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1

In Search of Margaret

Vithe, the Holy City of Mardoch, the so-called Fortress of a Thousand Cathedrals, felt like the last place in the world that Sophie Almodóvar belonged. There was a solemn quiet to the broad streets and a modesty to every inhabitant that made Sophie extremely aware that she was all but naked beneath her cloak. Well, she was wearing an armored bodice, boots, and a loincloth, but by the standards of these collared paters and hooded nonnas, she was in lingerie.

It wasn’t just a matter of not being like the others on the streets as she made her way among the white stone towers, marble statues, and stained-glass. It was that the Church was actively hunting Sophie. She was a wanted woman, accused of consorting with demons. An accusation Sophie felt acutely each time the invisible mark on the back of her neck sent a throb of desire through her flesh.

“Excuse me, miss,” murmured a robed young docent, bowing his tonsured head. “Are you lost?”

“Ah, actually, I am,” said Sophie, glancing around and leaning closer to the young man. “I am searching for a hall or library of some sort. A place where they store records about members of the church.”

The young man’s brow knit with concern. He appraised her with his innocent brown eyes.

“Are you… are you certain that is somewhere you are supposed to be?”

Sophie did not have the connections that noble Sir Guzman had in Vithe. No pater or scribe to tug on for a little assistance. Of course, Sophie had other methods for getting information about where her sister was being kept. The darkborne mark on her neck sent another hot throb through her body that arced to her stiff nipples and down to the straining bud of her clit.

“I am very certain,” said Sophie breathlessly, “it is where I am supposed to be.”

She pushed the young man back into an alleyway lost in a tangle of flying buttresses between two cathedrals. The poor lad never stood a chance. Sophie pressed her crimson lips to his and thrust her tongue into his innocent mouth. She groped his body, feeling the leanness of a young man unaccustomed to hard labor, but not given much to eat either. Her fingers traced the amulet depicting the Four Pillars of Mardoch and slipped lower, to part his crisp brown robe and reach within.

“Mmmmm!” he objected as her fingers wrapped his straining prick. “Miss… what are you doing? This is… my vows… ah!”

“Shhhhh,” purred Sophie. “What does it say in the book? ‘Live for Mardoch in each day and in each action.’ What do you think Mardoch would do if I had my hand on his prick?”

“That’s blasphmmmmmm!” The young man’s objection was countered by Sophie’s kiss. He continued to try to argue as his tongue moved against hers. “Mmmmmm. Mmmm. Hmmm.”

Sophie knew she was being bad. It probably was not necessary for her to deepen her kiss with the young docent and pump her soft hand on his cock until she began to feel the slick oil of his lust weeping down his shaft. She might have convinced him with a little gentle prodding into giving up the location of the records pertaining to her sister. But being in this quiet city full of chaste men was driving Sophie mad like a starving woman next to a cookfire.

“Tell me,” she gasped against the young man’s lips as her hand pumped his straining cock. “Where do they keep the records of transfers from the House of St. Justinia?”

“The… the house of the deranged?” gasped the young man, looking down at Sophie’s hand on his reddening cock.

“They keep the sick of mind,” said Sophie, nibbling at his ear. Rubbing her thumb beneath the head of his cock. “Where do they make records when they send their patients somewhere else?”

“I… I… the Archives of Redemption on Foundation Plaza. But the archives are restricted. The archivists shall never permit you to... ahhh!” His brow furrowed as he watched Sophie’s fingers pumping his prick. “Please… I cannot endure much more, miss.”

“Mmmmm, perfect,” purred Sophie, kissing the young docent once more as she fell back against the wall of the cathedral. She parted her thighs, letting her cloak fall open as she drew aside her loincloth. The docent’s brown eyes widened with shock as Sophie guided his cock to her slick entrance.

There was no resisting her charm once he felt the warm, silken caress of her folds against his straining tip. He cried out desperately and thrust through Sophie’s fingers and into her hot cove.

“That’s it,” gasped Sophie, pinned to the wall by the docent’s forceful thrusts. “Let it all out. That’s a good boy. A little something to remember me by.”

Sophie had presumed she might have to fuck the young man several times to exhaust him so she could pilfer his docent’s medallion. She was beginning to think it would take only a single, frenzied rut.

He kissed her madly, crying out with anguish as he thrust again and again into her clutching cunt. His cock, scarcely more than average, seemed to swell hugely within her trembling folds. His hands groped awkwardly at her breasts still encased within her armored cuirass. His fingers curled over the breastplate to feel the soft swell of her bosom. He thrust again and again, his strokes seeming almost desperate in their intensity and irregular rhythm.

“Cum for me,” cried Sophie against his lips. “Give me your seed. Let it all out inside me. There is no sin in pleasure.”

Many within the Church would disagree with Sophie’s words, but the docent at least seemed to have given up any arguments about chastity. He pounded his glistening red cock into Sophie’s tilted cunny, finally giving up on her breastplate and grabbing her bare hips as he hammered her bottom against the wall.

“My pleasure… rises… AHHH! Forgive me!”

He thrust his hot cock so deep that it felt as if he was trying to push his throbbing stones into Sophie’s snug purse. She felt his bollocks against her, pulsating as his cock began to twitch. His fingers were like vises against her plush hips. His lips close to hers as he let out an anguished cry and unleashed spurts of his spunk deep into her cove.

“Mmmmmm! Yessss!” laughed Sophie. “That’s a good boy. Let it all out for me. Give me every drop.”

The pleasures of the flesh gripped her in sympathy with the docent’s release. But it was the mark on the back of her neck that sent an even greater pleasure pounding through her body from her straining nipples to her twitching clit.

Her darkborne curse fed her upon the pleasure of the young docent. Not like a succubus, not draining his life force, but feasting on the raw ecstasy of the flesh as he exhausted himself in that tempest of his climax. His spent pleasure invigorated Sophie.

He let out a last whimper and stumbled back from Sophie, his cock already deflating as it slid from her creamy cunt. She felt the slick nectar ooze down her thighs as the docent gave her a horrified look and collapsed to the ground.

“Demon,” he whimpered, lying among the buttresses. His eyes fluttered closed.

“Not quite,” chuckled Sophie, standing over him and slowly squatting down. She could feel the cum dripping from inside her and spattering his robes as she took hold of his docent’s medallion and slipped it from his neck. She hung the medallion against her chest where it lay heavily atop the impressive shelf formed by her robed breasts.

She gave the docent a last kiss on his sleeping cheek, arranged his robe to give him a bit of decency, and departed for Foundation Plaza and the Archives of Redemption.

Sophie drew the hood of her robe over her head to hide the flush in her cheeks as she made her way through the Holy City. She could conceal herself from the judgment of the black-robed priests and nuns walking like crows along the white stone boulevards.

No robe could hide Sophie’s deeds from Him. From Mardoch. After all, she was in His Holy City, sneaking among His faithful servants. She knew Mardoch was judging her methods. She had to hope her deeds would ultimately justify her actions to Mardoch and He would see fit to free her from her curse. Until then, the mark compelled her to continue in her sinful ways.

Foundation Plaza was one of several grand squares of Vithe and dated back to the beginnings of the city as a walled fortress adjoining the great city of Zora. The walls had long since been expanded, leaving behind only four towers around Foundation Plaza. These had been transformed into the symbolic pillars of Mardoch: wisdom, truth, purity, and strength. Each pillar was topped with a devotional image depicting an act corresponding to the pillar. Through ingenious design, the shadows of the four statues seemed to link hands in the plaza below no matter where the sun was in the sky.

The buildings that surrounded this plaza were no less impressive than the architecture of the plaza itself. Each structure was a massive act of devotion to Mardoch. Cathedrals, shrines, and even the barracks of the Holy Guard of Vithe. The exquisite beauty of the Archives, a testament to the faith’s love of columns, was enough to awe most who visited.

But not Sophie. She had seen the aether itself torn asunder by tentacles of a darkborne god. She bore the unseen mark of it upon her flesh. Arranging a bunch of rocks nicely wasn’t quite on that level.

She ascended the wide staircase to the guarded entrance of the Archives. The medallion Sophie took from the docent was enough to grant her entry to the Archives, but only to the vestibule. Every cough or footstep created an echo in the vaulted quiet of this grand space. Doors opened to galleries containing the records of more than ten centuries of the Church. Each gallery was patrolled and serviced by the Sisters of the Word. Bustling with carts piled high with moldering books and ancient scrolls. Bringing records or answering requests for the paters and their menials waiting in the antechamber.

Sophie was unsure of where to begin.

“Why have you come to us, sister docent?” asked a soft voice from beside Sophie.

The woman was young and half a head shorter than Sophie. Her hair was tucked beneath her white wimple, but she had dark, thick eyebrows above pale green eyes. There was a bookish beauty to her enhanced by the wire framed spectacles she wore upon her delicate nose. She bore a wine-colored mark upon one side of her forehead, partially hidden by the white of her wimple. The young woman seemed to notice Sophie looking at the mark and her cheeks colored with embarrassment.

Sophie felt instantly and deeply connected to the young sister. The mark of the woman’s imperfection like a visible version of Sophie’s own sinful mark. Knowing superstitious fears of “witch marks” it was likely the girl was sent to the Sisters of the Word because of that very mark.

“I have come in search of the records for a girl sent away from the House of St. Justinia,” said Sophie.

“Do you have a Writ of Necessity?”

“Ah, no, this is a personal matter,” said Sophie, stepping closer to the nun and lowering her voice. “It is about my sister. My flesh and blood sister. Margaret Almodóvar. She was sent away from the hospital of St. Justinia and I must find out why and where she was sent.”

“No, no, that is impossible,” said the nun. “All records in the archive require either a Writ of Necessity or the personal investment of a pater or pillar.”

“Please, ah, what was your name?” asked Sophie, taking hold of the sleeve of the nun’s habit.

“Sister Abigail,” said the nun, looking down at Sophie’s hand. “But that should not matter. There is literally nothing I am permitted—”

“Please, I am begging you,” said Sophie, emotion welling up from inside her. “It has been a long and difficult journey for me to reach the archives here. My sister has gone missing and I am alone in this world without her. Please, Sister Abigail, help me find my sister.”

Sophie’s outburst of emotion echoed through the antechamber, drawing the attention of several of the other archivists and the visiting paters. Sister Abigail seemed embarrassed by this. She took Sophie’s hands and led her away from the vestibule and through the door of the nearest gallery. It was filled with layer upon layer of books reaching up several stories. A maze of words made accessible by spiral staircases and movable ladders.

“You must be quiet,” said Abigail, her dark brow bending with worry. She bit her lower lip as she studied Sophie’s face. “You said St. Justinia’s… was your sister taken for witchcraft?”

“Something like it,” said Sophie, unable to keep from smiling at the young archivist. “Through no fault of hers or mine, my family was punished by the Church for my stepmother’s sins.”

“You should know that the Church does not punish, sister,” murmured Abigail. “They guard against sin and mend the sinful heart. They find a place for everyone. Perhaps your sister was set free from St. Justinia’s.”

“Will you help me look?” asked Sophie, squeezing Abigail’s hands.

After a moment’s consideration, Abigail gave Sophie a nod and the slightest smile.

“Oh, thank you, sister,” said Sophie, genuine tears of relief welling in her eyes.

Sister Abigail took an enclosed lantern down from a shelf and sparked its holy flame.

“Follow me,” she said, her delicate features deepening in the shadows of the lantern’s light. “Remain close and touch nothing I do not hand to you.”

“I’ll be a good girl,” promised Sophie, pressing close behind Sister Abigail as they set off into the stacks of books.

They climbed ladders and stairs, they pressed tightly together as they moved through narrow passages among the books, and Sophie supported tottering columns of tomes as Abigail searched the top of the stack. After another search, Abigail missed a step climbing down and fell into Sophie’s arms. Unbalanced, Sophie nearly tipped backwards over a railing, but managed to redirect her momentum with a quick swing of her hips.

They fell together upon the floor, Sophie atop Abigail, her generous curves threatening to smother the smaller woman beneath her.

“Ooo, apologies, sister,” said Abigail, her face flushed with fresh embarrassment.

“Did you find her?” asked Sophie, a lock of hair spilling from beneath her hood and tickling Abigail’s face.

Abigail brushed it aside and shook her head. “Afraid not. Not in ‘A’, nor ‘M’ for Justinia’s.”

“Does the Inquisition keep files separate from Justinia’s?” asked Sophie.

“The Inquisition?” Abigail swallowed hard. “Umm. Yes. But… those are… do you think you could move your knee? I am finding it difficult to think.”

Sophie realized her knee was pressed between Abigail’s thighs. Though there was a cloak and a habit between them, Sophie could feel the warmth radiating from the young archivist’s sacred mound.

“Yes, of course, sister,” said Sophie, being sure to rock her weight forward against that warm softness before lifting herself from Abigail’s body.

“Mmmmm,” moaned Abigail, pinching her lips tightly together. Once she was out from under Sophie, she quickly stood. “The, ah, the Inquisition’s records are strictly limited to Senior Archivists.”

“And you are?” asked Sophie hopefully.

“I am a Novice Archivist,” said Abigail.

“Are those records guarded though?”

“Well, no, but if we were caught there I could be cast out and you, what are you, sister? What order do you belong to?”

“I’m, ah, between orders at the moment,” said Sophie. “Let’s just say I serve Mardoch more directly.”

“An outsider,” gasped Abigail. “You should not be in this building at all. I should… I should notify the Senior Archivist on duty that…”

Sophie pressed closer to Abigail, their bodies colliding with a precarious stack of books that rocked ominously from the impact. Sophie’s hand went to Abigail’s hip. Her lips moved closer to Abigail’s.

“Admit it, sister,” whispered Sophie. “You spend your days looking for masonry reports and old hymns for paters. My search for my sister is the first bit of excitement you’ve had in years.”

“Only… only been here eight months,” said Abigail.

“And before that?” asked Sophie.

“My family, my father, he kept me in the attic,” said Abigail, tears glistening in her eyes.

“Because of this?” asked Sophie, tracing her fingers against the visible portion of the wine stain birthmark on Abigail’s forehead.

“There were signs,” said Abigail. “My mother died in childbirth. The moon when I was born was a witch’s moon and dogs barked when I was near. And there were the bones in—”

“Have you ever done witchcraft?” asked Sophie, letting her fingers caress down Abigail’s cheek and to her neck.

“Of course not,” whispered Abigail. “But such evil is in my blood. It is my duty to—”

“To serve Mardoch,” said Sophie, her hand cradling the firm roundness of Abigail’s breast. She cupped it and kneaded it gently through Abigail’s habit. “And I serve him too. We could serve him together.”

“This is blasphemy,” hissed Abigail, her lips quivering.

“You would be amazed what the nuns are up to in some of the places I’ve been,” chuckled Sophie. “They do… exactly as they please.”

Sophie brushed her lips against Abigail’s. The young archivist gasped hotly against Sophie. Her legs parting, perhaps unconsciously, as Sophie pressed her thigh to that warmth between Abigail’s legs.

“Mmmmm,” moaned Abigail. “Very strict rules… no fraternizing. No slacking in the archive. If we… if we…”

Sophie let her cloak slip open, revealing her bust swelling at the fur-lined rim of her cuirass. Abigail’s green eyes widened with surprise.

“You’re… you’re not a docent,” moaned the young archivist.

“No, definitely not that,” chuckled Sophie and she began kissing Abigail’s slender neck. The archivist trembled against Sophie. Her petite body tensed. Her fingers seemed uncertain whether to push Sophie away or draw her nearer. Sophie kissed again and again. She let the young archivist feel the plentiful mix of her soft curves with her well-toned muscles.

“How… how did you get in here?” moaned Abigail, not fighting Sophie, but turning her face away so as not to see what Sophie was doing.

“I have faced monsters to make it here,” whispered Sophie. “Demons, lizardkin, goblins, and most of all, men. I have done things many paters might condemn. But I serve Mardoch, just as I said.”

“H-how?” gasped Abigail, looking down at Sophie’s fingers as they worked beneath the folds of Abigail’s habit.

“Let me show you,” purred Sophie, her words spoken as a kiss against Abigail’s neck.

Sophie’s hands found every secret place beneath Abigail’s habit. She slipped her fingers beneath the soft linen of Abigail’s blouse and teased her touch across the budding nipples atop the archivist’s small breasts. Abigail sucked in a gasp and Sophie stole a kiss from her. Sophie was not as rough as she had been with the docent, but she was forceful all the same. Kissing her and teasing out Abigail’s lust with deft flicks of her tongue and tweaks of her fingers.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Abigail against Sophie’s lips. The young archivist’s tongue began to move in reply. Her fingers stroked Sophie’s shoulders.

“That’s right,” whispered Sophie between kisses. “Good idea, sister. We’ll be very quiet. No one will hear us here among the books.”

A stack was pushed askew by their passion. A few old tomes plopped around them as they slid down to the floor again. Sophie moved down Abigail’s robed body, feeling her firm shape with skilled hands. Parting Abigail’s thighs and lifting her the skirt of her habit to reveal woolen stockings and creamy white flesh. The dark of Abigail’s hair visible through the sheer linen of her knickers.

“We shouldn’t,” moaned Abigail, her small breasts heaving with such force that Sophie could see their round shape even through the dark fabric of the habit.

“But we must,” said Sophie, kneeling between Abigail’s parted legs and running her hands up those woolen stockings and to those creamy thighs.

Abigail bit her lip and nodded. “Yes, we must. Quietly.”

“Quietly,” whispered Sophie, a wicked smile on her lips as she pressed a kiss to Abigail’s inner thigh.

“Ah! Hm!” Abigail covered her mouth with a hand to silence her cry of excitement. She looked on in wide-eyed astonishment as Sophie’s kiss continued up the archivist’s trembling inner thigh. Sophie nuzzled against the soft fabric of Abigail’s underclothes. She kissed the warmth of Abigail’s steaming cunt. Breathed the sweet innocence of the nun’s desire.

“Oh, Abigail, we will find the truth together,” whispered Sophie. “No matter where it resides within the archives. You will take me there. Mmm. And help me save my sister.”

“Y-yes,” gasped Abigail and then clamped her hand over her mouth again to stifle another cry.

The archivist could do little else as Sophie drew aside the linen covering Abigail’s mound. Abigail’s dark hair was thick with the scent of lust. Her delicate folds glistened with her nectar. Sophie’s kiss reached that soft purse of pleasure. Her tongue traveled along the length of Abigail’s slick cunt and to the bashful bead of her clit.

Sophie parted Abigail’s folds with her fingers and teased a single digit at the entrance of Abigail’s sweet honeypot. As Sophie’s tongue found Abigail’s clit, the young archivist shook and trembled. Her pleasure muffled by her own hand. Her eyes rolling with pleasure she had perhaps only imagined in dirty dreams.

Sophie savored the way the young archivist reacted to her skilled fingers and tongue. Abigail began to let out muffled squeaks and bucked her hips to reply to each lash of pleasure inflicted upon her. Sophie reached one hand up Abigail’s petite body, finding her breasts in their tight wrap and snaking her fingers beneath to fondle the small, soft mounds of Abigail’s bosom. She licked and sucked at Abigail’s clit. She pinched at her nipples.

Abigail moved with growing urgency. Her firm bottom rocking back against stacks of books and causing them to wobble and shed dust.

“Mmmhmmm,” moaned Abigail into her hand, her dark brow knitting with pleasure. “Mmmmhmm! Hmmmm!”

“That’s right,” gasped Sophie. “Don’t fight it, Abigail. Cum for me. Cum on my tongue. Cum on my fingers. Yesss!”

Sophie clamped her mouth to Abigail’s clit, sucking hard and plunging two fingers into the hot depths of Abigail’s cunt. She felt the young archivist’s entire body tense. Her hips bucking. Her inner walls squeezing tightly.

“Blessed Mardoch,” cried Abigail, knocking back Sophie’s hood and grasping Sophie’s dark hair to hold tightly as she thrust against Sophie’s mouth.

Sophie drank the sweet nectar of Abigail’s pleasure. Tasting the honey on her lips and the innocent pulses of energy that flowed into her body. Abigail let out a final shuddering cry and slumped into Sophie’s arms. She was young and strong and recovered quickly, her face flushed and her eyes lidded with her afterglow.

“That was… what was that?” asked Abigail as Sophie helped her to stand.

“The pleasure you have been unjustly denied,” said Sophie, sharing a hot kiss with Abigail that was flavored with the young archivist’s nectar. “Something to remind you that you are alive here in this archive. Not a clockwork toy ambling among these bookcases.”

“Thank you,” said Abigail, smiling sweetly and kissing Sophie in reply. “I will help you find… whatever you wish.”

“I can think of a few things, my darling Abigail,” chuckled Sophie, giving Abigail’s firm little rump a squeeze through her habit. “But we can discuss such matters after we find where the Church has sent my sister.”

Abigail was true to her word. They found everything pertaining to Margaret Almodóvar, including restricted archives of the Inquisition. She could not find out where Margaret had been sent, but she learned the exact date of Margaret’s transfer from St. Justinia’s – three months earlier – and knew that it was on the authority of Pater Scibberas.

“Do you know him?” asked Sophie.

Abigail shook her head. “There are many thousands of paters her in Vithe.”

Sophie plunged deeper into the records. She found the recording of Margaret’s interrogation from the days after they were taken from Castilla Lorica by the Inquisition. The questioning was cruel and intensive, spanning several days. Sophie remembered her own interrogation well, but her affliction had not been so severe as Margaret’s and so her questioning had not been as thorough.

Margaret was interrogated by Pillar Toreth. His notes were in a barely legible scrawl and seemed obsessed with Margaret’s attempts to masturbate during the entirety of her interrogation. They had tied Margaret’s hands down to stop it and she had managed to rub herself against the seam of her gown. They had stripped her nude and used water to quench the fires of her lust. Pillar Toreth described it as, “Drowning the girl’s demons.”

Every convulsion and scream and confession of sin was recorded in excruciating detail. Sophie became nauseous and was almost ready to stop reading when she noticed a reference by Pillar Toreth to his acolyte assisting him in the interrogation.

“’Pater Scibberas has managed to subdue her briefly, though his methods are unorthodox and cannot be committed to word,’” read Sophie. “So the priest who transferred my sister from the hospital of St. Justinia was also present at her interrogation. We have to find out more about this pater.”

Abigail went to work, but the records she could find in the archives on Pater Scibberas were full of holes as if great portions of his work had been expunged.

“Look here though,” said Abigail, “he spent his early years as a pater running a small church on the Isle of Syacani. Perhaps that is where your sister was sent.”

“It is a long way from here to Syacani,” said Sophie.

“There is somewhere else you can stop along the way,” suggested Abigail. “Your sister was ailing from her, um, sinful affliction, so perhaps she actually was taken somewhere to recover. I have heard that people with, ah, your sister’s peculiar hysteria, are sometimes taken to the Baths of Saint Sephoria.”

“Baths?” Sophie scoffed. “My sister was assaulted by the darkborne. Do you really think this Scibberas would send her to have a bath?”

“I don’t know,” said Abigail, looking embarrassed at her suggestion. “I only know I have read of it several times. It is, ah, controversial, I believe. Unsanctioned by the church but claiming association with the Holy Saints. Perhaps it is worth a stop.”

“Perhaps,” said Sophie. “Anything is worth investigating.”

Sophie doubted the young archivist’s suggestion, but she did not want to hurt the beautiful young sister’s feelings. She thanked her for her help, embraced her tightly, and parted ways from her with a kiss. Abigail watched her longingly and with a little sadness showing in her eyes as Sophie left her to clean up the pile of material they had collected.

It was a long way to Syacani and Sophie wanted to be gone from Vithe as soon as possible. Preferably before that damned knight and pater caught up with her again.


2

A Woman in Need of a Man in Need

The long road south from Vithe traversed wide plains with hardly a tree in sight, tiny settlements that did not even have a tavern and seemed to bake beneath the sun, and arid hill country with fig and olive groves. There was nowhere to rest or recover. The dusty road stretched to the horizon ahead of her. This was not so different from her journey through Heraklion and after spending much of her life on an island, at Cutthroat’s Refuge, Sophie increasingly longed for the sea.

It was a hot afternoon of her third day on the old merchant’s road when Arturo threw one of his horseshoes. The iron shoe went thumping down into the brush lining the embankment along the road. Sophie reined Arturo to a halt and slid down from his saddle.

“You don’t ever want to make this easy on me, do you?” Sophie squinted up at the roasting sun and half expected to see Mardoch looking back down at her, chuckling at her misfortune. She put a rock on Arturo’s reins. “You wait here, you big oaf.”

Her reliable mount snorted at her and stomped his hoof in the roadside dust. Sophie shook her head and began to climb down the hillside in search of Arturo’s horseshoe. She spent the better part of an hour feeling her way through the dry scrub brush, getting her bare legs pricked with brambles, before finally locating the horseshoe. She looked back up to the road to be sure Arturo was still there and was surprised to see a figure silhouetted by the sun feeding Arturo something from a sack.

“Hey!” shouted Sophie. “That’s my horse! What are you doing with him?”

“Giving him a drink,” came the gruff reply. “Looks like he threw a shoe.”

“I noticed,” shouted Sophie, holding the horseshoe up as she started to climb the hill. “Any villages with a farrier nearby?”

“Nearest village is Placido. It would take you two days with your horse limping along. But I have tools in my saddlebag. I can re-shoe your horse and we’ll be there by nightfall.”

“We?” muttered Sophie.

She reached the roadside, sweat glistening on her jiggling bust and trickling down her toned thighs. The man was crouched beside a bony mare, searching through the lower pouches of his saddlebag for a hammer and farrier nails. He was big, broad-shouldered, and tanned, with graying hair. He had the muscular physique of a farmer and wore the mended peasant clothes of a man used to hard times. He carried a sword on his saddle. The sort of iron that any man might need on the lonely road. 

When he stood and turned to Sophie, she was struck by his craggy, blue-eyed face. He was handsome in a weathered way. Eyes that squinted at dusty plains and an easy smile at odds with his roughness. Damn handsome. Old enough to be her father, sure, but the sort of well-built stud with callused hands that could make any woman’s heart sing. Sophie wasn’t immune and her mark was throbbing with hungry intent.

“Ah, my name is Sophie,” she said. “Almodóvar. I appreciate the help.”

“Gullem Moretto,” said the man, smiling in a way that bunched the deep lines around his mouth. “Friends call me ‘Gull.’ I’d have stopped to help anyone.”

“Well, I am fortunate I am ‘anyone’ today,” said Sophie, smiling and shielding her eyes from the lowering sun.

Gull knelt in the dust beside her and gently lifted Arturo leg to let it rest on his knee. She handed him the horseshoe and he went to work immediately, filing down some of Arturo’s hoof before placing the shoe.

“You should be careful leaving your sword on your saddle if you go wandering off,” said Gull, nodding in the direction of Temptress still sheathed on Sophie’s saddle. “That’s a fine blade, well-crafted, probably worth more than the horse.”

“Good advice,” said Sophie, taking Temptress from the saddle and belting the sheath and blade to her hip. There was a basket hanging on Arturo’s other side and this shook and let out a growl.

“What was that sound?” asked Gull.

Sophie blushed a little, remembering the pygmy roper she had brought with her as a sort of pet. One that had kept her going when she had lacked for the nourishment of companionship.

“That’s Pumpkin,” said Sophie. “Don’t worry about him. Do you live in these parts?”

“Not really,” said Gull, hammering the first nail in and shushing a complaint from Arturo. “I lived with my daughter south of Placido, past the baths, but… but I haven’t been home for a while.”

Sophie caught a quiver of emotion in his words.

“Why is that?” she asked.

“My daughter, Chiara, was taken from me,” he said and furiously pounded the next nail into Arturo’s hoof. “The Baths of Saint Sephoria lure women like Chiara, winsome and wild, with promises of gold and freedom. It’s a cult up there, you know? All of the rich folk and the sickly come for a dip and they keep the pretty young girls to work in the baths.”

It was a tale as old as time. Women who wanted to leave home ended up in brothels and on the streets working for bad men. But Sophie also knew sex work, always messy, could be liberating and exciting. She did not know this Gull well enough to say his daughter had not escaped worse at his farm.

“Have you gone to the baths to try to get your daughter back?” asked Sophie, prodding him carefully as he drove in another nail.

Gull lowered the hammer and let out a sigh.

“Tried,” he said. “They wouldn’t let me see her the first time. The second, well, I might’ve had a bit much to drink. I tried to fight my way in and they weren’t so kind to me. Third time… third time I couldn’t find her. They took her underground. That’s where the holy springs are, but I think it’s a sort of brothel for all those rich old men. Healing them… my sweet Chiara… inside that mountain. Being… being used.”

Gull sniffed with emotion. He rubbed his tears on the shoulder of his tunic and went back to shoeing Arturo.

“Anyway, I saw your sword, and I thought to myself that you might be, no offense, a sword for hire.” He hammered in the last nail and set Arturo’s hoof gently down on the road. “That should hold you until we reach Placido.”

“Thanks,” said Sophie. “And no offense taken. I am not a sellsword, but I’ve been hired before, when the need and opportunity coincide.”

“And now?” asked Gull, dusting off his hands.

She looked him over and felt the mark on her neck throbbing. She wanted Gull. Badly. Bad enough to help him with his missing daughter. She was going to the Baths of Saint Sephoria anyway to look for Margaret.

“The need and opportunity feel like they’re coinciding,” said Sophie, taking hold of Gull’s dusty tunic and pressing her bust against him. “If you don’t mind traveling with me for a little while.”

His brows lifted in surprise, but it was a good sort of surprise. His hands fell to her hips. As rough and callused as she had hoped. Sophie smashed a kiss to his lips and their tongues met in a torrid embrace.

“I’m all sweaty,” said Sophie, pulling away from the kiss and looking up into Gull’s sparkling blue eyes. “Maybe I should find a little shade and… get out of these clothes.”

“Yeah, I think that would be a good idea,” said Gull, kissing her again in a way that nearly made her swoon into his arms.

Not far from the road they found a few parchwood trees. Gull sat in the shade and Sophie stood in the sun, slowly stripping out of her armor, her skirt, and her underclothes as the big farmer watched. Her toned, tanned skin bordered the softer, intimate, creamy flesh untouched by the sun. Her nipples stood out stiffly. Her cunt glistened with more than just the hot sweat of the road.

“Come here,” said Gull, his back against the trunk of one of the parchwoods. “Sit yourself here.”

He motioned to his broad shoulders.

Sophie smiled at the thought, her darkborne mark beating a steady tattoo. She could hear Pumpkin growling from his basket, the pygmy roper peeking his one eye out from under the lid as he watched her hips swaying as she sauntered towards Gull. The farmer slid a little lower on the trunk. She put her knees to the wood, over his shoulders, as his big hands came up to support her bare hips and pull her closer.

He pressed his scruffy face between her legs. His breath hot against her cunt. Inhaling her scent. Kissing her inner thighs.

“Oh, Gull,” she moaned, fingers tangling in his graying hair.

His tongue went to work with relish, lashing her folds and slipping into the sweet depths of her cunt. She let her weight settle against him, trapping the handsome farmer between her thighs and riding against his willing mouth. Scruffy cheeks against soft thighs. His tongue plundering her and his hands reaching around to hold her by her luscious bottom.

The more Gull licked, the greater Sophie’s pleasure, and the more intense the hungry throbbing of the mark at the back of Sophie’s neck. She writhed against Gull’s tongue, gasping with ecstasy.

“Yesss! Ohhh, that’s good! You’re going to make me… make me… AHHH! CUMMM!” She threw back her head, bucking hard against his face and smearing her hot, gushing cunny all over his lips and chin.

Gull’s tongue beat against her clit and his big hands held her ass tightly to keep her from escaping. He sucked at her cunt like a man trying to get the last bit of sweetness from a fruit. His tongue thrusting deep into her quivering folds. Sophie’s full weight upon his face and shoulders.

She was energized by her own pleasure. Her orgasm receding, but her heart pounding with wild lust. She slid down from Gull’s shoulders and astride his lap. Her breasts dragging across his face on the way down. His kisses and his tongue exploring the soft weight of her tits. She straddled him, one hand massaging the bulge she found in his trousers. The other hand on the back of his head as she leaned in for a kiss.

“Oh, what a beauty,” murmured Gull, a smile on his glistening lips as he returned her kiss.

His deft tongue fenced with Sophie’s, sharing the sweetness of her cum upon his lips. She pressed against him and untied his trousers. Reached a hand inside. Felt the thick, impressively hard length of his cock warm and throbbing in her grasp.

“I shall do what you asked, Gull,” she whispered, letting her cuntlips drag against his twitching tip. “I was journeying to the springs in search of my sister. I will find your daughter.”

“Chiara,” groaned Gull, his daughter’s name hot upon his lips as his hands cradled Sophie’s ass. Fingers kneading her ample cheeks, hand pulling her and trying to urge her to impale herself onto his cock.

“Yes, Chiara,” moaned Sophie in reply, kissing him again, but only briefly. “I will find her for you, Gull. I will not rest until I do.”

“Please,” he groaned, his hands tightening on Sophie’s luscious rump. “First… I need you.”

“Yessss,” she moaned, pressing another scorching kiss to his lips. Her tongue against his. Their lips hot and tight together as she slid her hungry cunt down onto his thick length. She cried out against Gull’s lips, surprised by the size of him and the way he pressed against her depths. Her slick walls tightened around him. The mark on her neck nearly triggered an orgasm from that first downward stroke.

Sophie rode the handsome old farmer’s cock with relish. Her plentiful tits bouncing and dragging against his rugged, white-haired chest. She reached back with one hand to cradle his bollocks, feeling the heavy weight of them beneath her fingers as she rose and fell to the rhythm of her lust. Gull kissed her when he could, his hands guiding her movements and kneading her ample flesh.

The pleasure tightened deep in Sophie’s body. She shook as she rode hard atop him, feeling the pulse of her mark echoed by the intense, pulsating pleasure within her core. Her cunt gripping him like a silken glove. Her head falling back as she moaned at the dusky sky. Her breasts heaving and pressing to his scruffy face.

“Gullll!” she cried, cumming hard atop his mighty pillar. His hands encouraging the rise and fall of her hips. Her cunt squeezing him and releasing him with each spasm of her climax, receding to a fluttering tremble.

She laughed, kissing him hungrily, craving more.

“You’re a devil, woman,” groaned Gull, “but I’ll tame you yet.”

He lifted her from his lap and tossed her down to her hands and knees on the dusty ground. He knelt behind her and fed his cock into the slick clutch of her cunt. One hand fisting the sweaty locks of her hair, bending her back as he drove deep and pummeled her cheeks with his hips. His cock plundering her. His strength and stamina impressive for a man of late middle age.

“Oh, what a lovely picture you are,” he groaned, watching his hips collide with her rump. “The heart shape of your ass shuddering with each… nnnn… stroke.”

“Yessss,” moaned Sophie, dangerously close to falling in love with the farmer’s mighty cock. “Don’t stop. Pound it like you own it, Gull. Ohhhhh fffffuck. Yes. My ass too. Put… put a finger up my ass.”

“Ha! You dirty wench! You need both holes filled!” He gave her two fingers to suck and cover with saliva, then he pushed them between her cheeks and into Sophie’s clenching asshole.

“OOOOOOoOooOoo!” she howled, pushing back against fingers and cock. Savoring the double stimulation as she bucked her hips for his attention. He was not rough, but he was forceful, driving his cock to her backwalls with every stroke and pumping two slick fingers in and out of her ass.

Sophie came for him again. Throttling his cock with her inner walls and squeezing his thrusting fingers with the clenching ring of her ass. Even as she came, she wanted more. She needed it.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped, looking back at him fiercely.

“By Mardoch,” panted the farmer. “You are insatiable. Most women I’ve bedded would be jelly by now. You only seem to grow stronger.”

“It’s my curse,” laughed Sophie, shaking her hips urgently and sliding back onto his fingers and cock.

Gull growled as if angered by her greed for pleasure and dragged his cock from her sweet cunny. He turned her over onto her back. He was atop her in a moment. This was different. More intense and more intimate. His body pressed down atop her as she wrapped her legs around him. Drawing his cock deep. His tightening balls against her ass. His lips pressed to hers.

“I’ve made many bastards this way,” warned Gull, the words hot against Sophie’s lips.

“I am a lucky girl,” moaned Sophie, crossing her ankles behind him and holding him close. “Cum inside me, Gull.”

“Are you certain?” There was a twinkle of delight in his blue eyes. “You want that risk? It is worth it to you?”

“I need to feel it,” moaned Sophie, knowing the mark would protect her from siring any bastards with Gull. But he did not need to know that she was fully guarded by the darkborne magic. In fact, the risk only made the moment hotter. “I don’t care about the danger. Cum for me, Gull. Fill me with your seed.”

That was all the old farmer needed to hear. He silenced her words with a passionate, sloppy kiss. Driving his tongue into Sophie’s mouth as his hips rose and fell with urgent, intense strokes. His body clapping against hers. His cock sloshing in her tight but soaking wet cunt.

“Mmmmmmm!” moaned Sophie, her pleasure rising again once more with him.

“Here it comes,” he groaned, driving in and out of her pussy. “Ahhhhhh!”

His cock felt huge as it throbbed and unleashed intense spurts of his seed. The hot, slippery rush of his load plunged Sophie into another orgasm. She clawed at his back and kissed him in reply, her tongue against his as she milked his load into her eager cunt. Squeezing him and emptying his fat bollocks.

Afterwards, they lay together beneath the evening stars, their bodies still shuddering with aftershocks as the sweat dried on their naked skin.

Gull turned to her, smiling, stroking her breast and her abdomen.

“I hope I’ve made a bastard with you,” he said, cupping her breast and idly toying with her sensitive nipple.

“Mmmmmm, maybe you have,” she teased, hooking her leg over his. “Maybe we’ll have to try again.”

“In the morning?” he suggested.

She glanced over at the limp length of his cock. She sat up, leaned across to him, and wrapped her hand around his flaccid penis. Still wet with their mutual pleasure.

“Maybe now,” she replied, bending her head down to take his soft cock into her mouth.

“Ohhhhhhhhh, you are a devil woman,” chuckled Gull, resting a hand on the back of Sophie’s head as she began to suck.
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Farewell to Gull

It was early morning when they arrived in Placido. Gull roused the owner of a tavern to cook them some breakfast and draw them a bath to share. He wagged an eyebrow at their lewd demand but took Sophie’s coins and left them alone while they churned the bath’s soapy waters with their rutting bodies.

Sophie didn’t care if the owner heard every sound she made with Gull. She cried loudly with her orgasms and hoped the fat bastard was wanking his prick listening to her wet tits slap against Gull’s face. Sophie had to work hard to please Gull, finishing him with her throat massaging his cock until his hot seed was added to her morning’s breakfast.

After, they relaxed in the cooling waters, her head against his shoulder and her luscious bottom dangerously close to the thick curl of his flaccid cock.

“I will go alone,” said Sophie. They must not know that I am in league with you. When I find something out, I will come back to Placido and report it to you.”

“Be careful,” said Gull, reaching an arm around her and fondling her breasts. “I’ve only just made a friend of you, Sophie, but I should not like to lose you as I lost my daughter to the Baths of Saint Sephoria. It is a dangerous place, trust me. The power they somehow have over the women there… it is strange.”

“I understand,” said Sophie. “I have faced grave dangers before.”

“It is dark magic,” said Gull. “I am certain of it. It must be to have taken Chiara from me so completely.”

“Describe her to me so that I might recognize her,” said Sophie, looking back at the man as he stared off through the steam as if gazing upon his memories.

“Her hair a mane of gold, long and priceless,” said Gull. “Eyes as blue as mine, but full of life and happiness. She is beautiful, Sophie. As beautiful as you. She never lacked for suitors but seemed disinterested in the farm boys and merchant’s sons that came to our house.”

“Tall?” asked Sophie.

“As tall as you,” said Gull.

“Big tits?” asked Sophie.

“As big as yours,” said Gull, fondling Sophie’s breasts and playing his fingers across her soapy nipples.

“A fantastic ass?” asked Sophie, wiggling her cheeks beneath the water against his slowly rising cock.

“Ah, I would not observe my daughter to… ahhhh… have such fine hindquarters,” groaned Gull, rising to stiffness once more against Sophie’s rear. “But even that part of her never failed to attract the wayward gaze of men.”

“I think she will be easy to find,” purred Sophie, reaching a hand beneath the water. “Just look for the blonde who is as hot as me. But not quite as naughty.”

Sophie wrapped her hand around Gull’s hard cock and guided it between her cheeks. He sucked in a breath as Sophie’s tight back passage yielded to him and swallowed his cock down to his root. She kissed him over her shoulder. A slow, steamy, intense kiss as she gently worked her hips beneath the water and let the stretched ring of her ass massage his length.

He began to move with her. His arms around her and holding her breasts. His kisses growing feverish and sloppy as she ground back against him. The water in the tub sloshing around them.

“Promise me,” gasped Gull, his swollen cock on the edge of release. “Promise me… I will not lose you both to that place.”

Sophie guided one of his hands beneath the water to massage her straining clit. She kissed him, tongue-to-tongue with the worried old farmer. The water splashing and slopping against them as her ass worked atop his swollen cock.

“I… I swear it, Gull,” she moaned. “I will… will return to you… and bring her. I will bring her back.”

“Oh, Sophie,” he moaned, burying his face against her neck. His kiss sucking at her supple flesh as his fingers stroked her clit. They came together, in almost perfect unison, their bodies releasing the building pleasure as Gull exploded into the hot depths of Sophie’s luscious ass. She did not let up until her clenching ring had milked every drop from his cock. His hardness receded and his prick slipped free.

She turned atop him, her body glistening with soap and water, her hand reaching for his cock. But it was not to be coaxed back to life again. Even letting him dry her with the towels after their bath was not enough to reawaken his lust. She dressed in only her flimsy undershorts and curled against him in the bed they had rented from the tavern keeper. It was just a cot with a straw mattress in the backroom, the noises of the now-busy tavern filtering through the walls. But Gull was exhausted and fell asleep quickly.

Once the old farmer began to snore, Sophie kissed him on his cheek and slipped out from under his arms. She donned the armored cups of her molded cuirass and gathered her belongings. She left Gull a few coins to pay for the room and gave the tavern keeper silvers to tend to Arturo while she was gone.

She was short of coin, but settled matters with the fat, bearded tavernkeeper in his kitchen. Not cleaning his dishes, but on her knees, cleaning his veiny prick with her mouth. She sucked him so deftly the grunting swine unloaded his thick seed down her throat twice, his hairy belly against her forehead, before his prick softened.  

“That should settle things,” he chuckled, stepping back and dropping his greasy apron over his trousers.

“Good,” said Sophie, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. “Take good care of that horse and there will be more and better when I return.”

“That old scarecrow husband of yours won’t mind?” chuckled the tavern keeper, reaching out to fondle Sophie’s hip and squeeze her ass.

“Husband? He’s not my husband. But don’t tell him.” She pushed the tavern keeper’s hand away. He laughed at that as she walked out of his tavern.

It was not a long journey from Placido to the Baths of Saint Sephoria, nor was it difficult to find the way. The only cobbled street in the town led up the scenic hills to the east, where a walled villa of white stone could be seen overlooking a churning waterfall and the town itself in the valley below. There were pilgrims on the road from Placido to Sephoria. The sick, lame, and elderly traveled in shaded carriages while young women seemed to be going alone and on foot.

Sophie approached one of the girls, a dark-haired beauty dressed in a gauzy gown that the wind shaped against her ample curves.

“Going to enjoy the waters?” asked Sophie, smiling pleasantly.

The girl smiled back.

“Oh, no,” she said. “I come from Torencio for the work. One of the men from the baths sought me out and offered me a job. It’s a true blessing, you know. Healing the sick. And the gold they offered my father will settle my family’s debts.”

“What sort of work is there?”

“Helping with the waters, you know,” said the girl, her smile fading a little. “I suppose helping people in and out of them. Washing them. Taking care of them.”

“Take care of them?” Sophie raised an eyebrow.

The girl seemed to understand her raised eyebrow and her cheeks colored. Her mood darkened. She looked away from Sophie.

“It’s not like that,” she said, almost sounding as if she were trying to convince herself. “They told my family it wasn’t like that at all.”

“I’m sure,” said Sophie. “Recruiters go all the way to Torencio looking for buxom farm girls to help the sick in and out of the baths? Pay them enough to—”

“What did you say your name was?” interrupted the girl.

“Sophie.”

“My name is Anna and I should think I do not want to talk to you anymore, Sophie. I will walk on in silence, thank you.” The girl hastened her pace up the road, hurrying past a wagon bearing an elderly man groaning and holding his belly.

Sophie was not unsympathetic to Anna. She knew well the lure of a faraway place and the promise of gold. She didn’t know about the blessings or helping the sick. She was beginning to think a girl like Anna would do a lot more stroking the cocks of groaning old men. Sophie thought back to the grunting tavern keeper. His stinking cock and his fat belly in her face. She could still taste him in the back of her throat.

“Well, at least I will fit right in here,” muttered Sophie. The darkborne mark on the back of her neck throbbed as if mocking her words. She scratched at it and advised it to, “Be silent.”

The road into the hills led directly to the Baths of Saint Sephoria and nowhere else. In fact, the bronze gates stood in the roadway and the high, white stone walls blocked any other entrance into the estate. Sophie regretted leaving Temptress with her belongings in Placido when she saw the three armed men at the gates. They were dressed in clean white togas and had smiles on their faces, but Sophie could see the short swords that each man wore in a scabbard on his hip.

Which seemed odd for rejuvenating baths. The men politely questioned each person passing through. Sophie hung back to observe this process and try to determine how to talk her way through the gates. From the elderly and the infirm, they took gold or some other payment. Large sums, judging by the size of the purses handed over. From the young women, they took only names, checking these against a list.

“Anna Barbieri,” said the girl that Sophie had bothered. She leaned forward to watch as the guard checked his list. “I come from Torencio. I am to be a Sister of the Holy Nectar.”

“I’m sure,” said the man, glancing pointedly at Anna’s ample bust. “Yes, here we are. Anna. Just through there. Go to the rotunda just to the right of the gate. One of the Mothers will explain everything to you.”   

Sophie had neither gold nor a name on the list and she somehow doubted that she could persuade these three men to give her a good fucking and let her inside. No, she would have to talk her way into the baths.

There was something else about the three men. Something off about them. She had not noticed it immediately, but each possessed a slightly unpleasant face. Their lips were a little too thick. Their mouths too wide. Skin too clammy and slightly grayish in color. She might not have noticed these traits at all but all three of the men possessed them as if they were related.

A family business? The same loathsome father?

The last of the pilgrims entered the gate, leaving Sophie alone before the three guards. They looked at her and smiled the same, wide-mouthed smile. She smiled back.

“Uh, are you here to volunteer?” asked one of the guards.

“She looks a bit old,” said the guard beside her.

“Look at those tits though,” muttered the third, just loud enough for Sophie to hear.

Sophie did not let her smile slip.

“I am here to volunteer,” she said. “I know I’m a bit older than most of the, ah, Sisters of the Holy Nectar. But I think I can do so much good. You know, helping people.”

“Right, helping people,” grinned the guard. His eyes glinting faintly yellow in the sunlight. “What was your name?”

“Sophie Almodóvar,” she said, and quickly pointed to his paper, “but it’s not on the list. I, uh, heard about this place from a sick man who got better here. He said that beautiful girls could work here and help and, well, I just want to help.”

“Look at those things,” muttered the guard that had been staring at Sophie’s breasts the whole time.

The guard with the list wet his lips and seemed to consider. Sophie used a little pressure from her biceps on the hinges of her breakaway cuirass and squeezed her breasts together enticingly.

“Right, Sophie Al-mo-do-var.” He scribbled her name down on the list. “Go to the rotunda just to the right of the gate. Hand over your belongings and ask for Orsina and tell her you volunteered at the gate. She will take care of you.”

The gates opened and Sophie stepped through into a carefully cultivated paradise. What had been a cobbled road became a path of swept brick pavers up to a huge and glorious white rotunda with open colonnades that teemed with white-robed guests and beautiful women in white gowns. Some of the guests seemed very infirm and were being wheeled on small carts or helped along by one of the women. Other guests seemed flushed, happy, and energetic. This latter group could be seen playing games on the manicured lawns, swimming in the pools, dining in the open air, or dancing as a minstrel quartet played under a shaded pavilion.

Everywhere were statues and frescos depicting buxom women pouring pitchers, cradling bathers, or washing one another. There was also a prominent fish motif to the decoration, with leaping fish, women holding fish in their arms, and even fish-headed men. The fish struck Sophie as odd considering the mountainous location.

Several smaller domed buildings surrounded the central bathhouse and Sophie realized one of these was where she had been directed by the guards.

It was time for Sophie to volunteer to help heal the sick and horny.
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The Secret Ingredient of Saint Sephoria

Mother Orsina Santarossa was tall, beautiful, and almost impossibly buxom. Sophie could not help but stare at the woman’s enormous breasts straining in her low-cut white gown. The beautiful Orsina, of early middle-age and with friendly honey brown eyes, long lashes, and a bright smile, was easy to admire. She bit her lower lip and toyed with a lock of her curly blonde hair as she watched Sophie dressing.

Sophie shrugged her shoulders into the flimsy white gown she had been given. The neckline was quite low and when she tightened the laces and cinched the cloth belt about her waist it only emphasized her bust even more. She had not been given anything to wear beneath the gown, so the shape of her body, particularly her breasts and stiff, plump nipples, were clearly visible through the white fabric.

“Yes, you will fit in quite well here,” said Orsina, watching as Sophie shrugged her shoulders and adjusted the laces. “Are you ready to see what you will be doing as a Sister of the Holy Nectar?”

“Yes, miss, I am ever so excited to help,” said Sophie, trying to sound like an innocent farm girl awestruck by the beauty of the springs rather than an incurable harlot awestruck by the size of this open-air brothel.

Orsina led her out of the rotunda, across the grounds, and towards the main bathhouse. This echoed with the sounds of bathers. Laughing, groaning, and splashing in the water. Murmuring voices overlapping in the warm, damp air. The huge rotunda was divided into numerous smaller bathing chambers around a large central bath.

“Most of the baths are fed directly with waters from the hot springs in the mountain beneath us,” explained Orisna as they passed two beautiful women half-submerged in water, their gowns sheer with wetness as they washed and scrubbed a red-faced old man. “These are relaxing and rejuvenating, you see, but they are only baths. They will not cure anyone of illness.”

Sophie cocked her head, watching the two sisters bathing the man. He reached out a hand and groped the bottom of one of the girls. She laughed and permitted him to fondle her.

“Oh? I thought the baths here had healing properties.”

“Some do,” said Orsina. “Those of us blessed by the Holy Nectar service those baths. You will be servicing them.”

“I keep hearing talk about the ‘Holy Nectar’,” said Sophie. “What does that mean exactly?”

“The Holy Nectar is a sacrament that allows us to produce the Holy Milk,” said Orsina, as if that explained everything Sophie needed to know about the subject.

Mother Orsina opened a door carved with images of a buxom beauty fondling her breasts and gushing milk into the open mouths of a swarm of carp looking up from the water. The image was perversely amusing, but there was something else that struck Sophie as wrong as she passed through the door. She didn’t quite know why until she saw the back side of the door as it closed. The carving there depicted the woman on her back, legs apart, and a human-sized fish nestled between her thighs in a passionate embrace.

“The Holy Milk has miraculous healing properties,” explained Orsina. “It is mixed with the waters of the springs and piped into these inner baths.”

Mother Orsina opened another door, and they entered a much more intimate bathing chamber. Through the steam, Sophie could see an elderly woman sunken down into milky white water. Only her wrinkled face was above the water’s surface. Beside her knelt a very buxom young woman in one of the revealing white gowns. A lock of blonde hair hung across her flushed face as she reached under the water to massage the woman’s shoulders and neck.

“Would you like more to drink, Lady Adelyne?” asked the young woman.

The old woman’s eyes fluttered open and she looked up at the girl and smiled.

“Do you think it will help with my wrinkles?” croaked the crone. “I feel so much younger, my body so strong and firm, but my face still looks like a prune.”

The elderly woman sat up and Sophie gasped in surprise. Her glistening body was that of a woman no more than thirty years. Firm and ample, but with very little sag to her breasts. Her nipples erect and her arms and abdomen toned. Yet her face still seemed to be that of a woman into her seventh decade.

Orsina stepped through the steam.

“Allow me, Lady Adelyne,” said Mother Orsina, kneeling on the other side of the woman in the small bath. “Help me, Sister Yvette. We will administer her the Holy Milk together.”

As Sophie watched, her heart hammering in her chest, Orsina and Yvette freed their breasts from their gowns and cradled them in their hands. Both women leaned closer to Lady Adylene, squeezing their breasts, and causing milk to spurt out of their nipples.

The sight was strange and erotic to Sophie. Impressive amounts of milk spattered Lady Adelyne’s elderly forehead, cheeks, lips, and chin. Milk dripped down her youthful neck and to her shoulders and pert breasts. She tilted her head back to allow both women to thoroughly coat her face.

Mother Orsina rocked back on her knees and released her breast to let them hang naturally. Sister Yvette did the same. Orsina put her hands on Lady Adelyne’s shoulders and guided her to lie back in the tub.

“Take a deep breath now. I am going to push your head entirely under the water to the count of fifteen. Are you ready?”

Lady Adelyne took a deep breath and said, “I am.”

Mother Orsina pushed the crone’s entire head beneath the milky white water until only the faintest outline of her face remained visible. Orsina glanced at Sophie and explained, “The Holy Milk will not heal on its own. But taken in the waters, it has incredible restorative properties.”

Orsina released Lady Adelyne and the crone sat up from the water, letting out the air in her lungs and taking another deep breath. Her face began to move and tighten. It was as if someone had taken the corners of a crumpled handkerchief and straightened it out. Her skin smoothed and looked taut with youth. Her drooping eyelids lifted. Even her deep laugh lines seemed to fill in and disappear.

After only a few seconds more, Lady Adelyne’s face looked as young as her body. Sophie had never seen such powerful magic at work. Sister Yvette held up a hand mirror for Lady Adelyne to see her face. The crone, now a crone no more, burst into tears, turning her head to admire herself from different angles.

“You will need to take this treatment twice daily for one week,” explained Mother Orsina. “Sister Yvette will also give you the potion and she can nurse you with Holy Milk as well.”

“Will I remain like this?” wondered Lady Adelyne.

“Return here in one year’s time,” said Mother Orsina, “and we will ensure you will be young for the rest of your days.”

Mother Orsina hefted her breasts back into her gown and cinched it tight. She rose and returned to Sophie, but Sophie was watching over her shoulder as Sister Yvette leaned her breasts to Lady Adelyne and the now youthful lady began to suckle directly from the sister’s nipple. Lady Adelyne moaned softly and reclined back into the waters, her head nestled against Sister Yvette’s plentiful bosom.

“No wonder sick old men and women come here,” murmured Sophie as they left the bath.

“Yes, it is a miracle,” said Mother Orsina, a serene smile upon her face. “A miracle you can participate in, Sophie.”

“So you are all lactating?” asked Sophie. “Because of this Holy Nectar? Is that a potion?”

“We do not all carry the Holy Milk,” said Mother Orsina. “Only those chosen to be Sisters of the Holy Nectar. But you have been chosen. The gods have blessed you with such an ample bust. It is a sign from Mardoch that you will carry the Holy Milk.”

Mardoch? Sophie resisted the urge to ask more about His involvement. There were ample columns in the rotunda, but she had not noticed any symbols to Mardoch. Her supposed patron had seemed an afterthought in this place and the idea of young, buxom women nursing old ladies and men back to youth and health seemed almost sacrilegious.

Then again, thought Sophie, who am I to judge? I seek Mardoch’s favor as a harlot.

“When you are ready, you may take the Holy Nectar,” explained Mother Orsina. “Then you will begin your work. Some serve here in the baths and some serve in the Deep Dairy. Below us, in the caves. That is where the Holy Milk is made to fill the baths. Where the water and the milk mingle to be pumped here to heal the sick and turn back the ages.”

“I have to go down there and, um, get milked?” asked Sophie.

“Oh, heavens no, Sophie,” laughed Mother Orsina. “You do as you please. You must want to drink the Holy Nectar. You must want to spend time in the Deep Dairy. It is not for every girl. Only the special girls like you. Only the willing.”

Mother Orsina stroked a lock of Sophie’s dark hair from her face and smiled serenely.

“I have spent many hours down in the dairy,” whispered Orsina, pressing her soft breasts against Sophie. “There are many pleasures to be found. Secret pleasures. Known only to the sisters.”

Sophie was sure the older woman was about to plant a kiss on her lips. The mark on the back of Sophie’s neck was throbbing intensely, readying her to return the kiss. But then Mother Orsina stepped back.

“Come, Sophie, I will introduce you to Jargus. He is one of the cousins here. Only women are allowed to follow the path of Saint Sephoria, but the cousins help us as they helped the saint. They are the blessed who toil below but are allowed to come to the surface. He will help you find a room for the night and in the morning, you may choose whether you want to taste the miracle of the Holy Nectar.”

Cave men living under the springs was not exactly what Sophie had been expecting, but Jargus certainly fit the description.

He was a young man, prematurely bald, bulky, with rounded shoulders, a slouching posture, and bulging, watery blue eyes. He had a cringing demeanor to him and his fat lower lip hung down from his bottom teeth. He averted his gaze as Mother Orsina introduced him.

“Jargus here will get you whatever you need to feel comfortable, Sophie,” said Orsina in her calming tone. “He can bring you clean garments, bedding, he will find you a room, and he can even fetch your meal to your quarters if you do not feel like eating with the other girls in the dining hall. He’s one of the best friends you can have around here, aren’t you, Jargus?”

“Yes, Orsina, one of the best friends,” he said and gave Orsina a crooked grin. His gaze met Sophie’s and he frowned self-consciously and averted his gaze.

Sophie considered asking Orsina about Chiara, but after the trouble Gull had caused at the baths, she suspected the friendly blonde would be shrewd enough to guess why she was asking. She needed a dimwitted oaf to question about Chiara. She smiled at Jargus and his pale, clammy face reddened.

“Very well,” said Orsina. “I shall leave you to settle in. I have other matters to attend.”

“Mother Orisina, thank you ever so much for showing me the wonders of Saint Sephoria,” said Sophie. “I look forward to walking in the path of the saint and, um, perhaps being blessed with the Holy Nectar.”

“Oh, yes, you should,” interjected Jargus, wetting his lips with an overly long tongue. A chastising glance from Orsina made him take a step back.

“We will discuss it in the morning,” said Orsina. “Once you have had time to settle in. Feel free to walk around the grounds and speak with the other sisters. I do ask that you leave the guests alone.”

“Of course,” said Sophie, bowing her head slightly.

Orsina departed with a soft rasp of her gown against the polished stone floor. The entire rotunda seemed to dim in her absence. Jargus fidgeted beside Sophie, his eyes downcast.

Sophie let out a sigh, looking dreamily after Orsina as she made her way across the green where some of the rejuvenated guests seemed to be playing leapfrog. Sophie turned her attention back to the big, ugly cave man cousin beside her.

“Jargus,” she said in her sweetest voice, “if I happened to be looking for someone here, do you think you could find her for me?”

“Um, looking for someone? You mean a person?”

“Yes, silly,” giggled Sophie, making sure her laughter caused her unsupported bust to jiggle and draw Jargus’ eye. He wet his lips with that overly long tongue as he stared with his bulging eyes at her quivering tits. She stroked his cheek and lifted his gaze back to meet hers. “Her name is Chiara. She is buxom, like me, but with golden hair and blue eyes.”

“Lot of girls like that,” said Jargus, sniffing through his big nostrils. “Could be any of ‘em.”

“She has only been here a few weeks,” said Sophie, stroking his cheek and pressing the soft weight of her breasts against Jargus. “Oh, please, I really must speak with her.”

Jargus furrowed his unibrow and then shook his head vehemently.

“Sorry, Sister Sophie, I can’t say. She might be down in the Deep Dairy, but I don’t go down there. I don’t have permission no more.”

“Get into trouble?” asked Sophie.

“Y-yes,” admitted Jargus, looking genuinely pained. “I wasn’t supposed to have a drink but I took some drinks and they said I was a thief. But I ain’t a thief. She wasn’t complaining.”

Sophie wanted to pry into Jargus about this Deep Dairy beneath the springs, but the oaf was becoming emotional and starting to draw some looks from passing sisters and guests.

“I understand,” said Sophie, stroking Jargus’ arm to calm him. “Let’s forget about that for now, Jargus. Why don’t you show me to my room.”

“Y-yes, sister,” he said, sniffling and wiping his toga against his nose. “Come on. It’s not far.”

Jargus brought Sophie to a long dormitory building for the various sisters and mothers. The door to each room opened to the outside, allowing the sisters and mothers to come and go as they pleased with a greater degree of privacy. Sophie’s room was a tiny, windowless cell with white walls, a lantern, table, wardrobe, and bed. Jargus sparked the lantern and held it up to show Sophie the neatly arranged gowns and complete lack of any sort of undergarments.

“So, tell me, Jargus,” said Sophie, pressing close behind him as her mark began to throb, “where is the entrance to the Deep Dairy?”

“Mmmm? There are lots of ways down there. Tunnels everywhere. Yes, sister. There’s one right under this building if you know where to look. Most under the main baths.”

“I bet you know where to look,” she purred, stroking his shoulders, and pressing her lips close to one of his ears. “I bet you could show me.”

“Could, but can’t,” he said, lowering the lantern and giving her an apologetic look. “I told ya, I can’t go down there no more, sister. Not until I proved I can be a good cousin and… and…”

His words trailed off as he stared at the way her breasts were squishing against his arm and shoulder.

“I’m sure you’re a very good cousin,” said Sophie. “But I need to find my friend, I need to tell her something very important, and if she’s down in the Deep Dairy it can’t wait.”

“No, no,” said Jargus. “Only girls that drunk the Holy Nectar can go down there. And you haven’t done that yet.”

“No, I suppose not,” admitted Sophie. “But it’s only a matter of time. And when I drink it, you’ll show me the way down there?”

Jargus straightened up. The thickheaded man seemed to finally catch on that Sophie was prying information loose from his brain and trying to coerce his cooperation.

“I think maybe we shouldn’t be talking about this,” he said. “You’re new here and Mother Orsina didn’t say nothing about you going to the Deep Dairy yet. I’d better go tell her what you were asking about.”

Jargus started to push past Sophie, but she caught one thick arm of the big man and pulled him back into the cell. Her voice was almost as sweet as Orsina’s as she drew him against her warm, yielding curves.

“We don’t have to talk about it anymore,” she assured Jargus. “I was just being curious. Very silly of me.”

“Oh, well, I suppose… it could wait,” said Jargus, following Sophie back to the little cot.

Sophie needed to get the big idiot to forget about her questions and stay out of her way. Now that she knew there were entrances hidden all over, she could find the Deep Dairy on her own if need be. But not if Jargus raised a warning about Sophie snooping.

“A big strapping man like you must have no shortage of beautiful maidens throwing themselves at your feet,” teased Sophie, sitting Jargus down on her bed.

“Me?” Jargus snorted with laughter. “Oh, no, not me, Sister Sophie. There was one girl down below, in the Deep Dairy, but I’m not allowed to see her no more.”

“What? That’s terrible. Poor boy,” she stroked his head and drew his face down to her breasts. “Handsome Jargus. You are so helpful and sweet.”

He whimpered and nuzzled his face against Sophie’s breasts. His hot drool trickling between her mounds as she stroked the back of his slightly misshapen head.

“Smell so good,” he moaned. “Want to have a drink.”

“There’s nothing to drink there,” said Sophie in a soothing tone.

“Gotta… gotta have a drink,” said Jargus and Sophie heard the crazed desperation in his voice. It was as if pressing his face into her cleavage and breathing her scent had changed his entire personality. He snarled with lust and suddenly threw her onto her back on the bed. Her breasts nearly bounced free of her gown.

“Oh, Jargus!” cried Sophie. “What are you doing!?”

Jargus was panting like a beast, the thick barrel of his chest swelling with each breath as he looked down at Sophie. His lopsided mouth spread into a crazed smile and his eyes were bulging even more than usual.

“Gotta have a drink,” he said and grabbed two handfuls of the front of Sophie’s gown.

He tore the flimsy cloth away with a grunt of effort and pressed his face into the soft terrain of her bosom. His mouth was open wide, kissing and sucking at her ample flesh, snorting through his nostrils, and slurping from his mouth until he found a nipple. He latched to her violently, drawing her breast taut against his thick lips and suckling her entire areola and a dome of surrounding flesh. His tongue beat squirmed against her nipple and he whined with urgent lust, reaching for his trousers and yanking them down.

It was at this point that an ordinary woman might have really begun to struggle, but Sophie was no ordinary woman. She parted her creamy thighs and invited his rough hand between her legs. He pulled and yanked at the lower half of her gown until it tore beneath his fingers. He stroked the downy mound of her cunt and she cried out as he thrust two thick fingers into her slippery folds.

Jargus popped his lips free of Sophie’s nipple and let out a half-strangled cry of crazed lust. He looked down at her, blinking, his fingers slowing inside her as he perhaps realized what he had just done. Sophie felt oddly guilty for pushing so hard at Jargus. But she couldn’t stop pushing and leave him with regrets.

“Keep going, you filthy beast,” gasped Sophie. “I need it, Jargus. Suck my tits. Fuck me with that…”

Her words trailed off as her fingers found the gnarled root of Jargus’ cock sticking out from the flaps of his trousers. She should have known a man so malformed would have an equally twisted sword in his pants. Curled almost like a pig’s tail, but thicker in places and bulging with harder lumps. It was long and girthsome and the tip was flattened on one side as if it had been trapped beneath a rock when he had grown to manhood.

“It’s horrible,” moaned Jargus, dragging his cock from Sophie’s grasp and staggering off the bed.

“Oh, no, it’s wonderful,” said Sophie. “The most, ah, unique cock I’ve ever seen.”

“Sure,” laughed Jargus bitterly, flopping down on the chair beside the bed and covering his stiff cock with both hands, “I’m sure a maiden like you has seen a lot of them to make a comparison.”

“Me? A maiden?” She gave him a saucy wink as she sauntered to him and straddled his lap. Her hand engulfed his misshapen cock and she lowered her cunt to his mangled meat tip. “Do you feel that Jargus? That cunt has been broken in. Ridden hard. And I’ve been stuffed full of cocks far stranger than yours.”

“You mean… you’re a… a…?” He looked up at her with innocent confusion as she teased his cock against her hot cuntlips.

“A harlot!” she laughed proudly, squeezing her breasts with one arm and lifting them towards his slack-jawed face.

Sophie buried Jargus in her breasts as she thrust her hips down and sat her cunt upon his gnarly fuckroot. The sensation of gliding down to the twisted base of Jargus’ asymmetrical pussy plunger was far better than Sophie had expected. She let out a quaking cry and tightened her honeyed walls around him. It took a moment for her body to acclimate to this new and unusual shape impaling her depths.

“Mmmmmphmmmmhm,” moaned Jargus, feverishly groping Sophie’s ass with both hands as he kissed and slurped her smothering tits.

The rough squeeze of hands compelled Sophie into motion. She could not completely get used to the twisted shape of Jargus’ cock. It was very slimy and slippery, which helped her move as she began to ride him, but the shape of his cock made it feel like he was drilling into her with each downward stroke of her hips. Drilling deeper and deeper. Her motions and his strange cock unearthing a hidden vault of pleasure that no man had ever discovered.

The throbbing lash of the darkborne mark on Sophie’s neck drove her harder. She bounced atop Jargus’ lap, crying out, “Yes! Ohhhhh, Jargus, fuck me with that incredible cock!”

“Mmmmmmhmmm! So good! You’re the best… best sister!”

“There were others?” gasped Sophie, surprised by Jargus’ confession.

“Not supposed to,” he moaned. “Cousins not allowed. Only those with pure blood. Oohhhhhh! Feels so good! So tight!”

“Yes, it’s soooo tight,” agreed Sophie, bucking her hips and making the chair knock rhythmically against the wall as her swinging, bouncing tits battered Jargus in the face. “Better than all those other girls. Where… where did you fuck them, Jargus?”

“Down under the baths,” he panted, his thick fingers fumbling with Sophie’s luscious ass. “In the Deep Dairy. But don’t tell anybody I did it. Please… ohhhhh…”

“I won’t tell,” gasped Sophie. “Be a good boy now, Jargus. Mmmmmm. Cum for me. Cum for Sister Sophie.”

His head lolled back and thumped the wall. His huge eyes rolled and his long, pink tongue lolled from one corner of his mouth. Her heaving tits slapped him back to attention. He looked up at Sophie and latched his mouth to one of her bouncing breasts. Sucking her nipple into his mouth and holding her breast trapped against his wet lips with suction.

The sensation of his hot, eager mouth sucking her nipple and her pussy gliding up and down his strange, twisty cock proved to be too much for Sophie to resist. She came before Jargus, arching atop him and wailing with a shameless ecstasy that rippled through her body and gripped at his cock.

He seemed to be on the brink of release the whole time she was cumming atop him, but as Sophie’s orgasm receded she realized Jargus still had not cum.

“I know what you need,” she gasped, out of breath from the intensity of her peak.

Jargus popped his lips free of her nipple to ask, “What’s that?”

“You need to feel these,” she said, hefting her tits in both hands, “wrapped around that cock of yours.”

“Ohhhhhh, you would do this for me?” he asked, a crooked grin spread wide on his ugly face.

She answered him by lifting off his cock and dropping down to her knees. She gathered her soft, spit-damp tits in her hands and wrapped them around the ruddy root of Jargus’ cock. She looked up at him as he watched her squeeze her tits around his malformed fuckmeat. He groaned as she tightened her soft squeeze around him and began to rock her body up and down. Each time his half-flattened tip poked out from her cleavage, she gave it a lolly’s lick, twirling her tongue about the crown and tasting his salty ooze.

“Ohhhhh, by the saint,” he moaned, watching her work her harlot’s spell upon him.

She wanked him faster and even dripped spit down into her cleavage to add to the lubrication leaking from his cock. The heat of his cock grew intense. A throbbing of his pulse so powerful that she could count his heartbeats against her chest. The mark on the back of Sophie’s neck throbbed in unison, goading her to wank him faster and lick Jargus more eagerly.

Her wanton mouth descended and began to suckle his tip, holding it tight between her lips as she tickled his oozing hole with her tongue and wanked his shaft between her breasts. This technique proved too much for Jargus. With a wheezing groan, he hunched over Sophie, his hands pushing her head down, but her squeezing tits around his shaft preventing him from gagging her on his cock. Her tongue worked and she tightened the suction and the pressure of her breasts.

“AAAAAHHHHH! Too good!”

Jargus howled and shook and his cum erupted with a hot rush into Sophie’s mouth. She sucked hard, nursing his spurting tip and swallowing each gush of goo that painted her throat. She drained his spewing load and feasted upon the energy of his pleasure by the conduit of her darkborne mark. An almost orgasmic bliss tingled in her body as she slurped Jargus and drank his thick seed.

The pent-up tit-lover seemed to cum endlessly and Sophie felt bloated with his goo by the time his root began to shrivel between her tits. His softening crown slipped from her mouth. She gave him a few more wanks before releasing his wilted cock from between her breasts.

“Got to go now,” sighed Jargus, slowly standing. “Almost supper time. Got to work in the dining hall. I… ohh…”

Jargus couldn’t even get his trousers up. He sagged sideways into the small bed and Sophie helped him lie down properly. She crawled into his arms and nuzzled against his clammy neck. He had an odd smell to him. Unpleasant and musty, but not like body odor. More like something damp and dark.

Like a cave.

“Thank you,” rasped Jargus, draping a hand on Sophie’s hip.

“Mmmmmm. You’re welcome. Can you tell me… why do they call you the cousins?” She kissed his shoulder and looked into his half-lidded eyes.

“It’s the Holy Blood,” he said, smiling a little. “Some is pure. Some aren’t pure. I’m not, so I get to go up here and help with the baths. I get to help sisters like you.”

“And if you were pure?” asked Sophie.

“I would stay in the Deep Dairy to help with the Holy Milk,” said Jargus and he yawned extravagantly.

“Holy Blood, Holy Milk, Holy Nectar; you sure like your holy liquids,” murmured Sophie.

She had heard about things like “holy blood” before and it never meant anything good. Nobles liked to talk about that sort of thing, and it led to a lot of inbreeding. But this struck her as odd. Why would there be inbreeding to produce someone looking like Jargus or those ugly guards at the gate when there were so many gorgeous, eager young women around?

“I need to go,” said Jargus, yawning again as his eyes began to droop shut. “Get ready for work. Dining hall. Mmmmmm.”

He gave Sophie’s hip a last squeeze and then began to snore. She wanted to leap out of bed to commence her search for Chiara and Margaret. She was desperately curious and wanted to find the entrance to this Deep Dairy, but knew she had to wait for the cover of darkness.
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The Deep Dairy and the Holy Nectar

The dining hall was bustling with sisters having their meals. Lanterns burned in the windows and Sophie could make out the clink of dinnerware and soft, murmuring voices. Sophie skirted the rotundas with the most activity and began her search for an entrance to the Deep Dairy. There were no guards about, just a few cousins relaxing by a bonfire and small groups of sisters coming and going to their various evening duties.

When it was possible, Sophie sneaked undetected. When it was impossible to sneak in such a way, she walked in the open and pretended to be going about an urgent duty. She walked purposefully past a group of cousins carrying bundles of stone. She felt their eyes admiring her body in her sheer gown, but they said nothing to her nor each other. For once, Sophie was just one among many beautiful, voluptuous women.

In the main rotunda, Sophie found most of the baths abandoned for the evening. Just a few stragglers still relaxing in pools with their attending sisters either helping them in or out or just kneeling nearby. She found storage closets full of cushions and towels, cleaning supplies, sleeping pads, even massage tables, but no sign of an entrance to the underground.

Sophie was about to give up her search of the main rotunda when she heard soft moaning coming from one of the bathing chambers. There was no door, only a heavy curtain hung across the columned entrance to this chamber. Sophie approached, her heart beating faster and her darkborne mark pulsing on the back of her neck. She heard distinct sounds of pleasure, soft splashing sounds, laughing, and groaning.

She pressed her body to one of the columns at the entrance and drew back one edge of the curtain just enough to peek inside. Her breath caught in her throat. Her senses overwhelmed by what she saw within.

At least ten people, naked, writhing, bodies glistening with sweat or oil, moving and thrusting and fondling. Bodies entangled. Heads falling back in soft gasps of pleasure. Hands seeking breasts, pressing between thighs, grasping stiff, red cocks. The raw musk of sex hit Sophie with her first inhalation. The smell of cum and arousal and exertion. Strong and hot and making her mark pound against the base of her skull.

It took every part of Sophie’s will not to plunge herself into the tangled orgy within the chamber. She saw at least six women, sisters judging by their youth and flushed beauty, sucking and thrusting and moaning as they received the attention of almost as many men. Cousins? Guests? Sophie couldn’t be sure.

She was forced to retreat from the sight and let the curtain fall back into place. She knew if she continued to watch the primal sight of the rutting bodies, to breathe their thrillingly rank atmosphere, she would be drawn into the room and she would lose herself to the pleasures within.

Sophie stumbled back. True, this only further confirmed her original suspicions about the sexual nature of the services offered at the Baths of Saint Sephoria. Confronted with the reality of this truth, she was still staggered by it. She still wanted to join them.

“Sister,” said a soft voice from behind Sophie. She stiffened and turned slowly towards the speaker.

She was greeted by the sight of a freckle-faced young woman wearing a damp gown that clung to her ample bosom. The ginger-haired sister’s eyes were big and blue and innocent despite her jutting nipples and the triangle of thatch atop her mound visible beneath her gown.

“Are you lost, sister?” asked the girl.

“Um, yes,” said Sophie. The girl’s friendly smiled disarmed her and she decided to chance a question that might get her into trouble. “I was… was looking for the entrance to the Deep Dairy.”

“Oh, of course,” replied the girl, stealing a glance at Sophie’s ample bust. “Is it time for your milking?”

“My… um, yes, that’s right,” said Sophie, color spreading on her cheeks. “I’m overdue for my milking and trying to find my way down to the Deep Dairy. But I seem to have become disoriented in the dark.”

“Yes, it’s all these rooms and curtains in a round building,” agreed the girl. “I’ll show you the way. Come on. I’m Deanna, by the way.”

“A pleasure to meet you,” said Sophie, following along beside the girl. “Have you been here long?”

“Oh, no, I only arrived here about ten days ago.” The girl looked upwards as if considering the ceiling. “No, twelve. I lost track of a couple when I was having my first milkings.”

“Yes, that can happen,” said Sophie. “I wonder… I have some friends who came here before me and I have been looking for them. Margaret is my sister, she looks a lot like me but with darker eyes and hair and not quite as voluptuous.”

“Ah, no, I haven’t met her,” said Deanna, looking Sophie over carefully.

“I also had a friend, Chiara, who I was—”

“You’re friends with Chiara!?” Deanna could scarcely disguise her delight. “Everyone knows Chiara. She is so fun and funny. She has been down in the dairy ever since those problems with her father.”

“Problems?” asked Sophie.

“You didn’t know? He came here over and over trying to take her away to work on the farm and marry some farm boy or something. She wanted to stay here. She likes it. She… oh, here we are.” Deanna stopped and pointed to a statue depicting a woman cradling two huge fish under her arms. The statue’s enormous breasts were fountaining milk frozen in the marble as twin arcs and the fish seemed to be watching eagerly with their mouths open wide.

“Oh, of course,” said Sophie, “hard to forget that statue.”

“Right,” laughed Deanna. The freckle-faced woman bounced happily up to the statue’s plinth and pressed a small button. There was a soft click, and the statue and plinth began to rotate aside with a smooth, almost silent mechanism. This revealed a torchlit stone passage leading down into the earth. “Say ‘hey’ to Chiara for me. Tell her that Deanna learned the grape trick. She’ll know what you’re talking about.”

“R-right,” said Sophie. “Thanks for showing me.”

Sophie bid Deanna farewell and descended into the earth. She heard the plinth slide back into place behind her, effectively sealing her underground. Although the walls and floor of the passage were cut stones, she had the feeling that she was descending into a natural subterranean space. This feeling was confirmed as she reached the bottom of the downward passage and stepped out into a cool chamber with stalactites overhead.

Fear jolted through her at the sight of the toothy ceiling. After her encounters with ropers, she instinctively searched the cave for signs of any of the predatory monsters lurking overhead. Those dangerous creatures had given her some of the best fucking of her life. So good that it had nearly killed her. She hoped Pumpkin was doing alright back in Placido. She had left him some earthworms and a melon. He would be fine so long as none of that fat tavern keeper’s daughters went peeking in Pumpkin’s basket.

“Mardoch help them if they do,” she murmured.

Sophie was so busy looking for ropers that she almost did not notice the people walking past her. Two busty sisters in white gowns were being led by a pair of big, wide-mouthed cousins with watery gray eyes. Sophie stepped aside, into a jagged forest of stalagmites, just before they spotted her. She waited for them to pass, then fell in behind them just far enough back to keep out of sight.

The natural caves branched out into many different tunnels and chambers. Light spilled out from some of these passages and Sophie could make out moaning sounds, wet slapping of flesh, glugging liquid, hissing pressure, and mechanisms squeaking and ratcheting unseen. Sophie became distracted by the echoing cries of a woman gasping, “Yes! Oh, yes! Right there!” Her pulsing mark almost compelled her to follow those sounds down a branching tunnel.

She looked up just as the group she had been trailing disappeared down a tunnel in another direction. She hastened after them, right up to the opening of the passage, and almost walked into one of the cousins doubling pack.

“Oh!” cried Sophie, stopping and staggering back. She clasped her hands to her chest as the wide-mouthed man looked her up and down with those watery blue eyes.

“You here for the nectar?” he asked.

“Um, yes, that’s right,” said Sophie, smiling uncertainly.

“Well, this way,” he said. “It’s about to start.”

He took Sophie’s wrist in his big, clammy hand and pulled her down the tunnel to a small cave chamber with a whitewashed interior. The walls were sparsely decorated with the pillars of Mardoch and a repeating design of two fish on either side of an erupting volcano that resembled a woman’s breast. The two sisters were kneeling in the center of the room, their heads bowed in prayer.

“This one was lost,” said the cousin, pulling her into the room. “Fetch another cushion.”

“Aye, Grobney,” said the other cousin, opening a cabinet built into the wall and removing a scuffed white prayer cushion. He set it alongside the two being used by the sisters.

“Here,” said Grobney, guiding Sophie to kneel like the others. “Go and fetch the sacrament, Delgo.”

The other cousin, Delgo, hastened out of a small door. Sophie took her place beside the sisters. They glanced over and smiled at her. She was comforted by their presence, but also disconcerted by the dull throb of her mark. The magic of the curse seemed to sense something that she could only barely perceive. An erotic charge to this ceremony beyond even its association with lactation.

Delgo returned with a small folding table in one hand and a shallow bowl in the other. He placed the folding table carefully before Sophie and the other sisters and set the bowl atop it. Sophie could make out an opaque pink liquid that partially filled the bowl.

The two cousins stepped back against the wall and began to bang small percussion instruments made from wood. The sound of these was almost painfully loud within the stone chamber. Sophie winced with each double TOK! Their rhythm intensified and a humanoid shadow spilled into the room from the side passage.

He was taller than either cousin, thickset at the shoulders but tapered at the waist. He wore a robe that hung to the floor and a huge hood that concealed the shape of his head and hung over his face. There was something about the springiness of his gait that Sophie found disturbing. As if his joints were backwards or located improperly on his legs. He also brought with him a faint fishy odor.

He stopped before the low table with the bowl and turned to face Sophie and the other two sisters. The hammering of the wooden instruments abruptly stopped.

“By the ritual of the Holy Nectar,” spoke a rasping voice from beneath the hood, “the sacrament must be offered with the fresh milk of a pure-blooded male. This is the holy way of Sephoria. This is how the path of healing begins.”

“This is how the path begins,” intoned the two sisters.

“…it- the path begins,” said Sophie, trying to join them.

The figure reached a hand down and the sleeve of his robe slipped back from his fingers. Long, blue fingers with a membrane webbing between each digit. Sophie stifled a gasp as he drew open his robe and revealed a body that was not human.

The creature’s legs and abdomen were rubbery blue flesh that glistened like the skin of an amphibian. His knees were inverted, his feet huge, clawed, and webbed like his hands. His abdomen was covered in a delicate patch of iridescent silver scales that winked red in the torchlight. Where his cock might have been was only a bulge and a strange, lipless slit.

Neither woman beside Sophie reacted much to this strange creature revealing its body. Their eyes were wide and expressions blank. Sophie tried to imitate them. It wasn’t hard for her to stare, wide-eyed at the creature. Even for a woman that had fucked lizardkin, this was strange.

Sophie was staring so intently at this inhuman revelation that she almost failed to notice the sisters beside her beginning to undress. The two girls were unlacing the fronts of their gowns and slipping them down from their shoulders. Sophie quickly joined them, pulling open the laces on her white gown and letting the flimsy garment drop from her shoulders. The soft fabric caught on her jutting nipples for a moment. She moaned softly and tugged her gown the rest of the way down to free her large breasts.

“Lead us down the holy path,” spoke the sisters, with Sophie trying to imitate their words. “Bless us, you of the Holy Blood. Make this nectar ready for us and show us the way down the holy path.”

As they spoke, the women cradled their breasts with their hands and rhythmically toyed with their nipples. Sophie copied the motions of their fingers, feeling a growing need in her loins as she teased her stiff buds and held the soft weight of her breasts.

The strange creature before them drew back its hood and revealed its face. It was a fish. Or it was part fish. It resembled the wide-mouthed depictions of fish Sophie had noticed throughout the springs and especially in the Deep Dairy. Its face was covered in glistening bluish skin, with bulging yellow eyes that seemed to look in two different directions and a spiny, finlike flap atop its head. There was no hair on its head or face, but two drooping fronds of flesh above its huge mouth like whiskers of a catfish.

Its eyes rolled and it blinked as it took in the sight of Sophie and the two sisters ritually fondling themselves. It stepped right up to the small table and the dish of pink liquid and something began to push out from a slit in its loins. Sophie, having experienced the inhuman pleasures of mating with lizardkin, suspected what was coming next.

A delicate pink cock emerged from this smooth slit, revealed by forbidden increments first as a bulging tip and then as its thick, throbbing length covered in soft nodules and a tracery of darker capillaries. The fat crown was tipped with a tickler that seemed to wiggle with the beating of the creature’s heart. The base swelled from the slit as it extruded a pair of hairless testes that seemed more a glandular extension of its penis than a satchel like a mammal’s testes. They throbbed with its beating heart like the movement of the tickler at the head of its cock.

With the cock came a strong, musky smell. The raw scent mingled with the cold cave air and excited in Sophie a perverse lust unmatched by the thump of her darkborne mark.

Oh, fuck, she thought, I want that cock. More than any cock I’ve ever seen. I need it inside me. I want to taste it. I want it to cum in me again and again. I want it to breed me and make… make cousins. Make hybrids. That’s what this is. Blood mingling with inhuman blood. It’s horrible. It’s beautiful. Oh, fuck, stay strong, Sophie.

This primal hunger overwhelmed the sisters just as thoroughly as it had afflicted Sophie. They swayed their shoulders and rocked their hips to the twitching rhythm of the pure blood’s tickler and twitching bollocks. One girl formed her lips into an oval and began to bob her head as if desperately eager to suck the pure blood’s cock. The other stopped fondling her breasts and reached both hands into her gown. She began fingering herself desperately, her white gown drawn tight against her round buttocks as she hunched her hips with each thrust.

The creature reached a web hand down to its cock and grasped it in its fingers. It watched Sophie and the sisters rocking with need and moaning and pleasuring themselves and it began to stroke. Its fingers worked intently on its slick length, squeezing and massaging its pink cock until it darkened to red with arousal. Precum gathered like snot at its tip and began to drip into the dish of pink liquid. Each oily splash sent ripples through the sacrament.

Sophie realized she had her gown pulled up to her waist without remembering ever doing it. She curled three fingers into her hot cunt and watched with growing excitement as the creature stroked its webbed fingers up and down its reddening length. Her pleasure tightened inside her. Fingers sloshing to the rhythm of the pure blood’s pumping hand. She was panting with lust, sweat trickling down her face as she fingered her hot cunt and jerked her hips along with the two women beside her.

“GGGGGGrrrraaaaaaa!” gurgled the fish man, staring directly at Sophie’s heaving breasts as he let loose with his seed.

The sight of cum jetting from the monstrous cock and splashing into the dish of pink liquid sent Sophie over the edge.

“Oooohhhh yessss!” cried Sophie, breaking the script as her cunt spasmed around her fingers. She pumped her pussy desperately, rocking forward and nearly falling as she watched the fish man gushing fat spurts of his glorious goo into the dish. His strokes slowed, his webbed hand twisting on his red cock. The sympathetic pleasure ebbed inside Sophie. The women beside her were whimpering, nearly bent in half with the intensity of their pleasure.

Sophie felt invigorated. She laughed and leaned closer to the dish, watching the pure fish man squeeze out the final pearly drops of his cum. Unlike the two sisters kneeling beside Sophie, she was not trained nor prepared for this ritual. She had no knowledge of the ritual beyond what she had observed.

But she knew what she wanted. She wanted to drink the contents of the dish. Desperately.

She couldn’t stop herself. The moment the fish man stepped back, Sophie slipped her fingers from inside her pussy and grasped the dish with both hands.

“GRrraaa?” The fish man cocked his head in surprise.

The two cousins, who had been standing back and watching what was happening, tried to step forward and stop Sophie. They were not quick enough.

She took the dish and lifted it to her lips, tilting her head back and letting the pink liquid mingled with the fish man’s spunk pour into her mouth. Cool, thick, slimy liquid filled her mouth and she began to swallow. Each swallow sent ripples of invigorating pleasure through her body. Gulp after gulp as fast as it poured into her mouth. A sweet, briny flavor, almost like salty caramel that she savored even as it overflowed her lips and dripped down her chin and onto her breasts.

“What… what is happening?” moaned the two sisters, looking on in shock.

“Stop that now,” cried Grobney, grabbing Sophie’s right arm.

“You cannot drink it all! Stop drinking it! That’s too much for one person!” shouted Delgo.

But Sophie’s arms were like bars of iron. Her strength was superhuman from orgasmic energy and she channeled that power into fighting off the cousins and drinking the contents of the dish. She licked the last few drops clean and looked up at the glowering fish man standing over her.

“Whhyyyy… did you… do that?” he asked, his voice gurgling with disappointment.

“She’s mad,” cried Delgo, finally dragging Sophie to her feet.

“That much of the Holy Nectar… what’ll it do to her?” Grobney looked to the pure-blooded fish man.

“Perrrrmanent,” croaked the fish man. “She will be forrrrever blessed. Take herrrrr… take her to the dairy. I will… see to the other sisters.”

“Oh, thank you,” whimpered one of the sisters.

“Yes, bless us personally, please,” they moaned, crawling to the legs of the fish man and clinging to him. They nuzzled and caressed the retreating nub of his pink cock. He cradled their heads against his flagging hardness and they began to kiss it and lick it.

“Yes, my sweet cows,” said the fish man. “I will let you nurse from the blessed spring of my cock.”

Sophie snorted with laughter. She was drunk on the fish man’s Holy Nectar. Her body feverishly hot, particularly in her chest, and her mind floating with euphoric love for the fish man. She might have fought off the cousins, pushed aside the sisters, and climbed atop his fishy cock if it weren’t for that feeling of euphoria.

She began cackling with laughter and offered no more resistance as the cousins lifted her off her feet and carried her to a stall within the Deep Dairy. They stretched her upon the straw and shut the door behind them.

Sophie didn’t care. Her body was burning hot to the touch, drenched in sweat, and she was wracked with the pain of her transformation. Her breasts began to swell. Her glands engorged with the Holy Milk. Her nipples thickened and became more sensitive. Sophie yearned to give herself to the fish man. To feel that slippery, inhuman cock plundering her fertile cove. To take his gushing seed deep inside her body.

To surrender herself for breeding.

And milking.
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A Cow’s Journey

“Those are some of the biggest udders I’ve ever seen,” muttered Grobney, leaning over Sophie and admiring her swollen tits.

“Half the time too,” agreed Delgo, squatting down and playing a finger against one of Sophie’s nipples.

She groaned, half-delirious still from fever, but aware that her breast was being touched. She felt a throb in the mark on the back of her neck and a wetness that Delgo spread over her nipple with his fingertip.

“Look at that,” declared Delgo, holding his finger up to the lantern light. Sophie squinted up at him and saw several droplets of white clinging to his finger. “She’s ready for first milking already.”

“Not supposed to take her out of her stall until the morning,” said Grobney.

“She wasn’t supposed to drink the nectar,” said Delgo and he licked his finger clean. “But the big-titted slut chugged it all down. Come on, help me get her up. We’ll hang her from the net for now. I could use a drink.”

“Yeah, alright,” said Grobney. “But if Mollop finds out, I’m telling him it was your idea.”

Sophie groaned and her eyes opened as the cousins grabbed her under her arms and lifted her to her feet. Her breasts hurt and felt impossibly heavy. Swollen and sensitive beyond belief. Her nipples dripping with milk.

They began walking her through the caves of the Deep Dairy. She heard moaning women, some of them making sounds that echoed through the caves and sounded suspiciously like cows mooing. She heard the splash of liquid and more of that hissing suction she had heard before. Was there some device being used to drain the milk from these women? Sophie tried to lift her head and look. She had all but abandoned any hope of seeing Margaret, but she still hoped to see Chiara.

Strange machinery blurred past her as she was dragged through the tunnels. There was a beautiful, buxom woman who looked like she was riding atop a water fountain and brass statue. Milk seemed to be spraying everywhere and there was one of those pure-blooded fish men. Not the same one that had given Sophie his Holy Nectar. This one had lighter coloring and an even thicker cock.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Sophie, weakly trying to go towards the fish man.

“Not in there,” muttered Delgo. “You’ll feel better once you’ve had some of this milk out.”

“That’s right,” agreed Grobney, pawing at Sophie’s left breast. “Once it really gets flowing, you’ll be givin’ milk every mornin’ and night.”

He gave her laden breast a hard squeeze and milk sprayed out in a warm mist. Both cousins laughed at the impressive release and Grobney licked the droplets from his hand as he ogled Sophie’s naked body.

“Please,” moaned Sophie, staggering along between them, “please… milk me.”

It was not the mark urging her on that made those words escape her lips. She desperately needed relief from the pressure building in her breasts. They were flushed and painfully tight with milk. Her nipples were similarly red and engorged to the point that they throbbed with need.

“Don’t worry, lovely,” chuckled Delgo, running a hand down Sophie’s right side and stroking her ass. “Me and Grobney’ll take good care of you. First milkings are always memorable.”

“Yeah, most sisters cum just from being milked,” laughed Grobney. “But we’ll see to it either way. You’ll be cumming for us.”

“Th-thank you,” panted Sophie, managing a delirious smile.

The cousins brought her to a cave chamber with a high ceiling and several iron hooks attached to ropes hanging down from among the stalactites. Delgo produced a hand net and stretched it across Sophie’s midsection, pulling it tight across her tummy and lifting it beneath the overhang of her laden breasts. He tied it behind her and then both cousins lifted her up towards one of the iron hooks.

They attached the net to the hook so that Sophie dangled from the ceiling, all her weight just beneath her breasts as they hung out of the net, heavy with milk, with her thick, red nipples pointing almost straight at the floor. Her breasts felt so swollen that it seemed they might explode. Grobney pulled on a rope dangling beside Sophie and the hook hoisted her higher and higher, tits swaying with each yank of the rope, until she was at a level even with their shoulders. Sophie looked back and saw the teeth of the stalactites were perilously close to taking a bite of her bare rump.

“Please,” gasped Sophie, struggling with the pain, “my breasts… they’re about to… about to burst.”

“Yeah, they are,” laughed Delgo, prodding Sophie’s left breast with a finger and producing a plentiful dribble of milk.

“You’re wasting it,” said Grobney. “Go and fetch a milking pail.”

“Why use a pail when we can store it… in our bellies?” Delgo’s big hands surrounded Sophie’s breast and he ducked his head beneath her. She couldn’t see him, but she could feel the warmth of his mouth suddenly engulf her nipple. His lips pressing to her laden areola and his hot tongue swirling against her sensitive bud.

“Ahhhh!” cried Sophie, jerking in the net and nearly impaling her rear on a stalactite. Delgo began to suck and the pressure built for a moment, the pain intensifying. Then, in a rush, she felt her milk releasing into his mouth. Incredible heat and pleasure spiked through her body with each of Delgo’s wet sucks and more of her milk spurted into his mouth.

“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Delgo, working his hands around her breast and squeezing to force more milk into his mouth. His lips broke suction and he gasped, “So much. I can barely swallow it all.”

“Greedy quarter-blood,” muttered Grobney. “You’ve got her other udder leaking now too.”

“Mmm?” Delgo popped his lips free and Sophie cried out as a cool gust of cave air tickled over her damp bud. Delgo fondled her other breast and chuckled. “So have a suck, cousin, or it’ll go to waste.”

“Oh, yes, please,” moaned Sophie, shuddering in the net and working her hips. “Suck them both. They’re… they’re not even now.”

“You heard her!” laughed Delgo, smacking a hand on Sophie’s rump. “She needs us both to suck.”

Both cousins latched to Sophie’s straining nozzles and began to fervently suck. Her cries of pleasure echoed through the cave as she jostled in the net and felt her milk spurting into their hungry mouths. Delgo used both hands to squeeze Sophie’s breast and express more milk into his mouth while Grobney seemed to be fondling himself as he drank her fresh tit cream.

“Ohhhhh, that’s it,” moaned Sophie, her mark allowing her to sense Grobney’s pleasure. “Stroke your cock while you drink my milk.”

It was amazing how readily her mind adapted to the idea of being a milk cow. Maybe it was the lingering effect of her overdose of Holy Nectar or the way her body had been transformed, but she was enjoying being their milky treat. Each spurt of her milk into their mouths and against their lashing tongues sent more pleasure quaking through her body.

Sophie’s arms were pinned beneath her in the net but she managed to stretch a hand between her thighs to rub her wet slit. Her hips worked to the rhythm of her suckling. Each gush of milk bringing her closer to the edge. Her darkborne mark allowing her to sense that both cousins were now wanking their cocks as they suckled her cream.

“Cum for me,” she cried, bucking her hips and fucking her fingers. “Ohhhh, please, cum for—”

“RRRRRRRRRRAAAAAAAA!” A loud blurt of monstrous language thundered through the cave.

Delgo and Grobney popped their lips free of Sophie’s breasts and let out yelps of surprise. They staggered back, Grobney yanking up his trousers and Delgo tripping over his pants and falling over backwards with his cock sticking up in the air.

A naked, glistening fish man stepped out of the shadows. His inhuman brow was furrowed and his bulging yellow eyes were furious. This was not the same fish man that had fed Sophie her first taste of the Holy Nectar. This one was bigger, less scaly and more amphibian looking, but with a head like a giant, angry catfish. His side fins stuck out from his head and a spiny top fin stuck straight up.

“Howwww dare you! Delgo, I am not surrrrrrprised to see you doing this, but I thought you werrrre better Grobney!”

“Please, Mollop, forgive us,” said Grobney, bowing his head as he tried to tie his rope belt and rearrange his toga.

“Begone!” thundered Mollop, striding fully into the torchlight and revealing his naked, muscular body and angrily flaring gills.

Delgo and Grobney retreated from the room, leaving Sophie swinging from the ceiling with her somewhat softened breasts dangling beneath the net. Mollop circled her, his face even with hers and his bulging, monstrous eyes flicking here and there as he examined her body.

“They… they didn’t mean anything by it,” said Sophie, unsure of why she was making excuses for the cousins.

“Selfish currrrs,” gurgled Mollop. “They waste the Holy Milk on their thirst.”

His webbed feet slapped wetly on the stone as he walked around her, his gills flaring and his eyes seeming to bore into Sophie’s naked, luscious body. When he reached her face again, his anger seemed to have abated.

“This is no way to treat a new blessed vessel of the Holy Milk,” said Mollop. He gently cradled both of her breasts in his large, webbed hands. She sucked in a breath as one nipple pressed to the membrane between his fingers. “Are they tender?”

“Just sensitive,” gasped Sophie.

“There is great pleasure felt with milking,” said Mollop. “Did the cousins relieve you?”

“N-no,” said Sophie, feeling a tremor of need that ached deep in her cunt. “They left me hanging. Uh, literally and figuratively.”

“Ungrrrateful for the blessings you so clearly bestow,” said Mollop, giving her breasts a careful squeeze and causing some of her milk to overflow his hands. “You were the one who drank the entire bowl of Holy Nectar?”

“Yessss,” moaned Sophie, rocking in the net and causing her breasts to squeeze into his grasps. She felt another pleasurable release of milk and could see the white cream trickling down his arms and dripping from the barbs near his elbows. “They… they said I might be like this… forever?”

“No, not like this,” said Mollop. “You are in the fever of first milk. Your body will adjust. But the milk might come for a very long time. Perrrrhaps for years.”

“Years?”

Mollop croaked almost like a frog and added, “You were a very silly girl to do that.”

“I couldn’t help it,” gasped Sophie, feeling pleasure begin to tighten within her. “Mmmmmm. I just… just had to taste it. I had to drink it all.”

“The fever burns hotter,” said Mollop, releasing his grasp on her breasts and examining the milk dripping from his arms. “And your milk more plentiful by the moment. You must have some relief or you might burn up with this fever.”

“I must?” gasped Sophie.

Mollop seemed to smile, although it was hard to be sure with his wide, inhuman mouth. He moved around Sophie, out of sight, and she felt his hands on her legs that hung from the net. Her bare bottom was completely exposed and Mollop was looking right at it. His hands tightened on her legs just above the knees. She felt his cool breath stirring against her cunt.

“Ohhhhhh,” she moaned, her body tensing as he moved closer.

The fish man’s tongue was not at all like the tongue of a man. It was soft and wide and frilled at its edges. Like silk dragging firmly across her cunny. Cool and soft, threading between her cheeks, pressing to the naughty divot of her pink anus. Lapping slowly back down again and writhing into the hot honeypot of Sophie’s cunt.

“Ahhhhhhh!” cried Sophie, trying to look back at him but only seeing the top of his head and his spiny fin rising above her round rump.

The soft, insistent licking pressed deep inside her steamy cunt. His wide lips kissed her folds. He sucked at them and seemed to drink her juice as readily as she drank the Holy Nectar.

“You arrrre a sweet one,” he gurgled, pulling her rump back against his slimy snout and tonguing deep into her twitching twat.

Sophie could not resist him. Not that she tried. The pleasure built with each probing thrust of his tongue. Each suck upon her sensitive folds and budding clit. Her body rocking in the net and her dangling tits dripped with fresh milk. Her pleasure burned hotter and wetter by the moment. The flow of her milk seemed to coincide with her arousal. With her ecstasy.

“Yesssss,” she hissed, bouncing against his face. “Ohhhh, yes, you’re going to… going to make me cum.”

“Grrraaaaaa. That is… the idea,” gurgled Mollop. “Cum for me, human. Let me taste the sweetness of your pleasure.”

It was a sweetness she gratefully released in rippling, rolling waves. Intense spasms that spurted her milk from dangling tits and sent a flood of her nectar into the fish man’s slurping mouth. He shamelessly tongued her clutching cunny. He devoured her flowing fuckjuice as streams of Sophie’s milk spattered the floor of the cave.

Her thighs tensed again and again and her body shook with pleasure. At last, her ecstasy began to recede and Mollop’s tongue retreated from her hot cunny. He gave her folds a few last licks before releasing his grip on her legs. He circled around her so that she could see his face. And the huge pink cock jutting from his loins. Much bigger and covered in more fleshy lumps than the cock of the pure blood that had given Sophie her first taste of Holy Nectar.

“M-more,” said Sophie. “Let me… let me taste your cock.”

“My seed belongs to another. But if you still crave pleasure, you will have it. The others will come now,” he croaked. “My brothers. They will milk you correctly. I will see that you receive proper care. We must treat our holy vessels well.”

“Th-thank you, Mollop,” said Sophie, still shuddering with aftershocks from his tongue-lashing.

“I will see you again, Sophie,” he said and stroked her face tenderly. “You will be a prize cow in our dairy.”

Strangely, Sophie felt proud to be called a cow. She almost let out a “moo” just to show him what a good cow she could be. She watched Mollop depart and waited impatiently for his brothers to arrive. Her nipples continued to drip onto the floor of the cave. An intermittent pat-pat-pat that intensified whenever she thought about Mollop and his big, pink glistening cock.

Three fish men entered the cave and examined Sophie carefully. These more closely resembled the first fish man she met. One of them might have even been the same fish man. They were not as large as Mollop and their coloration was scalier and less handsome.

“Are you going to milk me more?” she asked, her tits swaying as she tried to crane her neck and get a good look at them.

“Yes,” said the fish man. It was the only answer she needed as they set up a large pail beneath her and released the tension on the rope so that she was lowered halfway to the floor. This put her dangling breasts just above the mouth of the pail and her face even with the loins of the fish men.

One of the slimy humanoids settled his scaly butt onto a stool and reached beneath Sophie to begin tugging at her engorged nipples. Milk pattered into the pail. She felt the pleasurable release of streams of milk with each squeeze and tug and let out a grateful moan. It wasn’t exactly like milking a cow. Her nipples were not so large as a cow’s udders and the fish man did much more squeezing of her breasts to help loosen and release the milk. Still, despite the differences in anatomy, Sophie felt like she was beginning to understand what it meant to be a cow.

A prize cow, she thought, recalling what Mollop had called her. She felt an odd sense of pride and dared to fantasize, Maybe it is what I should remain. Forget my quest. Forget impressing Mardoch. Stay down here in the Deep Dairy as a prize cow. Healing the sick with my magical milk.

“Rrrrooooaarrk,” croaked the fish man milking Sophie. “This one likes.”

“I smell it,” agreed one of the others, sniffing loudly. “Fertile.”

“Mollop not like it if we breed,” warned the other fish man standing beside Sophie.

“Rrrr,” growled the milker with annoyance. “Things we do other than breed.”

“What says the cow,” asked one of the fish men. “You be good and give us pleasure?”

“This first milking,” said the most nervous of the three. “Betterrr not to—”

“Yes,” gasped Sophie, jostling in the net. “Let me down. I’ll show you. I’ll give you all sorts of pleasure. Ooooohhhh. I’ll suck… suck your cocks. You can fuck me.”

“No breeding,” croaked the nervous one.

But the other two were barely paying attention to him. The milker gave Sophie’s tits a few last squeezes and then moved the sloshing bucket out of the way. The other lowered her to her knees on the floor and untied the net from around her body. She ran her hands over her breasts. They were still enlarged, but no longer engorged. Nipples stiff and sensitive, a little raw from being tugged, but no longer steadily dripping with overflowing milk.

“Th-thank you,” gasped Sophie, finding herself at eye-level with the groins of the three fish men as they closed in around her. “Let me… let me show you how grateful I can be.”

The fish men and their briny smell seemed to engulf her. Sophie was so overheated with arousal that she had no trouble submitting to their coldblooded lust. She grasped for their cocks, feeling the spongy pink organs and soft lumps of flesh that clung to their shafts. None of the three was as endowed as Mollop, but that suited Sophie just fine as she squeezed one between her soft, freshly milked tits, took on another with both hands, and offered her mouth to the third.

Their webbed hands fondled and caressed her body. Slimy, but not leaving slime behind. Soft and yet insistent. They stroked and tugged and pinched. She sucked one, fondled another, and left the last to take his pleasure from the pressing mounds of her tits. He did so eagerly, rutting between her breasts and poking out his reddening cock from between them. Faster and faster, lubricated only by his natural sliminess and Sophie’s sweat.

“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Sophie, her cheeks hollowing as she slurped on fish man cock.

“This one takes to it,” gurgled the fish man humping away at Sophie’s hefty handfuls.

“Yes, very good cow,” agreed the one being pumped by Sophie’s deft fingers. “She has good spirit. Will make for good milk.”

“She suck… good! GOOD SUCK!” gurgled the fish man getting his mighty minnow mouthed by Sophie.

Sophie looked up at the fish man she was sucking and gave his salty tip a few rapid flicks of her tongue and a good hard suck. That was enough to make the fish man let loose with a thick, oily load. It spurted hard to the back of Sophie’s throat and she swallowed without hesitation. A strong fishy taste could not keep her from gulping it down. In fact, the more she swallowed, the more she wanted to swallow.

“Mmmmmwwaaa!” she laughed as the fish man’s red cock slid free of her lips. “Give me some more of that delicious fish sauce!”

“GRRAAAAAAA!” snarled the fish man rutting his oozing eel between Sophie’s milk makers. “Put in mouth! Taste seed AGGGGGRAAA!”

She didn’t need to be told twice. She tucked her chin and offered up the hot oval of her lips to each thrust of his cock. His fleshy, tickler-tipped cock slid into her mouth and Sophie instantly knew by the taste of his salty slime that she was tasting the cock of the donor of the Holy Nectar that had transformed her into a human cow.

“MMMMMM!!!” she moaned, sucking wantonly at his cock. She winced as she slid her lips down to his bulging bollocks and kissed them as his fishy fucktool harpooned her throat. She swallowed around him as he humped her tits and let loose with a surging, pulsating load of delicious fish man swimmers.

But it was the last of the fish men that took the greatest prize. Sophie, eager to be fucked, turned and put her head down and her creamy ass up in the air.

“Pleeeease, fuck me,” she moaned, wiggling her hips back and forth.

“Not breeding,” croaked one of the spent fish men.

“I will brrrrred,” gurgled the fish man that Sophie had not yet satisfied, “her rrrrrump!”

He clapped his webbed hands on her hips and lined up his tickler-tipped pink perch. Sophie moaned as the cool, slimy tickler teased at her back door. Her hole was still damp from being licked by Mollop and with a little twist of her hips and backwards thrust she managed to catch her divot on his cockhead.

“GgrrraAAAAaa! She wants fucking!”

“Yes, that’s right,” Sophie moan, looking back at him over her shoulder. “She wants fucking and she’s going to… take it!”

She pushed back hard, impaling her pucker on the full, fleshy length of the fish man’s cock. She felt the twin bulge of his bollocks at his root. She rubbed her stuffed ring against them, clenching around his cock and feeling his cock pressing deep inside her.

The fish man overcame any reluctance and his clawed hands tightened on Sophie’s hips. He began to rut her ass just as eagerly as his brother had humped her hangers. His thrusts rocked her forward and when she pushed up on her elbows it made her big tits swing and slap against her. They were dripping milk again and flinging little droplets against the stone.

“Yessss!” cried Sophie, her pleasure peaking. “Oh, yes, that’s a keeper! Fuck my naughty ass, fish king! Dive deep in that hollllle! Ohhhhhh, Mardoch! That’s good! Fuck my ass!”

The fish men almost seemed embarrassed by Sophie’s lewd encouragement. The two that were expended exchanged uncertain glances as the caves echoed with Sophie’s cries of pleasure. At least the one fucking her back door wasn’t discouraged. He hunched over her, gurgling loudly and dripping drool from his wide, fishy mouth onto her shoulders and back. His cock was swelling, and her ass was getting juicy with all his precum. She couldn’t hold back any longer.

She wailed with her climax, looking back at him and shouting, “Fill my ass, fish boy. Give me that big load of cum! My asshole needs your Holy Nectar!”

“GRRAAAAAAAA!” bellowed the fish man and his cock surged and began to pump Sophie’s ass full of his cum. She felt each spurt as her stretched hole clenched around him. Each new spasm was another slimy pump into her bowels until she felt nearly full to bursting.

Sure enough, when the fish man finally drew his wilting cock from her ass, Sophie released a huge gush of his seed that dripped down the floor and pooled on the stone. She clenched her freshly fucked hole until the flow finally ended.

“We take back now,” said one the fish man.

She wasn’t even sure which, she was so dizzy with pleasure. She was still out of breath and reeling as they carried her back to her stall, eased her down onto a pile of straw, and shut the door behind them.

Sophie whimpered with satisfaction. She wasn’t tired, not after such a delicious fucking, but the milk fever had left her body sore and her mind overwhelmed. Her twin mission to find her sister and Gull’s daughter, let alone impress Mardoch with her good deeds, seemed to be a part of her distant past. Her present was as a prize milk cow. A holy sister who gave healing cream from her huge udders and satisfied the strange creatures of the Deep Dairy.

She closed her eyes and managed to smile before she slipped off to sleep.
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Pleasures of the Milk Maids

Sophie was not sure how long the bell had been ringing when she finally lifted her face from the straw. She had straw tangled in her hair and plastered to her cheek with drool.

“Haven’t slept this hard in years,” she muttered, plucking the pieces of straw from her hair. “Who is ringing that damn— AHH!”

She sat up and felt the painful heaviness of her breasts. They were much bigger than they had been when she fell asleep. Her milk had returned and, judging by her round, taut breasts and the swollen redness of her nipples, she was even more laden with milk than she had been at any point the night before.

“By Mardoch,” she murmured, hefting the firm heaviness of her breasts in both hands. “How much bigger can these things get?”

She stood with effort, feeling unbalanced by the redistribution of her body’s weight. She had always been what men liked to call “top heavy,” but this was just ridiculous. Her breasts were becoming outrageously big. She gave her breasts a testing, two-handed squeeze and plentiful streams of milk shot from her nipples and in a fine mist around them. She squeezed harder and felt a strange, pleasurable release as her milk spurted out and onto the wall of her stall.

Just then, the door swung open and one of the fish men entered the room. She had not seen this one before. He was a little smaller than the others and with no fins atop his head. His eyes were more forward-facing and his mouth was smaller. His skin was grayish rather than the blues and greens she had noticed with the others.

“Stop that,” he rasped. “You arrrrre wasting Holy Milk.”

“Sorry?” Sophie released her breasts and they settled back against her ribcage, her thick nipples still dripping with cream. The weird part was that she felt truly chastened. She had seen the power of the Holy Milk mingled with the water of the springs and knew that her milk could help the sick and the aged.

“Come,” said the fish man, dropping a stool on the ground and sitting down. “On hands and knees. I milk you, sister cow.”

It was such a matter-of-fact way of addressing her that Sophie found it compelling. She got back down on her knees and leaned forward on her hands. Her laden breasts hung so heavily beneath her that the nipples dragged in the straw. The fish man brushed the straw aside and slid a wide pail beneath her hanging breasts.

His hands went to work immediately. There was no fondling or pleasuring going on. He squeezed her tits to produce milk and he pulled her nipples to cause the milk to spurt into his pail. He moved with such forceful certainty it was clear that this fish man had milked thousands of women like this. He knew just how to work to drain Sophie’s taut tits of their cargo.

There was something about being handled like this that Sophie found exciting. She bit back sounds of pleasure as each spurt of milk produced a ripple through her body to her core. She was dripping wet, fairly steaming with her desire, but she remained still and let the fish man work.

“May I… may I ask you some questions?”

“This is a question,” said the fish man. “You may ask it and more. Just remain still.”

His fingers were soft, slippery, yet so practiced they brushed her nipples and tightened around her breasts without hesitation. She felt more milk spurting out and fought back a gasp of pleasure.

“You… what are you?”

“We are called ‘Deep Ones,’” said the fish man. “Or ‘Deep Dwellers.’ Some ignorrrrant humans call us ‘Deep Wugs’ after the frog folk that live in the swamplands. We are fish, not frogs. We come from the water. We lay our eggs in the water and live there when we are not here in the dairy.”

“In the hot springs?” gasped Sophie.

“Yes,” said the deep one. “The water is deep and dark and warm. We swim for miles with only the glow of the earth’s fire to light the way. The water boils where it meets the burning stones. Near this is where we lay our eggs. This is how the pure bloods are born. The others, that you call the cousins, are born from mating with humans.”

“Ohhhh,” said Sophie, hoping it sounded like understanding rather than the soft cry of pleasure it had actually been. “Will I… will I mate with you?”

The milking stopped and Sophie looked up to find the deep one staring down at her.

“You are a good cow,” said the deep one, “but my breeding days are behind me. Still…”

He let his hand caress her flank back to her hip. He stroked Sophie’s buttocks and gave them a web-fingered squeeze. She shuddered with need and pushed back against his hand.

“No,” said the deep one, withdrawing his hand from her ass and resuming the milking. “There are other ones. Younger ones. If you wish it, I am sure you will find a fine mate. Many women do. Some do not.”

“Will I be allowed to leave here?” asked Sophie.

“Allowed? Rroooaarriippp! You are free to leave when you wish.” The rhythm of his milking slowed and Sophie realized that the flow from her breasts had diminished. “Your change is fresh. The milk fever lingers. Your milk is precious and you should stay for many days, but this is not required. If you wish to return to the surface or leave entirely then go.”

“Th-thank you,” said Sophie.

“You are welcome,” said the deep one. “I am done.”

He slid the pail from beneath her. Sophie saw what seemed like an astonishing amount of white milk sloshing within the pail. Enough to fill several cups.

“Not bad for your first morning milking,” he said. “Someone will be by after lunch and supper to milk you again.”

Sophie thanked him again and watched him leave. He left the door to her stall slightly ajar as if to prove that she was free to leave. She wanted to explore the Deep Dairy, but first she was struck by the way being milked had changed her body. Her huge breasts were so much softer and hung differently against her ribcage. Her nipples were red and sensitive.

She hefted a breast in both hands and lifted her nipple to her mouth. She licked it, tasting the residue of sweetness lingering on her thickened bud. She parted her lips and sucked her nipple and some of the surrounding areola into her mouth. With a little squeezing and sucking she produced a small gush of sweet milk.

She rolled it on her tongue and thought, So that’s how I taste.

She swallowed the milk and felt a sense of calm come over her. Was this the “holiness” they kept talking about? Was her milk addicting? She tried sucking on her other nipple and produced another small gush of milk. She swished it over her tongue, savoring the sweetness, before swallowing the warm, thin milk. Another wave of warmth and pleasure swept over her. She decided that it was addicting and she needed to avoid drinking more.

She needed to do something to keep her mind off the sweet milkiness in her breasts. She clambered to her feet and opened the door to her stall. She saw other doors like hers that were closed and some that stood open and revealed empty stalls. The doors ran the length of a long hallway with a high, natural ceiling and glowing lanterns. From one direction, Sophie heard that hissing machines, sloshing liquid, and moaning women she had heard the night before. From the other direction she heard soft, feminine laughter.

She decided to find out who was laughing before she learned why women were moaning in the other direction. She walked towards the sound and encountered a rough, red carpet covering the natural stone of the cave.

She followed the carpet and the sound of voices around a curve in the hallway and found herself in a pleasantly furnished parlor. It was crude by the luxurious standards of the springs on the surface. Here the couches were dingy, the lanterns were greasy, the carpet had never been cleaned, and the brass was unpolished. This worn plushness was offset by a magnificent mural depicting women frolicking in water and embracing deep ones. The women and fish men seemed to dance and rut by the flickering light of the lanterns.

“Oh, hello. Welcome. You must be the girl they brought in last night.” A tall, elegant-looking woman of early middle age rose from one of the couches. She swept a curly lock of dark hair from her face and said, “Come and sit with us.”

She gestured to the couch behind her and Sophie froze when she saw the woman’s companion. It was Chiara. There could be no doubt. The same eyes as Gull. Pale blonde hair spilling past slender shoulders. A shapely body no doubt made all the more bountiful by the Holy Nectar. Her breasts creamy and capped with blushing pink nipples.

“Hello,” said Chiara, wiggling her toes at Sophie. “We were just painting our nails. Would you like us to do you next?”

“Um, yes, very much,” said Sophie, pulling up a cushioned footrest and sitting down across from the couch.

“I’m Rosina,” said the older woman with the dark locks, “and this is Chiara.”

“Sophie.”

“We heard about you,” said Rosina, sitting down across from Sophie and crossing her long legs. It was impossible not to notice the thicket of dense, dark hair covering her mound. “You drank a whole dish of Holy Nectar.”

“I don’t blame you,” said Chiara. “I wanted to when I had my first taste. But I’d be scared to take so much at once.”

“They said it might be permanent,” said Sophie, looking down at her freshly milked breasts and brushing her fingers against her stiff nipples.

“I don’t think I’d mind that part,” said Chiara and she looked off into the hallway with a dreamy expression.

“Chiara is a true believer,” said Rosina. “I’m just here for the money. How about you, Sophie?”

“Well, I’m not sure,” said Sophie and it was true. “I liked being milked and I like the idea of helping people. But, well, I’m looking for my sister. Margaret. Have you seen her?”

Chiara and Rosina listened as Sophie described her sister and gave them a very brief summary of her hospitalization. She omitted the part about their stepmother summoning a darkborne entity that marked them both with curses of lust. Neither had seen nor heard of Margaret. They talked more as they painted Sophie’s toenails red. Rosina dominated the conversation with details about the house she planned to build and the married man she intended to make her husband with the gold she earned from helping in the Deep Dairy. Their conversation was interrupted by a deep one who shuffled into the room.

“Rrrrrosina,” he gurgled. “It is time for milking.”

“Oh, right,” giggled Rosina, cradling her swollen breasts in both hands. “Missed my morning milking in the baths. I’ll see you at midday meal.”

Sophie and Chiara bid farewell to Rosina. When she had left, Sophie took her spot on the couch.

“So do you have anyone on the surface?” asked Sophie. “Anyone you want to go back to?”

Chiara’s brow knit for a moment. “No, not really. I have family, but I think… I’ve outgrown them. You know? They don’t really care what I want. They want one thing for me and I want something else for myself.”

“Something else?”

Chiara’s cheeks reddened a little. “Have you… have you met Mollop?”

“The big one? Oh, you and him?” Sophie could not suppress a giggle. She hadn’t really thought about it much because her mark and her milk fever had made all of the deep ones attractive to her, but Mollop was objectively the most handsome of fish men.

“I… I think I would like to stay here,” said Chiara. “To be with him.”

“You mean, to have babies with him? To make cousins?”

“Well, more just because I like him a lot,” said Chiara. “He’s so handsome. And he takes care of me. And…”

Chiara’s words trailed off at the sound of approaching footsteps. The very deep one they were talking about came walking into the room. Mollop’s body glistened as if he had just arrived from a swim. His slimy body bulged with muscles. His wide mouth was curled into a smile.

“Do not let me interrrrupt,” he gurgled. “Continue talking about my many qualities, Chiarrrrra.”

He approached and spared a glance for Sophie.

“She was just about to tell me what a big cock you had,” teased Sophie.

“Ah, the troublemaker,” said Mollop. “Do not be a bad influence upon Sister Chiara. She is very precious to me.”

“And you are precious to me, Brother Mollop,” said Chiara, her blush deepening.

Sophie felt almost like an intruder as the beautiful, milky blonde exchanged a long, intense look with the muscular deep one. Mollop crouched before the couch to bring his face even with Chiara’s.

“Oh, my dear, your toes are lovely,” croaked the deep one.

He cradled one of Chiara’s dainty feet in his webbed hand and admired her wriggling toes and crimson-painted nails. Mollop brought Chiara’s foot right up to his mouth and pressed a kiss to her toes.

“We were doing our toes to look good for you.” The buxom blonde giggled and leaned back on the couch, stretching her other foot out to him. “It’s a matching set.”

Mollop cradled her foot in his other hand, bringing it to his mouth. He glanced over at Sophie as he slipped the pink length of his soft, frilled tongue out and gave Chiara’s little piggies a tongue-lashing. Chiara moaned with pleasure as Mollop bathed her toes with his tongue.

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned the deep one, tonguing the giggling girl’s tootsies.

Sophie recalled how good that tongue felt when Mollop had stuffed it into her cunt. She felt a throb from her darkborne mark and with an intrusive rush of desire she stretched out her feet and painted toes to the deep one.

“Chiara painted my toes too,” she said, curling her toes and lifting her arches to him.

He glanced from Sophie’s feet to Chiara and Sophie saw the blonde give him the slightest nod. Permission to indulge in another woman’s elegant arches and cute little toes. He moaned, opening his wide mouth wider and rolling his tongue across Sophie’s arches. She gasped at the cool, silky caress. He began to lick her heels, the sensitive sides and tops of her feet, and to thread the wriggling ribbon of his tongue between her toes.

“He loves to use his tongue,” giggled Chiara, watching with no apparent jealousy.

“Mmmmmm, he’s very good at it,” said Sophie, lifting one foot a little higher so Mollop could suck at the toes of her other foot. “I like to use my tongue too, you know.”

“On feet?” giggled Chiara, swinging her foot towards Sophie.

“Mmmm, sure, for a start,” said Sophie, looking Chiara in the eyes as she took Chiara’s big toe into her mouth and began to suck it. Mollop intensified his licking and slurping on Sophie’s feet at the sight of Sophie pleasuring Chiara.

Sophie had to admit, she had no particular affinity for feet, but the thorough caress of Mollop’s tongue and sucking and licking Chiara’s toes was making her into a believer. She licked Chiara’s arches, but then began to twist on the couch and crawl between Chiara’s thighs.

“Oh, I see your devilish plans,” moaned Chiara, but she spread her creamy thighs and hooked one leg over the back of the couch, inviting Sophie to her hairless pink pussy.

Sophie crawled closer, breathing her fresh scent and the hint of arousal in the air. She gave Chiara a few kisses on her inner thighs, teasing her lips closer and closer until Sophie sprung upon the bud of the young woman’s clit.

“Ahhhh!” cried Chiara as Sophie began to suck on something far more sensitive than a toe.

In the process of climbing between Chiara’s thighs, Sophie had deprived Mollop of her feet, but had offered up her luscious bottom to him in return. His webbed hands embraced her hips and he leaned over Sophie’s rear, tonguing between her cheeks thoroughly before turning his attention to her aching cunny. Despite the pleasure Sophie was experiencing, she never let up on Chiara. She began to pump two fingers into the lovely girl’s hot, tight cunny and sucked Chiara’s clit to the rhythm of those fingers.

“Oh, my, you’re… you’re very good at that,” gasped Chiara, bucking her hips and fucking against Sophie’s latched lips. Chiara cradled Sophie’s head with one hand, but her other hand began to fondle and squeeze her breasts. Even though they seemed almost as freshly milked as Sophie’s, her cream began to drip and even spurt from her pink nipples. The more she gasped and jerked her hips, the more her big breasts shook, and the harder she squeezed, producing spurts of milk that sprayed her tummy and even reached Sophie’s cheeks and shoulders.

As Chiara’s pleasure peaked, so too did Sophie’s. The Harlot Knight moaned with ecstasy into Chiara’s muffling muff, sucking hard on the girl’s sweet clit and feeling the warm patter of Chiara’s milk against her face. Sophie pushed back against Mollop’s fishy snout, his tongue deep inside her as she began to cum. She fed the fish man her nectar, rocking back against his face and clutching his tongue with her inner muscles.

Chiara and Sophie collapsed together in panting ecstasy. Their bodies shuddering and damp with milk and sweat. Mollop stood, admiring their flushed bodies squeezed tightly together. Watching them share a kiss. His fat, pink cock slid from his inner sheath and his bollocks bulged from his root.

“I think it’s his turn,” purred Sophie, looking back at the randy deep one. She kissed Chiara again, their tongues melting together as they shared the sweetness of Chiara’s cunt. Sophie gasped between kisses, “Will you share him with me or are you going to keep him all to yourself?”

“How can I… mmmmm… refuse him the pleasure?” moaned Chiara, sitting up and planting another hot kiss on Sophie’s lips. The young blonde’s thrusting tongue revealed a lust almost as eager as Sophie’s dark-driven desire.

They separated reluctantly, silvery strands of saliva trailing between their mouths for a moment. They embraced and turned to face the deep one enjoying their show. He was slowly stroking one webbed hand up and down the length of his reddening cock. The fringed shaft was twitching with lust and an oily liquid was drooling from his tip.

“Mmmmm,” purred Sophie, stretching a foot up and caressing the underside of Mollop’s cock. “I have a real taste for fish. How about you?”

“Ooooo, yes, it’s delicious,” agreed Chiara. “And this is my favorite kind.”

Chiara reached out with her foot and used her toes to curl over the oily head of Mollop’s cock. She stroked in tandem with Sophie, their feet moving and sliding over Mollop’s red cock as he croaked. He began to work his hips, fucking his cock against their stroking feet, faster and faster, until, with a croak so loud that it echoed down the hallway, he erupted. Thick ropes of cum sprayed over Sophie’s legs and up to her lap and her breasts. Chiara was similarly drenched in splashes of Mollop’s cum.

“Oooooh! Look who is spraying the milk!” cried Sophie, working her arches against his throbbing cock as the last of Mollop’s load dribbled onto her feet.

“Mmmmmmm, yes, it’s delicious,” replied Chiara, gathering a dollop from her breasts and licking her finger clean.

“I want to taste more,” purred Sophie, dropping her feet from Mollop’s cock and instead wrapping her lips around him. He let out a shuddering groan as she took his cock down to his root and massaged his length with her skilled throat. As she stroked him with her throat muscles, she tongued his tight bollocks.

“By Sephoria,” rasped Mollop. “I’ve never been so deep in a thrrrrrroat. You… you are truly skilled, Sophie.”

“Mmmmmmhmmm,” agreed Sophie, easing his still-hard cock from her mouth. “Almost a prize cow?”

“Yes, two prize cows,” agreed Mollop, embracing them both as they knelt before him and began to cooperatively pleasure his cock. They made a mess of his first orgasm, smearing Mollop’s cum between their bodies and sharing it on their tongues. Their tongues warred over his tip. They suckled his bollocks together. Sophie only took breaks from sucking and licking Mollop’s cock to sample the sweet milk of Chiara’s breasts. She was intoxicated by the flavor of it. The warmth as she gulped down the invigorating Holy Milk.

“I need you, Mollop,” moaned Chiara, tonguing his stiff tip. “I need you inside me. I need you to fuck me.”

“You are not fertile yet, my love,” croaked Mollop. “We of the deep have a nose for such things. But this other one. Sophie. She is fertile.”

Yes, thought Sophie. Oh, yes, breed me.

But she saw a flash of jealousy in Chiara’s eyes. The beautiful young blonde did not mind sharing, but being bred by her lover was too much.

“I’m… I’m not ready,” said Sophie reluctantly.

“Then I will give Chiara what she craves,” croaked Mollop, scooping Chiara up in his arms, lifting her above his cock, and lowering her with his powerful arms onto the upright pillar of his fishy cock.

Chiara cried out with delight as his cock stretched and filled her pussy. Sophie looked on with a bit of jealousy as Chiara wrapped her legs around the standing deep one and he began to raise and lower her with his webbed hands on her peachy bottom. The huge, red, fishy cock took Chiara’s wet cunt with intense strokes. Chiara worked her hips and spread her ass with each downward stroke, baring the pink knot of her asshole.

Sophie, still on her knees, simply crawled behind the rising and falling lusciousness of Chiara’s ass and let it smother her face on each downward drop.

“Ooooooh, that’s it,” gasped Chiara. “Oh, Sophie, your tongue… on my ass. Ohhhh and licking all around him. Oh, that’s it… going to… make me cum… if you keep doing that!”

“NNnnhnnnhnn,” laughed Sophie in agreement, her tongue never letting up.

“Mardoch… ohhh…”

Mollop croaked and silenced Chiara with a kiss. His huge, flexible tongue thrusting into her mouth as he worked her body up and down on his cock. Chiara’s creamy rear collided again and again with Sophie’s face.

Sophie licked furiously, craving their mutual pleasure. Diddling herself as she licked wherever her tongue could find their growing climax. Chiara’s asshole, the stretched folds of her cunt, her clit, and Mollop’s throbbing bollocks and the red piston of his shaft. Faster and faster. Bouncing harder. The heat and pleasure building until it was a tantalizing flavor in Sophie’s mouth. Her fingers shlick-shlick-shlicking in and out of her tight folds. Licking, sucking, joined with Mollop and Chiara in their ascending moment of climax.

“GRRAAAAAAAAA!” roared Mollop, spanking Chiara hard with each thrust of his swollen red cock.

Chiara hung from the deep one’s massive neck. Her head was thrown back and tits bouncing wildly as she wailed with her own ecstasy. “Yesssss! Cum for me! Cum with meeeeee! AHHHH!”

“Nnnnnmmmm!” moaned Sophie, thrusting her face firmly against Chiara’s ass, savoring the raunchy feel of Chiara’s tight back passage clenching against her tongue. She feasted upon the energy flowing from Mollop and Chiara. She could practically taste each pulse of the deep one’s cum as it pumped into the hot depths of Chiara’s clutching cunt. She was invigorated by Chiara’s pleasure coming on in waves and throttling Sophie’s thrusting tongue.

Such carnal energy was delicious enough to trigger Sophie’s own pleasure. She bucked her hips and fucked her fingers, moaning desperately into the hot, sweaty weight of Chiara’s ass. Tongue delving deep as she came against her fingers.

Mollop finally lifted Chiara and his cock slid free of her cream stuffed cunt with a lewd slurping sound. A great flood of churned spunk came oozing out of the beautiful young blonde’s gaping cunny, spilling in thick, gooey strands onto Sophie’s breasts and down her abdomen. She gasped and leaned her head lower to catch the spilling cum, opening her mouth wide and moaning shamelessly as Chiara squeezed the Holy Nectar from her freshly fucked depths.

“Ohhh, yessss,” moaned Gull’s beautiful daughter. “Ohhh, taste it… taste it from my vessel. Yessss. That’s it. Don’t swallow it all. I want to taste it too.”

Sophie sucked a mouthful of deep one spunk from Chiara’s quivering cunny and rose to her feet. She embraced the beautiful blonde, wrapping her arms around her and pressing her body against the Chiara’s. Their lips met and Sophie’s thrusting tongue fed Chiara a plentiful helping of Mollop’s delicious cum.

Sophie could feel Mollop watching them, idly stroking his flagging cock as it retreated into his slit. Watching them kiss and caress and noisily entangle their hot tongues.

A gong that reverberated through the Deep Dairy put an end to the threesome.

“I must go, my love,” croaked Mollop, kissing Chiara and giving Sophie a parting squeeze on her bottom.

“What does that gong mean?” asked Sophie after Mollop had loped off.

“Time for our midday meal,” replied Chiara. “Eat as much as you can. Mollop says that the more you eat, the better your milk production. After that it will be second milking.”

“Is it like this everyday?” asked Sophie, wiping a splash of cum from her breast and licking the thick salty cream from her finger.

“Oh, yes,” said Chiara, blushing deeply and seeming to recall every day of pleasure spent in the Deep Dairy. “This is heaven, Sophie. You will never want to leave.”

Sophie’s chances of convincing Chiara to return to Gull seemed to be dropping precipitously. With so much delicious sexual energy in the air, Sophie was beginning to doubt whether she might leave the Deep Dairy herself.
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The Milk Throne

Sophie had never been one to watch her figure. She liked a good meal and wasn’t shy about indulging. Her body had remained fit and toned, but with generous curves, thanks to her constant need for intense sex and the fact that she lived the past few years out of a tavern that served the worst food on the Isle of Sepreth. Meager meals, but lots of ale to pad her rump.

But if the food in the Deep Dairy was always so enticing, she might find herself growing plump like some of the other girls she saw seated with her around the table. They were pulling legs from roast game birds, talking happily, and stuffing their faces with buttery vegetables, creamy custards, steaming hunks of bread, and wedges of frosted cake. It was a gluttonous orgy of nude or nearly nude women gorging themselves with abandon.

The redheaded girl across the table was devouring an entire bowl of candied fruits, Chiara was eating what seemed like half a pig, and Sophie could not help herself but slurp up a dish of creamy noodles. Sophie ate and drank to excess and even when she was completely full, she couldn’t stop spooning up mouthfuls of something called chocolate crème surprise. The surprise was how she managed to fit so much of it into her tummy on top of everything else. She ate until she felt like her belly might burst and staggered back to her stall to lie down in the straw.  

“Ooooohhhhhhh,” she groaned, cradling her swollen abdomen. “I shouldn’t have done that. Not going to impress Mardoch very much.”

The food managed to put Sophie to sleep. She awoke to a bell ringing nearby and the sound of approaching footsteps. Judging by the candle she had brought with her from the meal, she had not been asleep very long, yet her body felt completely different. In the space of an hour or so, she had somehow absorbed the nutrients of all she had eaten, and the weight had shifted within her as her breasts had filled with a prodigious quantity of milk.

She sat up, wincing at the painful tightness of her shifting breasts. She ran her fingers over them and sucked in a breath as her touch brushed across her stiff, sensitive nipples. Milk sprayed out of her breasts under pressure from this lightest touch. Sophie squeezed her breasts where her glands felt most swollen, sliding her fingers up to her areolas and releasing twin geysers of milk that fountained across her stall and spattered the wall.

The door to her stall was flung open by a hulking, flabby deep one with beady red eyes and a collar of fleshy frills around his thick neck.

“Stop that,” he gurgled. “You’rrrre wasting the Holy Milk.”

“Oh, sorry,” said Sophie, smiling at the big fish man with his gray belly covered in fine scales. “I was just—Hey!”

She cried out and struggled a little as the deep one grabbed her beneath her arms and began to drag her out of her stall. Her laden tits swung and slapped together as she twisted in his grasp and tried to free herself. He was too strong, and his webbed hands had a rough texture on the palms that kept her from wriggling free.

“Calm yourself, cow,” croaked the deep one, dragging Sophie out of her stall and into the hallway.

“I’m not ‘cow!’ My name is Sophie!”

“My name is Blurgol,” croaked the deep one. “I’m the Master of the Milk Throne. And you are Sophie cow. Mollop says you ready. It’s time forrrrr first throne milking.”

Mollop chose her for this brute’s honor? She thought of the handsome deep one thrusting his fat, glistening red cock into Chiara’s tight cunt. The underside of his cock throbbing as he pumped his seed into the beautiful blonde. The memory sent heat surging through Sophie’s core. Her breasts began to drip with milk. Her pussy throbbed with need. She could almost taste the strong, briny flavor of Mollop’s cum.

She stopped struggling and let Blurgol carry her down the hallway in the direction of the hissing machinery and moaning women Sophie had heard before. The machines and other women were silent now and the chamber she entered echoed with her footsteps and the wet slap of Blurgol’s webbed feet.

The Milk Throne was a work of art. It was a sculpture of waves frozen in brass and fat, smiling fish frozen mid-leap. These formed a base for an elevated rest covered in worn golden upholstery. Blurgol placed Sophie into this rest face down with her weight pressing against her ribcage and her legs hanging over the rest.

This cushion was not very comfortable until Blurgol ratcheted two smaller brass fish into place on either side. Each wore a smaller cushioned saddle for Sophie’s shins, supporting and lifting her bent legs so that some of her weight was shifted from her ribcage. She was comfortable again, though this placed her in a very compromising position, with her laden breasts hanging over the rest and copiously dripping and her round bottom raised and offered up to Blurgol’s view as he circled around the throne.

He did not seem to be ogling her. He was focused on fitting her into the throne and made several adjustments with his webbed hands, tightening clamps and screws as Sophie studied the large glass vessel beneath her breasts. The vessel’s open mouth did not seem wide enough for her to be milked into, although it was catching most of the droplets that fell from her breasts. This was decorated with brass mermaids and more leaping fish. She studied the erotic detail as her milk continued to patter into the vessel. There was something hanging from either side. Long, translucent tubes attached the larger vessels to two cups of glass with brass fixtures that made them resemble plump little fish with wide open mouths.

“Are you comfortable?” croaked Blurgol.

“Y-yeah,” said Sophie. “Um, how does this work?”

“The mechanisms are too complex to be explained,” said the deep one, tightening another clamp on the throne. “But you will control them. You will milk yourself until your are satisfied.”

“How do I do that?” gasped Sophie, the slightest move causing her huge, laden tits to sway from side to side as they dangled over the cushion.

“Hold out your hands,” commanded Blurgol.

Sophie obeyed and Blurgol reached to either side of her body, swinging mechanisms upwards and placing something cold and smooth and hard into each of her hands. She looked down and realized these were some sort of brass control lever sculpted with designs somewhere between fishes and penises. She heard a ratcheting behind her and glanced back to see Blurgol was moving a similar, much bigger ribbed fish-cock on an armature towards Sophie’s cunny.

With a practiced motion, Blurgol thrust the tip between Sophie’s dewy cuntlips. The cool metal shocked a gasp from her, and she jostled forward on the throne. The fish man then fitted the open brass mouths of the two glass bulbs to Sophie’s areolas.

With the flick of a switch and a hiss of air, Sophie felt the first gentle pull of suction against her breasts. She cried out as this light suck was all it took to produce the first twin gushes of milk from her dangling tits. Her milk spurted into the glass bulbs and then was sucked into the connecting hose of soft, rubbery material. She watched the milk spurt two more times with two more gentle sucks and pushed back instinctually against the cock just between her cuntlips.

The motion of her body caused her to yank back on the levers and the suction increased. The pulses of suckling pleasure and the gushes of her releasing milk came faster. She cried out, watching, pulling back further on the levers, her nipples stretched and reddened by suction as they spurted again and again. Her hips working as the fish-cock of brass pumped in and out of her pussy.

She was astonished how quickly it happened. She was cumming. Cumming hard. Her inner walls squeezing the ridged texture of the brass cock. Her breasts spurted with the force of her orgasm. Milk began to fill the glass vessel beneath her dangling tits. Milk in impossible quantities.

“Aaahhhhhh! It feels so good!” cried Sophie, laughing as she bucked atop the throne and pulled the levers back even further. The mechanisms clattered and hissed and the brass cock thrust in and out of her soaking slit.

“Good, good,” said Blurgol, finally seeming to admire Sophie’s body. “Yes, you move with grrrrreat skill, cow. And your milk is very plentiful. Mollop told me you were a good one.”

“Th-thank you?” Sophie looked at him and laughed again as another orgasm wracked her body. She pulled the levers back as far as they would go, forcing the mechanism to hammer hard and fast into her cunt and the suction to stretch her nipples until they were almost stuffed into the hoses at the bottom of each glass bulb.

Each thump-suck produced another plentiful spurt of milk and a release of her cream into the larger vessel. Spurt by spurt, orgasm by orgasm, she began to fill the glass container with her milk.

Blurgol was no longer merely observing. His pink cock was out and he was watching her with intent.

“Let me… let me suck it,” she said, wetting her lips.

Blurgol croaked agreeably and climbed onto the front of the throne, his hands braced on her shoulders as he offered her his twitching red cock. She caught it with her tongue, bouncing and rocking on the mechanical throne, but taking his cock between her lips with each slide forward. Her mouth popped wetly around him. Her tongue tasted his salty ooze.

“MMMmmmmhhmmm!” she moaned, brow knitted, cumming for the fifth time and spurting out still more of her milk. Her pussy aching with the repeated orgasms, but her body invigorated by the flood of pleasure.

Many eager young beauties had come and gone from the Deep Dairy, but none had ever been a Harlot Knight. She put the machine to the test, deepthroating Blurgol so that her neck bulged with each forward motion of the mechanism. She slammed her jiggling ass back against the cock with each reverse stroke of the machinery. Her tits slowly draining, pump by pump, orgasm by orgasm.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Sophie around Blurgol’s cock. When the mechanism carried it from her mouth she looked up at the flabby fish man and gasped, “I need it in my cunt. I need—MMMMMM!”

Her words were interrupted by the forward glide of the saddle and Blurgol’s cock once more stretched her lips and filled her throat. She tongued beneath it and swallowed around it. Almost as eager to taste his fishy load as to be fucked full of his seed.

“It is not done this way,” croaked Blurgol, “but… you are different. You take to the throne so easily. You give so much milk. Crrrroooaarrk! I will… grant your request.”

The flabby fish man unsheathed his swollen cock from Sophie’s mouth and hopped down from the throne. He eased her hands off the levers and brought the machine to a halt so that he could disengage the rear armature. Sophie moaned with need as Blurgol slid the brass cock from her fluttering cunny. She could feel the cool cave air caress the tender walls of her gaping cunt.

“Take hold of the levers,” commanded Blurgol as he climbed onto the back of the throne and positioned his cock at Sophie’s stretched folds. “Let the throne guide you.”

“Yesssss,” hissed Sophie, like the steam sounds of the machine’s suction as she yanked the levers back. The mechanisms reengaged and her body rocked backwards on the saddle, impaling her pussy onto Blurgol’s fat fish man cock. His cock was bigger than the brass phallus. It was bigger than even Mollop’s male member. Sophie’s jealousy for the good fucking Chiara had received from her deep one lover was pounded away by the intense, hissing rhythm of the throne and Blurgol’s big, slimy cock.

Blurgol’s rough-palmed hands grasped her hips, holding her firm as he fucked into her and out, meeting the movements of the machine and Sophie’s jerking hips. It felt excruciatingly good to be fucked and have her tits suckled at the same time. Each thump-suck spurt of milk and each slam of Blurgol’s hips drove her through spasms of pleasure. She was cumming with every stroke, transfixed by this diabolical machine, a milky martyr of ecstasy.

“AAAAHHHHHH!” she howled, her screams echoing through the caves until it sounded like a chorus of voices was answering each cry of pleasure.

“GGRRAAAAOORAAK!” belched Blurgol, hammering deep into Sophie’s clenching cuntwalls and blasting out a massive spurt of spunk. His thick, fishy fuckjuice triggered new convulsions of ecstasy and Sophie’s tensing twat milked him as thoroughly as she was being milked by the machinery of the throne. Again and again, spurt after spurt, they were joined in the holy act of milking.

Once experienced, it was a pleasure that Sophie could never imagine giving up.
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The Lure of the Deep

Life was good in the Deep Dairy. Sophie fell easily into the pleasurable rhythms of the routines. One day became two and, without the rising and setting of the sun, by the third day she lost all track of time.

There were so many pleasures to be had. Big meals and plenty of time for leisure, bathing in the underground hot springs, talking and playing with her new friends, and of course, the milkings. Sophie became good friends with Chiara and even better friends with Rosina. She liked the older woman’s sense of humor and her shamelessness.

Sophie thought that Rosina might have made a fine Harlot Knight, but the woman was disinterested in heroics. She liked to cuddle and kiss. She liked to have her big tits sucked by Sophie while Rosina’s hand moved between Sophie’s thighs.

Rosina’s milk was delicious. Sophie could nurse at the lovely woman’s soft tits all day, the cream almost as sweet as Sophie’s own. They traded mouthfuls with torrid kisses and spent afternoons curling together on the couches in the parlor. Sophie was always eager to kiss Rosina’s lower lips or suck the bud of her clit and Rosina’s fingers or tongue were easily able to repay the favor.

Some days Chiara shared the pleasures with them. They joked and had sweet drinks, painted nails, braided hair, or bathed together in the hot springs. Sophie thought that Chiara was a very good kisser. Teasing her lips and then darting her tongue deep. Giggling and laughing even as she was passionately kissing.

When they were luckiest, Mollop joined their fun. The muscular deep one was not above taking on all three women at once and left them all satisfied and sedated. Well, all except Sophie, who continued to enjoy the invigorating powers of her darkborne mark. The throb at the back of her neck was often the only reminder she had of her quest from before she entered the Deep Dairy.

She was called “cow” or “sister cow” on a daily basis and was the envy of almost every woman in the dairy for her immense breasts and plentiful, sweet milk. The deep ones lavished Sophie with attention, and she had lovers among them whenever she liked.

“I do not know how you are still fertile,” sniffed Mollop one afternoon after a pleasant threesome with Chiara and Sophie. “You take the seed of many of my brothers like your daily medicine. How is that womb not yet filled with spawn?”

“Bad luck,” suggested Sophie, lounging with her head in his lap and her legs resting on Chiara’s lap. “I try almost every day. I never ask Blurgol to waste his seed by pulling out.”

“Blurgol?” Chiara snorted with amusement. “You spend too much time with that old, fat one. Maybe he can’t spawn anymore.”

“Quiet, Chiara,” said Mollop, though he stroked Chiara’s sweat-damp hair affectionately as he said it. “Blurgol is wise and strong. He can still spawn. Sophie here is holding something back. She must give herself completely if she wants to carry the spawn of the Master of the Milk Throne.”

“I will try harder,” said Sophie, though she knew that it was the mark that was holding her back. It did not want her pregnant with deep one spawn, so she was not pregnant. She did not know if she could even become pregnant with the mark on her neck. But she certainly could not explain her evil curse to Mollop or Chiara.

The seductive rhythms of the Deep Dairy led Sophie down a path of willing submission. She took her milkings and her pleasures with a bovine obedience. She even began to moo on occasion, though afterwards she always felt silly to be making such a sound.

The time she spent with Rosina, Chiara, and the other cows made her feel like a part of something that she had never felt before. She had always been on the outside. Desired for her beauty, certainly, but there had been no sisterhood. No respectful suitors croaking or serenading her with songs as their webbed hands squeezed and caressed her naked body.

Here, her powers felt like a blessing. Like a chance to experience more than any of the other women could stand. And there were so many deep ones eager to give her those experiences. To massage her and kiss her and suck her. To fill her every hole with their throbbing cocks. Any other woman would be exhausted, but Sophie was always ready for more. The deep ones noticed this. They began to treat her almost reverently.

“You are blessed,” explained Blurgol as Sophie rode the Milk Throne one morning. “A Holy Cow to give Holy Milk.”

“I’m just… just another girl, like the others,” Gasped Sophie, her tits pulling at the sucking cups on each backwards stroke as she cranked the Milk Throne to its top speed.

“Not like the otherrrrs,” croaked Blurgol, his hand resting on the rhythmically bouncing curve of Sophie’s ass. “You are special. You are the Queen of Milk. I want you to drink more of the Holy Nectar after your milking is done.”

“B-but I already drank so much,” gasped Sophie, her body quivering as the throne drove another orgasm through her.

“I will give you some made from my own seed,” croaked Blurgol. “You will drink this and you will become ready for me. Do you see?”

“I-I think so,” gasped Sophie, her mind reeling as her inner walls squeezed around the ridges of the brass cock pumping into her pussy. “You want to… you want to make me pregnant?”

“RRRrrroooark,” agreed Blurgol, nodding slowly. “Mollop has told me you desire to be bred. I think this is right. The Queen of Milk should give birth. This would be good. Strrrrrong cousins will be made.”

“Yes,” panted Sophie, too overcome with pleasure to think twice. “Please, I want to be a good… good cow. Good Milk Queen.”

“You alrrreeady are,” croaked Blurgol, smacking a hand on Sophie’s bottom and giving it an affectionate squeeze. “Tonight. I will come and get you for a late-night milking. The Holy Nectar will be ready and then I will brrrrrrreed you.”

“Fuckkkkk!” cried Sophie, arching atop the hissing Milk Throne, her tits pulling at the suction and gushing into the open mouths of the milking cups as the thought of being bred by the deep one sent fresh spasms of ecstasy through her body.

If Blurgol had only prepared the Holy Nectar in advance, she would have agreed to take it then and there. Instead, her milking was finished, and he returned her to her stall. She was wide awake and some modicum of her sense returned to her.

She heard the mooing of submissive sisters. She watched them walking about naked or in their sheer gowns, their breasts swollen with milk and their expressions glazed. Dull smiles on pretty faces.

“That will be me if I go on with this much longer,” muttered Sophie. “I will forget all about Margaret. And Gull. They… they need me.”

Chiara was alone for once. There was no sign of Rosina or Mollop. Sophie slipped out of her stall and approached the beautiful blonde. Chiara’s nipples were ringed with red from milk bulbs, her nipples swollen and still a bit damp.

“Oh, Sophie,” said Chiara, blinking as if waking up and greeting Sophie with a smile. “Do you want to go to the lounge with me?”

“Not now,” whispered Sophie. “Come with me over here.”

Sophie had taken note of several exits from the Deep Dairy on her first day. They were not hidden, nor were they marked. Just some of the many tunnels winding through the underground caverns. But the air was different at the mouths of these tunnels. Warmer and drier, with a hint of the floral freshness of the surface to overcome the humid atmosphere and sexual musk of the dairy.

Sophie had seen cousins bringing bundles of supplies down the tunnel where she took Chiara. She thought for certain that if they left through this tunnel, it would take them to the surface outside the walls of the Baths of Saint Sephoria. She just had to persuade Chiara to leave with her.

“Where are we going?” asked Chiara, pulling back as they started down the darkened tunnel.

“There’s something waiting down here,” said Sophie, tugging on Chiara’s hand.

“No,” said Chiara, an uncertain frown on her face. “I don’t know that way. I don’t… don’t like that way, Sophie.”

Chiara pulled her hand free of Sophie’s grasp and started to turn back towards the dairy. Sophie grabbed her hand again, yanking her towards the tunnel.

“Come on, it’s important,” said Sophie. “There’s someone who needs to talk to you.”

Chiara resisted for a moment, her face contorting in worry, but then she gave a slight nod and stopped resisting. They started down the tunnel again.

They only took a few steps. A gong reverberated through the dairy. A familiar ringing sound that sent a shudder through Sophie and caused Chiara to pull free from her hand again. This time, there was no arguing with Chiara. The gong rang again, vibrating down the tunnel and through the bodies of the two women. Sophie and Chiara felt the pull of the midday feast. The promise of the second milking. The reverberating call of the routine that had become so familiar to them.

Sophie fought it. She resisted the urge to hurry back to the Deep Dairy and submit herself to the feasting and the milking and the promise of breeding. Chiara was not so strong.

“Sorry, Sophie,” she called. “I know where you were trying to take me. That is a cruel place ruled by a cruel man. He only wants me for the value I can give him peddling me off to some farmer’s son. I don’t want to go back. This is my place now.”

“Wait, Chiara,” cried Sophie, but the gong sounded again, and she could not think of an argument to try to persuade the young blonde.

Chiara did stop. She turned back and smiled with joy.

“I’m happy here, Sophie. You’re happy too. Come with me back to the dairy.” Chiara held her arms out to Sophie and, with a final echoing boom of the gong, Sophie found herself embracing Chiara. Their soft breasts squeezed tightly together. Their lips met. A kiss. A taste of Chiara’s innocence. Sweet and yielding to Sophie’s bottomless desire.

“Forgive me,” whispered Sophie against Chiara’s lips. “For trying to take you away from here.”

Together, holding hands, they returned to the Deep Dairy. At the midday meal, all was forgiven and all doubts were buried beneath an endless, delectable feast brought out on steaming trays by the cousins. Sophie could eat day and night and never truly be satisfied. But there were other pleasures to be found in the Deep Dairy and she began to fantasize about the Milk Throne and Blurgol and others.

“I have heard you are to be blessed tonight,” said Rosina, passing a jiggling dish of aspic to Sophie.

“Who told you that?” Sophie looked around as if she might see the culprit.

“Oh, my sweet Jorby,” giggled Rosina, referring to her favorite among the deep ones. “He was giving me a massage and he told me that there is going to be some sort of special potion made for you. A Holy Nectar to end all Holy Nectars.”

“You must feel so honored,” cried Chiara. “Let’s drink to that. To Sophie and her special sacrament!”

“To Sophie,” agreed the women around the table, raising their sloshing goblets.

Sophie raised her own and blushed at the toast. “To me and my potion, I guess.”

“May it help you finally conceive. I haven’t had any trouble with Jorby,” said Rosina, pressing a hand to her stomach. “I found out a few days ago.”

“Congratulations!” cried Chiara. “To Rosina! Soon to be a mother!”

“Not soon enough,” said Rosina. But she accepted the toast and drank before stuffing a pastry into her mouth. Speaking with her mouthful, she explained, “Mmmmgotta eatmph for twoommph.”

Seeing the happiness of the women helped to reassure Sophie about her decision to return with Chiara to the dairy. She even began to fantasize about the prospects of motherhood. She told herself she could spend a year or two there in the dairy and then continue with her quest. It wasn’t like the deep ones were mind controlling her or any of the other women. They were just helping them to find a new purpose.

But Sophie was experienced enough that she could not lie to herself. What the deep ones were doing was a trick employed by pimps and peddlers throughout Aropa. Addiction could be used to control women, whether it was alcohol, numb smoke, tears of Scylla, or something like the Holy Nectar. A good pimp did not need to resort to even threats of violence to persuade his harlots to earn him coins. He simply addicted them to something and controlled the flow of their relief.

If she became rebellious, particularly if her rebellion spread, she suspected the deep ones would discover violence as an alternate means of keeping the Deep Dairy operating. But would Chiara understand if she told her?

Sophie watched the beautiful blonde stuffing a sourberry tart into her mouth. Wiping crumbs from her jiggling bosoms. Chiara nudged Rosina with an elbow and whispered a private joke that made them both laugh.

Could whatever cruelty Chiara faced on the surface really be worse than becoming a cow? And could Chiara be expected to choose rationally when she was addicted to being a milk cow for the deep ones?

Sophie struggled with these questions as the meal ended and she returned to her stall. She dozed, curled upon the straw-covered floor, her naked body still seeming to grow with each passing hour. Her breasts swelling and filling with fresh milk.

She dreamt of Margaret, but the dreams were oddly quiet and passive. Margaret watched from a rowboat as Sophie swam lazy backstrokes in a sun-warmed pond. Her sister smiled sadly, her eyes glistening with unshed tears, neither acquiescing to her fate nor objecting in any way.

Sophie waved to her sister and Margaret waved back. She dove beneath the water, her plush bottom surfacing before she propelled herself deeper and kicked down. Down. Into the darkness. Surfacing with the world inverted.

She awoke on the floor of her stall in the Deep Dairy, her hair and body so damp with sweat that it was as if she had been swimming. The dairy was dark and quiet. Sophie sat up and felt her breasts hang heavy and tender with milk. She rose to her feet and crept to the door to her stall. The machines were quiet. The cows were snoring in their stalls.

Sophie opened the gate just enough to step out of her stall. She looked in the direction of Chiara’s and considered how she might convince the young woman to join her on the surface. She had to try again. Had to give her another chance. Before Sophie could formulate what to say, she felt a cold hand with a rough palm grasp her by her bicep.

Blurgol turned Sophie around and she saw herself reflected in the dark orbs of his inhuman eyes. His face was lit from beneath by a single candle in a dish, deepening the shadows and oddness of his inhuman features.

“You are awake,” he croaked. “I am ready for you now, Sophie. It is time for the ceremony to begin.”

“Ceremony?” The cold chill of fear up Sophie’s back met the hot pulse of the darkborne mark on her neck. “What sort of ceremony?”

“This way,” said Blurgol.

Despite her fears, Sophie allowed Blurgol to lead her down a tunnel she had never taken in the Deep Dairy. She had never even seen it used. She followed the flickering candlelight and the sound of Blurgol’s webbed feet slapping the stone until they reached a vaulted chamber with a hushed grandeur.

Torchlight illuminated a space that resembled a cathedral deep within the earth carved eons ago from the stone. There were strange statues of deep ones that seemed to dance in the torchlight and an altar that stood in the center of a pool of milk. This pool was surrounded by eight deep ones wearing red robes. Each wore their robe pulled open to reveal their pink amphibian cock and each was stroking themselves as if in preparation for her arrival.

They were chanting something, soft and croaking, in no language that Sophie could comprehend.

Sophie expected to be placed on the altar. After all, that’s how these sorts of things worked in her experience.

“We have been waiting to complete the Holy Nectar,” explained Blurgol, approaching the edge of the pool of milk. “It is best when it is fresh.”

Blurgol dipped a dish into the pool of milk and placed it upon the altar. The deep ones moved closer to it, flogging their inhuman fuckmeat and looking in Sophie’s direction. Her face grew hotter from their attention. She stepped closer, entranced by the sight of so many of these strange creatures pleasuring themselves.

“Could I… could I help?” she asked, drawing to the dish and to the twitching amphibian cocks.

Croaks of ascent answered her.

“RROOARK! Yes,” said Blurgol. “But be sure the seed is spilled into the dish. We must prepare the nectar for you. The freshest seed must not be wasted.”

“Of course,” said Sophie, the mark pulsing on the back of her neck. She knelt at the foot of the altar, her laden breasts resting upon the cold stone and trickling milk from her swollen nipples. She reached out for two different cocks and grasped their slimy shafts. These were already dripping with pre as Sophie pumped her fingers on their twitching lengths and over the strange, fleshy tips.

As she pleasured the deep ones, their attention was focused on Sophie’s lovely body. On her breasts piled upon the stone and jiggling to the motion of her arms. On her heart-shaped bottom, perched atop her heels as she knelt before the altar. And her eyes, big and brown and seeming to plead them to feed her their pleasure.

“RRRRROAAARK!” cried the deep one being massaged by Sophie’s left hand.

“CRRROoooOOaakk!” answered the amphibian being wanked by her right hand.

Their cocks throbbed in almost perfect unison, spurting out streams of milky spunk into the dish and spattering into the milk.

“Ooo!” cried Sophie, jostling with delight and devouring the pleasure of their release. “That’s it, boys! Fill it up! Give me every drop of that cum! I want it all!”

Gush after plentiful gush emptied from their amphibian bollocks and into the dish of milk. She squeezed their cocks until they croaked with sensitivity and retreated from her hands. Two more deep ones stepped up to the altar and Sophie resumed the milking. The rhythm of wanking these strange cocks was stoking her arousal. Making her squirm. She was barely able to resist the urge to reach a hand down to pleasure herself. To suck them. To drain their cum with her mouth or her aching cunt.

“Fuckkkkk,” she cried, pleasure surging through her as two more deep ones released their loads into the dish. “That’s so much! Ohhhh, yeah, you boys must have been saving it for me.”

“They have,” croaked Blurgol. “The brothers here never enter the dairy. Never know the pleasures of the women there. They lead lives of celibacy here in the temple until they are called upon.”

“For me?” asked Sophie, pumping her hands on two fresh amphibian cocks.

“Yes,” croaked Blurgol, puffing up proudly. “For the Milk Queen. For her first breeding.”

“And you… you’re going to breed me?” gasped Sophie, her thumbs working beneath the tips of the two deep one cocks she was pleasuring.

“I will be first,” said Blurgol. “I was the first to realize that you are the holy Milk Queen. It is my reward.”

“Oh, Blurgol,” moaned Sophie, crying out with delight as two more deep one cocks throbbed in her grasp and fountained their potent cum into the dish.

Sophie’s enthusiasm, perhaps combined with the sight of her luscious body jiggling with her movements and trickling milk onto the altar, aroused the final two amphibian monks to the point of explosion.

“Please, give it to me,” cried Sophie, thrumming with the pleasure of their impending release. “Give it to me. I need it all. Cum for me! CUMMM! Ohhhh! YES!”

She bucked her hips, rising higher on her knees and almost knocking the dish out of the way with her breasts. She managed to keep the spurting deep one cocks aimed at the liquid, adding their cock cream to the already gluey contents of the dish.

The monks stepped back, their robes tied tightly again as they resumed their chanting. Blurgol approached, his familiar cock jutting from his scaly loins.

“You may pleasure me,” he croaked, offering his twitching cock to Sophie.

“Oh, no,” she said, pushing the dish back and climbing onto the altar. “I’m going to give it to you special, Blurgy.”

She struck an awkward pose on her hands and feet on the altar, her body balanced parallel with the altar but braced on her arms and legs above the dish. She offered her steamy honeypot to Blurgol. If she lost her balance, her ass would fall directly into the dish and probably spill everything. But Sophie was buzzing with strength after milking loads out of eight deep ones. She could maintain this awkward position for hours. She figured it wouldn’t take nearly that long for her tight pussy to milk Blurgol’s cock.

“It must be in the holy vessel,” croaked the deep one.

“Don’t worry, I’ll make sure every drop lands in there,” giggled Sophie. “Now give me that cock, Blurgy. I need to be fucked.”

Blurgol looked from her to the monks, but the deep ones were chanting with their hooded heads lowered and they offered him no advice. He looked back at Sophie, positioned above the dish, her cunt at the perfect level for him to thrust his cock inside. His glistening pink cock already stiff and grasped in one webbed hand.

“Come onnnnnn,” moaned Sophie impatiently, wiggling her hips back and forth and making her milky tits shift atop her ribcage.

“This is not how this ritual is depicted in the holy book,” croaked Blurgol.

But it seemed a passing objection as he rested one hand on Sophie’s hip to steady her and fed the tip of his cock into her aching cove.

“Yesssss,” hissed Sophie, the word escaping her with relief as Blurgol eased his fat amphibian cock into her pussy. She was cumming by the time she felt his scaly loins press against her cuntlips. She bucked her hips, impaling her pussy onto him and riding back again, her inner walls gripping him tightly and squeezing. The deep one’s pleasure throbbing through the mark on her neck. He was close too.

“Sophie,” croaked Blurgol. “My milky queen. ROOOARK! I will soon… spill the seed.”

“HMmnnnnn! Yes! That’s it! Spill it deep in my pussy!” she cried, bucking her hips with such vigorous urgency that her bouncing ass threatened to splat into the dish beneath her.

“N-no,” cried Blurgol, thrusting deep despite his objection. “No, I must release outside your body. I must... I must…”

“Cum for me!” cried Sophie, ignoring his protests as she slammed her clutching cunt down to the root on Blurgol’s fat, slimy cock. He felt so big inside her squeezing cunt. As if his cock had inflated with his edging ecstasy.

The chanting deep one monks looked on in awe as Sophie’s plentiful curves heaved atop the altar. Each thrust of her hips skewered and stretched her cunt on Blurgol’s reddened fuckmeat and nearly overturned the dish full of Holy Nectar.

“RRRRrooooAAARK!” cried Blurgol, burying his lust deep inside Sophie and grabbing her by her hips to hold her above the dish. His cock gave a tremendous jerk that Sophie felt against her clutching walls. Another jerk and she felt a thick burst of his seed. Spurt after spurt flooded her pussy and overflowed her folds in oily trickles. These ran out around his pulsating cock and dripped into the dish beneath her.

“Yessss! Oh, yes! Let it flow into me! Ohhhhh, Blurgol!” Sophie cried out, legs quaking with effort as she pushed herself against his root. As she squeezed and milked his pumping seed. As she let his cum dribble out of her clenching folds and into the dish beneath her. Each pulse of the fishman’s pleasure only made Sophie stronger.

He spent every drop in Sophie’s depths, croaking weakly as he finally eased his deflating monster meat from her cream-stuffed cunny. She let him slip free and then tensed her inner muscles. With a gasp, she released thick globs of his spunk and felt them drop from her well-fucked folds into the dish.

“You’ve… you’ve done it,” marveled, Blurgol, watching Sophie squeeze the last of his holy slime into the creamy dish.

“Yesssss,” hissed Sophie. She was sweaty, but energized, and with a wicked glow to her eyes. She carefully eased herself down to a sitting position, making sure not to overturn the dish. She lifted it up, smelling the milk and cum mingling and pulsing with a faint pink light. The power of the Holy Nectar throbbing like the mark on the back of her neck. Sophie wanted to gulp it all down like she had during her first encounter with the Holy Nectar.

She hesitated.

There was so much of this swirling pink concoction in the dish. What would the consequences be of drinking it? It had to be more potent than what she had already gulped down. Would she be forever trapped down in the Deep Dairy? A figurehead to this perverted cult?

“You are Milk Queen,” rasped Blurgol, still recovering from his intense climax. “You make milk better. You heal so many. Drink, Sophie. Drink and breeding begin.”

She could picture her already enormous breasts growing bigger still. Rivers of milk spurting out and filling lagoons with her milk. Thousands of sick and injured and elderly people sinking into the cream and having their pain wash away. Then she pictured the pleasures of the Deep Dairy. The fucking, the feasts, and the massages. The doting deep ones and the sucking cups of the Milk Throne.

“Drrrrrink,” croaked Blurgol, his fishy eyes bulging with intensity.

“Mardoch, forgive me,” she cried, smiling madly as she lifted the dish to her lips.

The thick, oily liquid poured into her mouth. Lukewarm, salty, sweet, she gulped again and again. Each swallow was another irrevocable step on her journey to becoming the Milk Queen. Her darkborne mark beat an intense rhythm through her body as she gulped down the last of the liquid. Pleasant warmth spread through Sophie from her stomach to her limbs and swollen breasts. She felt the throb of fertility in her abdomen.

The chanting of the deep one monks seemed to rise and fall like the crash of waves against ancient stones. Waves bearing her towards her destiny.

“It is working,” croaked Blurgol, staring in awe as milk spurted from Sophie’s stiff nipples.

“I’m... I’m ready,” she gasped, lying back upon the altar and spreading her thighs to him.

There was no hesitation from the deep one. He heaved his slimy body atop the slab and climbed between Sophie’s thighs. His cool skin brushed her thighs. His webbed hands caressed and hefted her breasts. He fed a thick nipple to his mouth and began to suck. Blurgol’s croaks vibrated from the slurping seal of his lips and his eyes rolled in his head as he drank greedily and positioned himself between Sophie’s thighs.

“Oh, yes, breed me,” she cried, the throbbing pain becoming excruciating. “I can’t stand it! I need your cum inside me again! I’m empty without it!”

He filled her with a stroke, his slimy fish cock buried in her quaking quim. She tightened around him as he began to move. His lips locked to her breast as he drank her Holy Milk and plundered her royal pussy.

Sophie’s body had never felt more alive to the sensations she experienced. Each ripple of pleasure echoed through every corner of her flesh. Her clit rubbed against Blurgol’s fleshy ridges. Her inner walls seized around him. Even her asshole, slick with his oozing slime, tensed and fluttered with each plunging thrust of Blurgol’s inhuman cock.

She wrapped her legs around him and embraced his flabby shoulders. She cried out as he popped his lips free of one breast and moved to the other, sucking just as hungrily. Moving more urgently.

The powerful, needful throbbing of Sophie’s womb was driving her mad. She desperately needed to be filled with the deep one’s seed and she began to move and buck beneath his slimy body. His scales brushing her cuntlips. His cock swelling as his pleasure grew.

They climbed to the summit of this strange temple of lust together, finally locking lips and exchanging thrusts of slippery tongues as Blurgol buried his cock against Sophie’s womb. She felt the first spurt of his seed and it seemed to burn its way through her body to the mark on the back of her neck.

“RRRRROOOOAARK!” roared Blurgol. Sophie’s orgasm so intense that her ears began to ring. Her spasms gripping him. Milking and squeezing and wringing out every drop of his potent cum.

He emptied every drop he had to give her and finally eased his deflating cock from her depths.

“I still… still need more,” panted Sophie, lifting her head from the altar as she felt cum trickling out of her freshly fucked folds. “I’m not sure it worked. The throbbing. Inside me. It’s still there.”

She ran her fingers over her cunt, through silky trickles of spunk, and lifted them, glistening and dripping with Blurgol’s seed.

Blurgol croaked softly and stepped back into the shadows of the temple. Another deep one emerged, shedding his robe.

“Mollop?” gasped Sophie.

His cock in his hand, he climbed atop the altar and positioned himself between her cum-smeared thighs.

“We all mate with the Milk Queen,” he croaked softly. “Every brother. Until you are bred.”

She cried out in shock and ecstasy as Mollop plunged his huge amphibian cock into her creamy depths and the rutting resumed.
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Unhappy Happy Ending

It was a nightmare and a dream in one. An endless parade of deep ones shuffled into the temple and took their turn with Sophie as she lay atop their altar. Her body quaked with each fresh release. A great flood of monstrous cum drenched the stone beneath her. So much that she could hear it dripping down the sides of the altar and smearing her ass and back. It frothed and foamed with each new lover’s churning cock. The stink of hot seed filled the chamber.

Sophie was not immune to the pleasures. Her body was drenched in sweat from the ecstasy as she came again and again. She experienced toe-curling pleasure each time one of her lovers released their seed.

But the drum of the mark on her neck only intensified with each new orgasm and the strange, throbbing need in her abdomen only grew more overwhelming. The deep ones exhausted themselves between Sophie’s luscious legs. They pumped their Holy Nectar into her fertile womb, but Sophie’s ultimate crown was withheld by the very curse that had launched her on her quest.

The darkborne mark would not allow her body to be claimed by these creatures. It would not allow her to become the Milk Queen. Not even the ancient ritual of the deep ones could overcome the power of a dark god.

The mark’s power granted her incredible strength and vitality. She wallowed in this, growing sore, but stronger with each new lover. As they mumbled their exhausted chants, she plunged her fingers into her filthy cunt, pumping and sloshing digits through the frothing flood of their monstrous spunk. She lifted her head and saw Blurgol and Mollop and the others. Spent and slumped around the temple. Croaking with exhaustion. Many of her lovers, unknown to her, retreated entirely or simply collapsed beside the altar.

Even the monks took their turns and then staggered out of the temple. And yet Sophie craved more. She found herself slurping the cock of a delirious Blurgol, the poor deep one barely able to summon a few drops of spunk to smear her tongue. She swallowed and came to her senses.

“This is… this is madness,” she gasped, wiping the back of her hand across her lips. “I am going to kill you, all of you. I must… I must get out of here.”

“No,” croaked Mollop weakly. “You must not… must not go. It is not done.”

He sat up and reached for Sophie, but she was already swinging her legs over the other side of the altar. She bounced to her feet. Well-fucked, well-milked, but buzzing with vitality. She dodged the deep ones that groped for her passing legs, apologizing to one she stepped on in a particularly sensitive spot.

“Sorry, boys,” she said, coming fully to her senses. “But I must abdicate my throne.”

She went jiggling out of the temple and back through the tunnel to the Deep Dairy. She dipped her filthy body in one of the hot springs to clean off the spunk smearing he body and oozing from her hole. She bid farewell to the Milk Throne and then hurried to the stalls. It was very late, and all the women were asleep. She found Chiara’s stall and pushed her way inside.

“Hmmm?” Chiara sat up, rubbing her eyes, her breasts swollen and dangling heavily with her night’s milk. She looked at Sophie with confusion. “Wha? What are you doing here, Sophie? Go back to sleep.”

“No, Chiara,” said Sophie, grasping the young beauty by her hands and pulling her to her feet. “It’s time to go. I’m taking you to your father.”

Sophie started to pull Chiara out of the stall, but Chiara fought back, dragging Sophie off balance so that they collided breasts-to-breasts.

“Ooof!” cried Sophie. “Stop fighting. You don’t understand, the deep ones are enslaving us to be their cows. They make us docile with all the food and the Holy Nectar, but—”

“No, it’s not true!” cried Chiara. “The deep ones are healing the si—MPPHHH!”

Sophie clamped a hand over Chiara’s mouth to shut her up and dragged the struggling beauty out of her stall. It was not difficult for Sophie, flush with the strength of a hundred lovers, to overpower Chiara and all but carry her up the tunnels and to the surface. Her guess about which tunnel to use proved correct, as they emerged to the pre-dawn gray light just outside the walls of the Baths of Saint Sephoria.

“I’m going to take my hand off your mouth now,” said Sophie, giving Chiara a cross look. “We’re just going to go and have a talk with your father. If you still want to go back to the dairy, you can go back to the dairy. But I owe it to Gull to let him speak to you directly.”

Sophie stared into Chiara’s big blue eyes for a moment longer and then lifted her hand from Chiara’s mouth.

“I want to go back,” said Chiara. “I belong down there.”

“Okay, maybe you do,” admitted Sophie. “But you’re going to talk to Gull first. Then we can decide. Do you know what they did to me tonight?”

Chiara shook her head.

“They were going to make me the ‘Milk Queen’ and were going to knock me up.” Sophie shook her head. “Men: they only want one thing, and it’s disgusting.”

“They want milk? Or to knock you up?”

“Yes,” said Sophie, grasping Chiara’s hand tightly and starting off down the hill towards Placido.

Dawn was breaking over the mountains by the time they reached the village. Sophie and Chiara were naked and with enormous, milky breasts in full view. It would cause quite a stir in the village if two naked beauties appeared and dripped milk everywhere.

She wished she still had her breakaway cuirass. She’d left that behind at the baths. Not that it would have fit her new, milk-heavy tits.

Sophie spotted some laundry hanging on the line outside a farmhouse. Nothing would even come close to fitting, so Sophie grabbed two sheets. They wrapped their voluptuous bodies up and looked like plump pilgrims.

“I feel like a corpse on the funeral pyre,” said Chiara, gazing down at her body wrapped in dusty white linen.

Sophie pointed at a damp spot forming on the wrap covering the prominent bulge of Chiara’s bust.

“You’re leaking,” said Sophie.

“Yes, well, it’s almost time for my morning milking,” said Chiara, looking over Sophie’s shoulder at the domes of the bath rotundas cresting the trees in the distance. “Maybe if you had let me get my milk out, I wouldn’t be in this predicament. Or you could have left me be. Like I asked.”

“Shhhh, none of that talk,” said Sophie. “Get them out. I’ll take care of them.”

“You’ll what?” Chiara asked, affronted.

“They hurt, don’t they? They’re springing leaks like the dam is about to break.” Sophie pressed Chiara back into the shadows of the farmhouse. “Get your tits out and I’ll relieve some of the pressure.”

“With… with what?” asked Chiara, but she didn’t resist as Sophie peeled the sheet down from Chiara’s shoulders and exposed the swollen mounds of the young beauty’s laden breasts. Chiara’s nipples were red and beaded with milk. Her ample orbs taut with the swollen pressure of the milk.

“Don’t act like we haven’t done this before,” breathed Sophie, a wicked smile on her face.

She hefted Chiara’s milky tits, squeezing them and producing streams of milk as she dipped her face to them. Sophie tongued one budding nipple, tasting the beading sweetness before she sucked it between her lips. She latched to Chiara’s pale pink areola and her mouth filled with a warm, sweet flood of milk. She began to suck and massage, mimicking the milking hands of the deep ones and gulping down the spurting flow of Chiara’s cream.

“Mnnnnnnn! You’re sucking so hard,” gasped Chiara, even as she curled a hand around Sophie’s head and drew her tighter against her breast. “It feels so… so good when you do that. I… ohhhhhh… yes, put your hand there. Please.”

One Sophie had a hand under the sheet and pumping fingers into the hot folds of Chiara’s cunt, the young blonde seemed to forget all about her objections to accompanying Sophie. She also seemed to forget they were in town as she kept getting louder and louder. Sophie had to release Chiara’s breast and clamp her hand over Chiara’s mouth, relying on only her sucking to ease the weight of Chiara’s milk.

It was a full morning’s milk. Sophie moving from nipple to straining nipple, sucking and moaning at the pleasure radiating from Chiara’s body. Pumping two and then three fingers into Chiara’s hot cove. Drinking Chiara’s milk but letting some overflow and drip from her chin because there was just too much. Chiara’s thighs quaked and her hands tightened on Sophie as she came. A flow of energy even sweeter than the milk still spurting into Sophie’s mouth. She drank both and became invigorated and full.

At last, she popped her lips free of Chiara’s reddened, glistening nipples. She gave them some last licks to soothe them and then shared a hot kiss with the gasping young blonde. Chiara’s tongue moved against Sophie’s as if hungry to taste her own milk. The blonde’s hands roamed over Sophie’s curves and made Sophie’s mark pound hungrily. But Sophie resisted. As much as she craved pleasure, she was already buzzing with vitality. She needed to find Gull before Chiara’s afterglow wore off.

“We must go now,” whispered Sophie, pushing away Chiara’s amorous hands. She pulled the makeshift dress over Chiara’s breasts and wrapped them tightly. “Before the whole village is awake.”

“This still not right,” gasped Chiara, but she offered little resistance as Sophie took her hand and walked into Placido. Sophie was comforted by the sights and sounds and smells of a village waking to a new day. Candle lights appeared behind curtains. The first merchant carts were creaking out onto the street. The smell of baking bread filled the air.

There was a carpenter opening his shop who gave them a curious look. An old lady taking a bushel of apples to sell at the market stopped what she was doing and stared blatantly at them. Sophie’s face reddened. She could feel the woman’s gaze upon her bouncing breasts, and she was reminded that her tits had nearly doubled in size. 

Sophie spotted a lantern light at the tavern where she had taken a room all those days earlier. How many had it been now? A week? More? She could see the bulky shadow of the tavern keeper through the bottle glass window. One of the stable boys was at work in the adjoining barn. She was about to approach the tavern when she heard a sharp whistle from a nearby alleyway.

Gull was leaning against a wall with a pile of Sophie’s belongings at his feet. She could see temptress sticking out from under a bundle of clothing and her saddle bags.

“Well, well, back from your soak in the baths? I had begun to think you weren’t coming back. You’re looking rather… bigger… than the last time we spoke. What have…”

Gull’s words failed him as Sophie stepped aside so he could see his daughter. She imagined Chiara’s transformation was even more shocking than her own, as Gull’s eyes went wide and his mouth hung open. He seemed unable to form a word for several seconds. Chiara’s face reddened and she covered her plentiful bust with her arm.

“Stop staring at me like that,” she moaned.

“It’s just… you are not the sweet, innocent girl I remember,” said Gull, slowing coming closer. “My sweet Chiara, you’ve changed so much. Why… why have you let this happen?”

“’Let this happen?’” Chiara repeated bitterly, tears glistening in her eyes. “This is what I wanted to happen. What I needed to happen. Father, this is who I am now and forever.”

Gull shook his head. He looked at Sophie with a hint of accusation in his eyes.

“She will go back to the way she was, won’t she?”

“Whether her body returns to the way it was, she has been changed forever by this experience, Gull.” Sophie reached out to him and put a hand on his arm. “There are many pleasures up there in the baths. Many women find happiness there. I almost imagined—”

“Not my daughter,” said Gull, angrily grabbing Chiara’s arm and yanking her roughly away from Sophie. “I don’t care what they made her do. That’s not her fault. But she’s with me now. She can go home and return to the life she deserves.”

“This is what I deserve,” she cried, fighting against his powerful hands. “I am happy working in the baths. In the Deep Dairy, we are making the Holy Milk that will heal so many people. And I have someone who loves me there.”

“I love you,” snarled Gull. “I am your father and you will obey me. We will go home and you will forget this nonsense at the, what was it you called it? The deep dairy? Do they milk your fat udders? Madness and perversion.”

“Let go of me,” cried Chiara, struggling harder as tears dropped down her face. “I am not going back to that farm! I hate it there! I hate the way you treat me like… like some slave! Like some possession to be peddled to our neighbors!”

“It won’t be like that,” shouted Gull. “You can forget about the Galanis boy. Forget about your chores until you recover. You must come home with me!”

Sophie could see that Gull’s grip on Chiara was hurting the girl. Though her strength had faded somewhat, she was hopeful she could overcome Gull so long as he did not draw her sword. She took a step towards him as he struggled with Chiara, but he did exactly what she feared and drew Temptress from the pile of her belongings at his feet.

Sophie tensed, ready to fight, but aware that fighting unarmed and unarmored against a man with a sword was a short path to the grave.

“Stay back, Sophie,” he warned, brandishing the sword. “I have no desire to hurt you, but I will do what I must to take Chiara home with me.”

“Let her go, Gull,” she warned.

“I know what you are,” said Gull. “That witchfinder came looking for you while you were gone. Oh, don’t look at me like that. I didn’t tell him anything. Even when he said you were part of a darkborne cult and that you are a succubus that feeds on men. Like me.”

“It’s not true,” said Sophie.

“Maybe it isn’t,” said Gull with a shrug, tightening his grip on Chiara as she tried to wriggle free. “But there’s an evil to you. I can see it like a black halo around your head. I knew it from the first moment we… well, my daughter doesn’t need to hear about that.”

“Let me go!” screamed Chiara, kicking at his shins as he wrapped his arm around her body.

“Quiet, or I’ll put a gag in your mouth,” growled Gull.

“What was his name?” asked Sophie.

“Hm? The witchfinder? He called himself Pater Scibberas and the big knight he brought with him was called…” He saw Sophie’s reaction to the name and his words trailed off. “So you know him?”

“Margaret’s interrogator,” muttered Sophie. “It makes sense. The bastard is obsessed with me. With my family. And he has done something with my sister. Which way did he go?”

“South maybe,” said Gull. “Or west. I don’t know. You have your family to deal with, Sophie. Why don’t you go looking for him and leave me to my family affairs? We can part as, well, something close to friends.”

“Not close,” said Sophie, fists clenched in anger. “You’re stealing my sword and forcing your daughter to do something she doesn’t want to do.”

“Maybe,” laughed Gull. “But you can’t stop me from—”

The shadow fell across Gull a moment before the big, robed figure dropped from the rooftop of the tavern. The hard landing sent Gull sprawling and knocked Chiara from his arms. Sophie caught her and held her upright.

“By the hells,” groaned Gull as he fought off his attacker. He struggled to his feet as the bulky figure squared off against him.

“You will not take herrrrrr,” croaked Mollop, his watery eyes bulging with fury.

“Mollop!” cried Chiara with equal parts relief and fear.

“This overgrown fish has a name?” Gull took a testing swing of the sword. “I will not let this creature enslave my daughter and milk her like some cow! I’ll filet you, demon!”

“No, daddy!” cried Chiara, fighting to escape Sophie’s grasp.

“Stay back,” shouted Sophie, shoving Chiara behind her as she tried to figure out how to intervene herself.

There was no time for Sophie to find an opening. Mollop charged fearlessly at Gull and Gull met him with Temptress. The hulking deep one collided with the tough old farmer. Claws raked at Gull’s hide. Temptress flashed and blood, black in the dim light of morning, sprayed against the brick wall of the tavern. Gull roared with anger and pain and reeled against the wall, his tunic torn and soaking with blood from slashes of Mollop’s claws.

“Demon,” he rasped, still on his feet and holding Temptress at the ready.

Mollop staggered back, grasping at his abdomen as blood bubbled past his clutching hands. He sagged and Chiara finally tore free of Sophie’s grasp and ran to her deep one lover. She caught Mollop in her arms, the white sheet wrapped around her body instantly soaked scarlet with Mollop’s blood.

“Stay away from that thing,” cried Gull, reaching for his daughter.

He was fully distracted, and Sophie finally made her move, driving a knee into Gull’s back and ripping Temptress from his hand. She sent him to his knees and thumped him on his head to make sure he didn’t try to get up immediately.

“Bitch,” he grunted and slumped to his side at Sophie’s feet.

“You old fool,” she spit, casting a glance down at Gull. “You’ve burned your bridges with two of us today.”

She hurried to Chiara’s side and together they helped Mollop to his feet. Though he was still bleeding badly, he pushed away their helping hands.

“I can walk,” he growled. “Chiarrrrra. Come with me back.”

“You’re hurt,” cried Chiara. “We need to bandage you.”

“The waters,” croaked Mollop. “The waters will heal.”

“Please forgive me,” said Sophie. “Both of you. I should not have brought Chiara to her father. Let me help you—”

“You’ve done enough!” cried Chiara, tears spilling down her face as she helped cover Mollop with his robe. “Go, Sophie! I will get him back to the springs.”

Sophie saw the hardness in Chiara’s blue eyes. The justified feeling of betrayal was a wall against any explanation or plea that Sophie could make. She nodded and stepped back to allow them to pass out of the alleyway. Some townsfolk had gathered to see what the commotion was about, but they retreated when they saw Mollop’s size. Even with his robe concealing his features, it was clear he was big and dangerous.

Sophie gathered her things and started towards the stable.

“He’ll come back, you know,” grunted Gull, lifting his bloodied head up off the ground. “Pater Scibberas. When he does, I’ll tell him everything. Maybe I’ll join him. We’ll find you.”

Sophie gave Gull a long, hard look. All the feelings she’d had for the man had turned to bitter ashes in her mouth. She favored him with a hard smile.

“I’ll be ready,” said Sophie, one hand resting on Temptress.

She left Gull doubled up in the alleyway and ignored the curious stares and shouted questions from the folk of Placido. She was relieved to see that her things were still as she had left them in the stable. The pygmy roper Pumpkin, a species acclimated to long periods of dormancy, was snoring in his basket. Arturo stomped his hooves happily at the sight of her. Sophie put on a pair of trousers and squeezed her enormous breasts into an unlaced blouse. The stable boy stared at her as she climbed into the saddle.

“You know, I should make you pay me for feeding your horse all those extra days,” said the fat tavern keeper, waddling into the stable. “Settle up one way or another.”

“You could try to make me,” said Sophie, in no mood to linger in Placido.

He shook his head emphatically. “No, no, but where are you going?”

“So you can tell the inquisitor when he returns?” She clucked her tongue and Arturo clopped past the fat tavern keeper.

“I wouldn’t breathe a word to those church bastards,” cried the tavern keeper.

“Doesn’t matter,” said Sophie. “I don’t know where I’m going.”

She rode west out of Placido, leaving questions from the townsfolk and a trail of dust behind her. Once she was out of sight of the village, she turned Arturo south.

There lay the Island of Syacani and the former church of Pater Scibberas. Perhaps that was where she would find her sister, hidden away there by the obsessed inquisitor.

Or perhaps she would only find her doom upon that ancient and foreboding island.

Sophie wished she could know for certain. She cast her gaze to the heavens and offered a silent prayer for guidance.

Mardoch remained silent on the matter. 
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