs. The greasy guardsman ogled Sophie the whole way up. Each time she glanced down over her shoulder she could see him staring with his mouth agape. She was almost relieved to escape his lustful gaze and disappear into the dark of the goblin cave. He was making the mark on the back of her neck throbe.

Once inside the tunnel, Sophie was forced to crawl. Her sword clanked and dragged against the rocky earth and her knees were getting scuffed. Thankfully, the tiny burrow tunnel opened into a wider natural cave. She was able to stand and hold up a torch. The natural cave had numerous burrow-sized passages leading off in other directions, but one main passage that was big enough for Sophie to remain on her feet.

She decided that was the way to go. She advanced cautiously. One hand on her sword and the other holding her torch out ahead of her as she passed among mineral formations and stepped over slimy dampness. The smell of the cave, dank and forgotten, gave way to odors of habitation. Sweat and cooking food and refuse. Soon, she began to hear sounds echoing through the cave that were not just dripping water and the occasional tumbling rock.

There was the near constant jabbering of goblins. Distant, soft, but audible. Then, deeper, moaning female voices. The slap of flesh. Yipping excitement.

These were the unmistakable sounds of pleasure. Of mating. The goblins were having their way with their human captives. Each moan and cry of savage goblin pleasure sent a hot pulse through Sophie’s body. She tried to ignore it, but the deeper she went, the louder the sounds became, the more insistent the throbbing of the mark and the heat between her legs.

“Stay focused on the job,” murmured Sophie, her grip tightening on Temptress. Her breath heaving in her chest.

She followed the sounds through the dark caves. It wasn’t long before she found them. A dozen goblins, at least, crowded into a chamber just off the main path. It was dark in the room, but Sophie could see what was happening. The goblins were small, green and bald, with pointed ears and stubby little hands. They were scarcely half as tall as Sophie, but their numbers and their sharp teeth made them dangerous. There were three human women among the goblins. Pale flesh and ample curves half buried beneath green.

Sophie was surprised to find that none of the women were bound. In fact, as the goblins surrounded them and fondled them, the women offered no resistance. One was sucking a goblin’s cock. Another had a goblin cock in each hand. The third woman, closest to the passage and most visible to Sophie, was on her back and being fucked by two goblins at once. The runts were competing for the woman’s cunt, bending her legs back and clinging to her thighs as they both thrust into the blushing purse of her cunny.

“Oooooohhhh! Yessss! Fuck meeeee!” moaned the woman, making the goblins cackle and yip with delight.

The sights, sounds, and even the smells coming from the chamber paralyzed Sophie with their intensity. The mark on the back of her neck was so hot it felt like it might begin to steam and her cunt was aching to be touched. She could shed her armor and walk into that room. The goblins would not hesitate to leap upon her and satisfy their hunger. Their little green cocks thrusting into her body. She could take six at once. Maybe seven. No, more. She could take them all.

She watched them humping furiously at the women. Green flesh slapping against creamy white. Moans echoing out of the room as the goblins thrust, yipped, and spurted their filthy goblins spunk all over the women. Drenching their faces. Filling their mouths. Pouring countless loads of goblin seed straight into their fertile cunts. Goblins were infamously virile. Able to impregnate even old crones given enough time. Mating with goblins produced more goblins. Unlike orcs or other races liable to mate with humans, there was no crossbreeding with goblins.

“Ohhhh! Yes! Fill me! Fill me! I need your cummmm!” The filthy brunette nearest the passage had moved onto her hands and knees and was taking a goblin up her ass and riding another.

The sight of the woman bucking her hips with abandon and being pumped full by two goblins at once pushed Sophie over the edge. So many goblins. So many cocks. So much sexual energy thrusting and spurting in the room. It was driving Sophie mad. She had to get away from the sight or she was going to lose all control.

Gasping, barely able to keep from throwing herself into the orgy, Sophie staggered on past the room. A plan formed. A plan that might allow her to free those women from what seemed like a voluntary captivity and drive the goblins out.

First, she needed to draw the goblins away from the women. Then, she would make a trap for the goblins, and she would be the bait.
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The Goblin Layer

Sophie found what she was searching for down a side tunnel just big enough for her to walk hunched over. The tunnel opened into a wider cave and just beyond the tunnel she found a lone goblin. The little green brute was plump compared to most of the goblins she had seen. He was noisily slurping and biting at a drumstick of some roasted gamebird. He was seated against the wall with his spear leaned beside him. Sophie guessed he would be about as tall as her hip if he stood up.

She could easily defeat this goblin. One swing of Temptress would take off his pudgy head. But Sophie had seen the pleasure these goblins were giving to their captives. She had seen the willingness of the women. She was not about to murder any goblins unless it became necessary.

Instead, she quietly unbelted her sword and hid it among several stalagmites rising from the floor of the cave. Then, scuffing her boots loudly, she staggered into the room as if disoriented. The goblin stared at her for a moment in disbelief. Then, with a yip of alarm muffled by the drumstick in his mouth, he shot to his feet and grabbed his spear.

“Oh, no!” cried Sophie. “A goblin!”

She retreated from his spear tip. Backing into the wall as the goblin jabbered in a raspy, high-pitched voice. As she collided with the wall of the cave, she brought one hand down on the quick release of her cuirass. The seal opened. The pressure on her chest released. The armored front fell and her plump breasts settled into place. Pink nipples stiff and her chest and throat flushed with her arousal.

The goblin stopped jabbering and stared in awe of Sophie’s large breasts. Big to any man, but mountains of fertility to a pint-sized goblin. As Sophie had hoped, the goblin found such a bounty irresistible.

He let out a squeak of delight, tossed aside his spear, and leapt at Sophie’s breasts. His little green hands caught in the soft mounds of her tits and he pushed her back to the wall.

“Ah! Unhand me, beast!” she cried, pushing at him as if trying to dislodge him.

“Daba gabbooo! Daba! MMM!!!” Whatever he was saying must not have been very important to the goblin as he began loudly slurping on Sophie’s left breast. She cried out with delight at the warm, suckling pleasure of the eager goblin. Hot lashes of need reaching to her clit with each hungry suck of the goblin on her breast.

As he slurped wantonly on Sophie’s left breast, his hand fumbled with the stiff nipple of her right breast. Pinching. Pulling. Rough but too small to do any serious injury. He popped his lips free of one breast and moved to the other. His little, sharp teeth nipping at her sensitive flesh. His tongue flicking and circling her bud.

“Ohhhhhhh! Stop that!” cried Sophie, easily slipping into the role of overwhelmed harlot. “Ohhhh, you’re making me… so wet! Ohhhh, Mr. Goblin! Please! Stop sucking on my breasts!”

Her plaintive cries only seemed to further excite the little brute. He began to drag Sophie down to the floor of the cave. Which wasn’t exactly her plan. She had wanted him excited, yes, but she had hoped he might call out to his comrades. Instead, the gluttonous goblin wanted Sophie all to himself. In the heat of the moment, with his mouth still sucking at her breast and his hands pulling her down to the floor, she found it difficult to disagree with him.

She wanted it almost as bad as the goblin. But she had to beware of that goblin virility. Her mark had always protected her from unwanted entanglements, but she was not eager to test its boundaries with a goblin. Instead, she reached for the goblin’s loincloth and felt the swelling of its cock with a squeeze.

“Mmmm? Dabbo goopa grabba?” The goblin looked up at her curiously from her cleavage.

“Ohhh, yes, I want your cock right here,” cooed Sophie, sliding two fingers between her dangling breasts. “Let me feel that hard goblin prick fucking my big, soft, warm human breasts.”

“Oppako! Squiz-squiz!” The goblin bounced back from her and yanked aside his loincloth to reveal a bumpy green cock about as long as Sophie’s middle finger. The pudgy goblin grabbed hold of his root and wagged his cock up and down as he bounced from foot to foot. “Squiz-squiz! Squiz-squiz!”

“Yes, that’s right,” giggled Sophie, hefting the weight of her breasts in each hand. “Squiz-squiz for your cocky-wocky.”

She pressed her breasts tightly together and worked them up and down as if they were already squeezing the goblin’s bumpy little cock. The pudgy goblin’s beady eyes widened with delight. He thrust his hips forward, his cock dripping with precum in an oily strand. Sophie leaned closer and parted the soft weight of her breasts. She pressed the goblin’s cock between her tits and then looked at him as she let a long glob of saliva drip from her tongue onto his shaft.

“OOOoooooo! Squiz-squiz!” The goblin exclaimed with delight as Sophie spread her saliva over his green cock. His hard prick disappeared completely between the creamier portion of her breasts as she pressed her tits around him. The goblin’s pleasure plainly grew as his head sagged to one side and he began muttering as if in a daze.

“You’re soooo hard,” moaned Sophie, playing up her lust only a little. “Let me squeeze all that dirty goblin cum out for you. Would you like that?”

“Dabba dabba daboo!” snapped the goblin. He grabbed hold of Sophie’s shoulders and began to rut into her cleavage. His spit-slicked cock slid easily in that soft passage, the very tip of his cockhead poking up form between her breasts like some purpling green amulet. His hold tightened on her shoulders and his thrusts became frantic. She could feel his building pleasure in her mark.

“That’s it,” she gasped. “Fuck my tits. Don’t be shy about it. I’m a big girl. I can take all you’ve got.”

“Squiz-squiz dabbo gabbo!” cried the goblin, ramming into Sophie’s cleavage and slapping his hips against her yielding breasts. She wanked her tits up and down his cock a bit, but that made him snap and bare his sharp teeth. He wanted to be in charge. So she let him have his way with her breasts, thrusting and grunting and humping away at them like the terrible little beast he was.

His pleasure built. Sophie’s mark throbbed. Her hunger grew with each slapping thrust of the goblin.

“Cum for me,” she panted. “Let me feel all that hot goblin spunk squirting out.”

The pudgy goblin let out a high-pitched squeal of pleasure that echoed through the cave. His cock throbbed between Sophie’s squeezing breasts and to her surprise a huge spurt of goblin spunk launched from her cleavage and hit her right in the tip of her nose. She cried out and jerked back as the goblin thrust again and again. His pleasure overwhelming Sophie’s senses and filling her with similar explosive ecstasy. She devoured the waves of intense pleasure as the goblin drenched her lips, chin, and breasts in oily, pungent goblin spunk.

The goblin’s squeals finally died away and he slumped back to the floor, his cock still hard and twitching, but his little chest heaving with exertion. He looked up at Sophie, almost accusingly, as she leaned over him with her tits dripping with his cum.

“Oh, no, we can’t stop there,” she said, pressing her breasts back around his cock. “I’m going to get all the strength you can give me.”

“Gabba dabba gooohhh?” The goblin lifted his head and watched in confusion as she took him into her mouth.

Sophie’s cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard at the goblin’s little finger of cock. He was too weak to protest as she slurped wantonly on him, her tits dragging against his legs and her head bobbing atop his green goostick. Thoroughly immobilized with pleasure, the goblin did nothing but watch helplessly as Sophie sucked him back to the brink. She could soon feel his balls tightening up and his cock fizzing with that certain need to cum.

“That’s right,” she panted, giving his tip a few lashes of her tongue. “I’m going to suck it all out. So you might as well cum for me.”

“Greebok no sukka-sukka dabbo!” moaned the goblin.

Sophie slurped him back into her mouth and he began to squeal like a little piggie, squirming and bucking against her face as she sucked on his surging cock. With a hot rush, she felt his orgasm rising and began to touch herself. She let her armored loin piece drop from her cunt and strummed at her aching clit. She pumped three fingers into the heat of her pussy as she sucked the goblin over his limit.

She was reward with a hot, pulsating throatful of goblin spunk. Very salty, more so than any human, but easy to take because it was thinner. She drank it down, sucking hard as the goblin practically screamed with his climax. With her portion of gulped goblin goo, Sophie swallowed enough pleasure to strengthen her body and ready her for the arduous task to come.

For the delighted wailing of the goblin had reached far and wide in the cave system. From every tunnel, burrow, and chamber, the alerted goblins came running. A few sentries appeared first, followed by warriors, curious elders, and even the goblins who had previously been busy with the human captives.

At least two dozen goblins had swarmed into the cave, though it was hard for Sophie to get an accurate count as the goblins surrounded her and began jostling to have a better look. When they realized she was sucking the pudgy goblin’s cock and not in the process of killing him, they put aside their weapons and began to fondle her.

“Ohhhhh, yes, don’t be afraid,” moaned Sophie. “Everybody gets a turn!”

She was living the fantasy she had felt when watching the three other women with the goblins. Their little grubby hands were everywhere. Stroking her and squeezing her. Prodding her dangling breasts. Tweaking her stiff nipples. Hands spread her ass and others stroked her clenched hole, the wetness of her pussy.

Their mouths followed their fingers and soon she was being licked and sucked and kissed by more goblins than she could count. Tongues warred at her cunt and asshole. A goblin elder pressed a kiss to her lips and soon she was swapping spit with that bitter-mouthed old goblin. Goblins sucked her tits and nibbled at her ear and pried her boots off to slurp at her.

“Don’t hold back, boys,” laughed Sophie. “How about some of those goblin cocks?”

She wasn’t sure if any of them understood her, but things had a way of progressing naturally once they got started. Soon enough, Sophie had all the goblin cock she could ever want. They weren’t shy about them either, as they surrounded her and began rubbing their cocks all over her naked body. Some were trying to get inside her and she eagerly presented herself to them on her hands and knees. She groaned as two cocks went into her ass and a third thrust into her pussy. She looked over her shoulder and she couldn’t even tell which goblins were fucking her and which were trying to fuck her still. There were cocks rubbing against her ass, her hips, her breasts, her arms, even her shoulders. Three goblins stood in front of her, grabbing her hair and yanking her towards their cocks. She opened wide and they took turns thrusting into her mouth.

At first, the goblins were in charge. Even with her enhanced strength, she could not resist this many of them at once. They plundered her pussy and pumped her full of hot cum. She hoped her mark would hold true. Cum spurted into her ass, drenched her cheeks, and spattered her back. One vigorously wanking goblin pumped a steaming pitcher’s worth of hot cum all over Sophie’s shoulder and down her neck in dripping rivulets.

“Yesss! Moreeee!” she cried, feeling each eruption with hot waves of her own pleasure. Her strength brimming. Overflowing. Bursting inside her. The goblins took turns. They covered her face in cum. They fucked her ass and pussy several times until she was sore and dripping.

The balance of power began to turn as the goblins began to expend all their energy. One-by-one they collapsed around the cave, spent after two or three or four orgasms. Sophie, a spunk-pasted mess, was stronger than ever. She took to riding the goblins and using her hips to coax them over the edge when their own strength failed. She was buzzing with strength. She could have crushed them all. But she wasn’t interested in killing the goblins.

Just wearing them down to nubs. Some moaned with worry or tried to crawl away from her when they realized she was growing stronger with each passing moment. She didn’t let them get away.

“Dabbo, ooma mukkona!” moaned one as she sucked his cock.

“Oooma mukkona mukko!” squeaked another as she was riding him relentlessly.

The goblins were bewildered by her insatiable strength. They were probably used to fucking their captives senseless, but Sophie had tamed them all. At last, the final goblin slumped beneath her, his eyes rolling and his breath coming in shuddering gasps.

“Well, looks like I win,” chuckled Sophie, rising to her feet and standing triumphant over twenty-five or so exhausted goblins. She was drenched in sweat and goblin spunk, but she had never felt more invigorated. “You boys have a little rest. I’m going to see what can be done with those poor girls.”

“Dabboo?” asked the pudgy goblin as he leaned against the wall.

“Oh, don’t worry, I’ll be back,” giggled Sophie, blowing him a kiss.

She retraced her steps through the goblin caves and found the trio of captives sitting together and talking. They looked up in surprise to see Sophie, who knew she looked quite unkempt, standing in the entrance to their chamber.

“Who are you?” said one of women, a straw-haired blonde with a birthmark on her cheek.

“Yeah, was that you wot got rid of our boys?” asked an older blonde with pendulous breasts.

The brunette stood up and looked and put her hands on her hips as she stared as Sophie.

“I don’t know this woman,” said the brunette. “You’re not from our village. Who are you?”

“My name is Lady Sophie Almodóvar.” She stood proudly despite being completely naked with her hair tangled and her breasts smeared with goblin cum. “I am a knight errant of Galamanca. I have come to rescue you.”

The women exchanged glances and burst out laughing. Sophie’s face reddened.

“Did you not hear me? I’ve come to rescue you!”

“Oh, dearie, did the menfolk send you?” asked the older blonde. “We have to pretend the goblins capture us. They used to, you know, have their way with us. But soon enough we figured out what we liked and they minded their manners a bit. Nowadays we just come out here when we’re lookin’ for a bit of fun.”

“The goblins treat us right, they do,” said the other blonde, nodding emphatically.

“We don’t need rescue,” added the brunette.

“Asides,” said the younger blonde, running a hand over the slight bulge of her abdomen. “I’m startin’ to show with me little goblin runts.”

“Eh, congratulations?” Being practically tortured by the Pateric inquisitors had broken Sophie of any petty morality, but she still doubted the wisdom of letting goblins knock you up. “I am glad the goblins were not rough with you, but I am afraid I was hired to run the goblins out of the caves. That is exactly what I mean to do. They have preyed upon your village—”

“Did you not just listen?” demanded the brunette. “We like the goblins! They know how to make us cum! Our husbands are fine, sure, but the goblins bring us nice food to eat and have wild sex with us.”

“Godless, heathen, perverted sex,” added the older blonde.

“They gives babies to some of the women in the village who can’t have none with their husbands,” said the younger blonde.

Sophie frowned. This was not how it was supposed to go. She had the strength at the moment to beat these three women senseless and drag them back to the village, but that seemed worse than letting them have their way. There had to be some better solution to this.

She remembered back when she was a proper young lady, there was a boy she used to meet in the woods. A commoner. A candlemaker’s son. He had helped her up one day when she was out with her mother and she had been struck by how handsome he was. Obviously, not the sort of boy she could ever marry, and a bit too simpleminded for that anyway, but a real stud. By the time she came of marrying age she was meeting him in the woods twice a week and having all sorts of illicit fun with him that would have made her father kill the boy.

Perhaps a woodland tryst was just what these three ladies needed. Sophie smiled and held up her hands to calm the women and their anger.

“I understand how it can be to not find satisfaction at home,” said Sophie. She related to them her suitors and the story of the candlemaker’s son. “But I would never marry him. He was there for fun and I’m sure he enjoyed it too.”

“So what are you suggestin’ be done?” asked the older blonde.

“Can you make the goblins understand you?” asked Sophie.

“You mean their tongue? It ain’t hard,” said the younger blonde. “I speak enough to get by.”

“Good,” said Sophie. “I have them all laid out nearby. You come with me and tell them they need to move north and stay well clear of the village. Find somewhere else to make their camp. But you’ll meet them halfway. Pick a spot and meet them there. You can have your fun with them and then go home to your husbands.”

“Awwww, but half the fun is pretendin’ to be caught and held hostage,” moaned the older blonde.

“It could work,” said the brunette. “There’s that swimming hole up north. We could pretend to go for a swim and meet the goblins there.”

“There you have it,” said Sophie. “That’s what you’ll tell them then.


7

Rewards for the Savior of Pyrgos

“The gold, mmmmm, as promised,” grunted Mayor Fargus, nodding his head towards a sack on his desk.

His chair creaked rhythmically as Sophie rode her plump bottom back against his lap. Each roll of her hips sent her cheeks back against his thighs and her slick cunt engulfed him. If he knew his prick was lubricated with goblin cum, he didn’t seem to mind.

“The women… are back with their men,” groaned the mayor, caressing Sophie’s ass as the chair protested and shook beneath them. “And there will be… hnnnnn… no more of this nonsense?”

“No more,” gasped Sophie, her back to the mayor as she rode his lap. Her tits bounced with the motion and her face flushed with pleasure. “The goblins have been driven out and will not attempt to invade your town again.”

“I must ask,” wheezed the mayor, reaching around Sophie to fondle both her breasts. He kissed her shoulder and her neck, then asked his question almost directly into her right ear, “How did you do it?”

In the end, it had taken a bit of intimidation. The goblins, understandably, didn’t want to leave their home. They tried to rally and push Sophie and the women back into the chamber where the women were kept. Sophie didn’t even need her sword. She was still invigorated by the massive orgy with the goblins and she easily picked up the first two goblins that came at her and threw them halfway across the cave. The other goblins cowered in the face of her strength. The goblin elder was forced to accept Sophie’s arrangement for secluded rendezvous with the women of Pyrgos.

The goblins hugged their “captives” farewell and set off into the woods. The pudgy goblin was the last to go and Sophie, feeling sorry for him most of all, picked him up in her arms and planted a big kiss on his lips. She put him back down when she felt his cock going stiff against her.

“Safe journeys,” she said to the little goblin.

“Dabboo wakka takka,” he said and joined his comrades. They filed out of the cave and into the woods.

“And that was how I did it,” explained Sophie, riding hard and fast against the mayor’s lap as his pleasure built to the point of no return.

“Ohhhhh, very clever,” groaned the mayor, holding her waist as if he had any control over what was happening.

Sophie was using him. Getting that last taste of pleasure before she set off to find more adventure. His ecstasy surged and his cum erupted into her depths. The hot rush of it flooding into her cove sent Sophie over the edge. She rode back hard onto his lap and ground her cunt against him. His seed overflowing her fluttering walls and dripping down his bollocks.

“Yesssss, it worked,” she moaned. “I only hope… ooohhhh… you are understanding if any of the women come back with… oooohhhh… unexpected bundles of joy.”

“Goblin pups? We’ll not blame the women. But we may have to—”

“Do nothing to those poor little goblins,” growled Sophie, her cunt tightening around the mayor’s throbbing cock. “You will care for them as if they are sons of this town. Or I will return and punish you all.”

“Y-yes,” groaned the mayor, too weak to object. “Yes, of course. We will take good care of them. Take good care of… ohhhhhh… too sensitive, Lady Almodóvar.”

“Mmmmm, yes you are, big boy,” she chuckled, slowing her ride atop him as his cum continued to leak out. She slowed until she was sitting on his lap and gave his cock a last squeeze. The mayor shuddered and let out a weak moan. Sophie couldn’t help but giggle again. She lifted her plush bottom from his lap and felt his flagging cock slide from her creamy depths. With a wordless groan and a last, faint pat upon her luscious rear, the mayor bid her farewell.

Sophie scooped up her payment, noting by the heaviness of the pouch that it was a sack full of silver and bronze coins rather than gold sovereigns. The mayor must have taken up a collection among the townspeople while she was off “rescuing” their women. She had no doubt he would have kept the payment for himself if she had ended up spending months in some goblin breeding room in their den.

While the old mayor slumped in his chair, moaning about a succubus, Sophie cinched her armor back into place and made her way out of the town hall. The streets – or street singular – was very quiet in Pyrgos. No great fanfare or congratulations for a job well done. Certainly no sign from Mardoch that Sophie had done his good work.

“What was I honestly expecting?” she muttered to herself. No matter, she was used to a career where her work was its own reward. That and the sack of coins she’d just been given. She wanted to buy a big meal and have a nice soak in a hot bath. She’d spotted an inn and tavern called The Randy Rutabaga at the edge of Pyrgos. She wasn’t sure about the name, but if the food was hot and the room had a lock she would be satisfied.

The wooden sign was in sight and Sophie was already imagining tureens of buttery vegetables and platters of saucy pork and piles of fresh bread. She stopped. There was something in the air. Something that raised gooseflesh on her arms and made the back of her neck tingle.

The door to The Randy Rutabaga swung open and a mob of armed men filed out and blocked the road. There were nine of them by Sophie’s count and their leader was unmistakably Ornash Jeg. The captain and his men were not armed with cudgels anymore either. They were brandishing swords, spears, and axes.

“’Ello, my treacherous strumpet,” said Jeg, flashing his ugly smile. “Time to settle your debts.”

Sophie’s hand edged towards the grip of Temptress. She knew a fight was probably what Jeg wanted, but she wasn’t going to go into his custody without one. Better to die on her feet than whatever tortures he had planned.

“Sophia Almodóvar!”

The voice boomed from behind her. Sophie didn’t dare turn her back on Jeg and his mob. She stole a glance over her shoulder and felt a cold shock from the mark on the back of her neck.

The Protector of the Word was in full plate armor with a tabard marked by the four holy pillars of Patericism and a shield motif. The man was huge, with broad shoulders and at least a head of height on Sophie. Only a hint of blond hair and his intense blue eyes were visible through the leonine face mask of his helmet.

“No one calls me Sophia,” shouted Sophie. “Only my mother.”

“It is your Pateric name in the Holy Register,” said the knight, stepping closer and brandishing a massive broadsword. “It is what you shall be called when your name is added to the List of the Vanquished, blasphemer.”

“Murderess,” shouted Jeg.

“Quiet!” boomed the knight. “You should have been protected in an asylum like your sister. But your corruption has been allowed to fester. No more, Sophia Almodóvar. Look at you, dressed like a wanton harlot. Reeking of sex! Your unholy alliance to the darkborne is plain to see. That burning mark on your neck is the only testimony I need in the trial of your soul!”

The knight’s boots thumped closer. Sophie decided he was the bigger threat and turned her back on Jeg and his mob. She drew Temptress and raised her sword defensively. Even invigorated by fucking an entire tribe of goblins and capping it off with the mayor, Sophie doubted she had the strength to defeat a foe like this hulking knight.

“What is your name?” she demanded.

“I am Sir Varlock of Jagdensburg!” he shouted, starting to run at her with huge, clanking strides. “I will redeem your soul or send it into the darkness!”

“I’m Sophie Almodóvar of Lorica,” said Sophie, flourishing Temptress with a flash of sunlight from the silver blade. “The Harlot Knight. I’m not stopping until I have restored the good standing of House Almodóvar and I have my sister and my family’s lands back. Nothing can stop me, Sir Varlock. Not even a Protector of the Word!”

“Yield now and I will make your death quick!” bellowed the knight, readying a swing to take off Sophie’s head.

She could hear Captain Jeg and his mob charging her from behind. Their spears about to skewer her body. The mark on her neck as cold as ice and some wordless voice in her head urgently hissing at her to set some darkness within her free.

Instead, Sophie smiled and threw the bottles of pepper smoke at her feet. The bottles exploded into a choking white cloud. Sophie was ready for the stinging fog. She closed her eyes tightly and dodged out of the cloud of smoke, using the width of the dirt road to her advantage and letting Jeg’s men collide with Sir Varlock. The men shouted in surprise and pain and began coughing and staggering out of the cloud.

Sophie used that moment to escape from her attackers. Her intention was to flee down an alleyway, but she found it blocked by a hunched man in a dark black cloak.

“Move aside!” she cried.

The hunched man retreated a step, still blocking Sophie’s escape. She sheathed her sword and grabbed the man by his shoulders to shove him out of the way. A glint of silver on her chest stopped her. The cold pricking on the back of her neck she had felt before became an intense wave of nausea.

The man threw back his cloak, revealing a scarlet lining. He had deep, dark eyes and a thin mustache and pointed beard. His face was cruel and ageless in the way of aristocrats. But he wore the collar and black robe of a pater. His vestments were immaculate. Not like the threadbare robe of the hermit priest Pater Marneti. The silver amulet of Mardoch he wore against his slender chest seemed to glow.

“It was you,” choked Sophie, retreating a step. “Not the knight. You.”

“God works through me,” said the man, his voice hard. “I am only his vessel. As you are only a vessel for the darkborne thing that crawls within your flesh.”

He grasped his medallion and held it towards Sophie.

“In the name of the Father, the Holy Spirit, the Watcher, and the Will! I cast you out, creature of darkness! In the name of Mardoch, I banish thee!”

The pain from the mark on the back of Sophie’s neck became searing hot. Something screamed within her. Its voice so loud that she could hear nothing else. A howling that she had only heard once before. The night her sister’s screams had echoed through Castilla Lorica.

Sophie began to sag. Her legs buckling. Her body falling as the priest continued to chant.

“Mardoch,” rasped Sophie. “Mardoch, protect me…”

Maybe it was Mardoch who took mercy on her. Or maybe it was the thing that had put its mark on Sophie’s flesh. She could not be certain of either. But there was a boom that crumpled the walls of the buildings to either side, leaving deep indentations and raising clouds of dust. The pater was thrown onto his back and his medallion was torn from his grasp. Behind Sophie, in the street, Sir Varlock and Captain Jeg’s men were scattered to the ground like windblown scarecrows.

Sophie willed herself to rise. She staggered forward, kicking the medallion out of the pater’s reach as she ran for the edge of Pyrgos. They were too stunned to stop her.

In the sparse woods, Sophie found her horse and climbed weakly onto his back. Relief washed over her as she slumped against his neck.

“Small miracles,” she rasped, barely able to remain conscious. “Ride west. To Akros.”

The horse whinnied and set off west as if he understood her words. Sophie’s strength had been expended by whatever force had exploded from her body in that alleyway in Pyrgos. She felt herself slipping into darkness. Tormented by wordless, hushed voices that seemed to accuse her with their tone.

Her mission to impress Mardoch, find her sister, and restore her family would have to wait.

At least until she could find someone to fuck.
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