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A Warm Welcome to Iden

The customs house of the port city of Mizara was a sweltering sweatbox. Every visitor, even crew on leave, and every piece of cargo no matter how small, had to pass through. Wagons carried freight stacked in precarious towers, animal snorted and pissed, and everywhere low-level inspectors were using sticks to prod cargo, opening baggage, looking in baskets, and interrogating the newly arrived from Aropa, other ports of Iden, and even farther east. It was a smothering press of unwashed bodies, exotic spices, smoke, brine, and, in the cramped office of the Chief Inspector, the distinct, heady musk of sex.

"Oh... oh... ancestors preserve me!"

The Chief Inspector, a man of considerable girth and greasiness named Hamnoth, was currently on his back sprawled across his desk, his knuckles white as he gripped the edges of the scarred mahogany. His gold tooth flashed in the dim lantern light as he threw his head back, his oiled black curls trembling.

Sophie Almodóvar, the Harlot Knight of Galamanca, was busy ensuring that her import taxes would be thoroughly waived. She stood between the Chief Inspector’s parted legs, leaned over him, her head bobbing rhythmically in the space between Hamnoth’s hairy thighs. It wasn’t the most glamorous arrival she had ever made in a new port, but Sophie was a pragmatist. The heat of the southern continent of Iden was already making her sweat, her white peasant blouse clinging to her ample breasts, but the darkborne mark on the back of her neck pulsed with a cool, satisfying rhythm as she worked.

She swirled her tongue around the head of Hamnoth’s thick, uncircumcised cock, tasting the salty sheen of his excitement. He was a brute of a man, smelling of sweat and tobacco, but he had a surprisingly responsive member. Sophie hummed against him, her hands kneading his fleshy hips as she took him deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate his length.

"Yes! You Aropan sluts are well trained!" Hamnoth groaned, one hand coming down to tangle loosely in Sophie’s dark hair. "I... I approve! I approve everything! Your bags, your cargo!”

Sophie pulled back just as his hips bucked, the suction making a wet, lewd pop. Hamnoth whined, opening his eyes to look down at her. Sophie smiled, wiping a stray string of saliva from her chin. She lifted her head from his cock, bringing her face level with his heaving chest.

"You approve, Hamnoth?" she purred, reaching for the laces of her bodice. "But you haven't inspected all the goods yet."

It had been a long voyage from Aropa, and while Sophie’s milk production had slowed in the days since leaving the magical influence of the Deep Dairy, she certainly wasn't dry. Her breasts had settled into a heavy, generous fullness that required attention at least twice a day. Right now, they were tight, hot, and aching with a day’s worth of rich cream.

She loosened the laces and shrugged the blouse down from her tanned shoulders. Her breasts spilled out, heavy and pale where her armored cuirass normally covered them, the veins faintly blue against her skin. Her nipples were thick, dusky pink, already weeping beads of white fluid that rolled down the curve of her mounds.

Hamnoth’s eyes bulged. "By the gods... look at these.”

"I’m feeling a bit... pressured," Sophie whispered, Cupping her left breast. She gave it a firm squeeze. A thick jet of cream shot out, hitting Hamnoth square in the chest, splashing against his sweat damp shirt.

Hamnoth gasped, staring at the white splatter. "Milk? You... you are a mother?"

"More like a wet nurse, of sorts," Sophie laughed, grabbing the back of his neck. "And I need a good, thirsty boy to help me out. Open up, Inspector."

She pulled his face into her chest, hanging her tits against his face. Hamnoth didn't hesitate. He opened his mouth wide, his tongue finding a fat nipple and his beard scratching against her soft, dangling mound. He latched onto her nipple with the desperation of a starving man. He groaned into her soft flesh as the first mouthful of warm, sweet cream hit his tongue.

"Oh, yes," Sophie sighed, stroking his thick, greasy hair with one hand and massaging her breast to express even more milk. The relief was exquisite and for all of his lack of appeal, Hamnoth was a diligent milk sucker. The pressure in her chest eased as he drank, his tongue swirling around the nipple, massaging the milk ducts.

“Mmmmmmm,” he moaned, his eyes rolling with pleasure as he drank.

Sophie lifted her breasts just enough to pop her nipple free of his suckling mouth. His eyes opened with dismay.

“Just need to balance things out,” she crooned and switched him to the other breast, guiding his eager mouth. Hamnoth made loud, slurping noises, his hands coming up to knead her doughy flesh, squeezing more of the nectar into his mouth. Sophie felt the pleasure radiating from her nipples down to her clit, a warm, golden line of heat.

"That's it," she gasped, running her fingers through his greasy curls. "Drink it all up. Don't waste a drop of my bribe."

Hamnoth drank until he was gasping for air, milk running down his chin into his beard. He looked up at her, eyes glazed with a mixture of lust and a strange, dairy-induced euphoria.

"You are... a goddess," he wheezed. “Fertile perfect. I have to… can you finish sucking me?”

"I'm a knight with a schedule," Sophie corrected, reaching down to grab his still-rock-hard cock. "Let’s finish this as quickly as possible."

Her mouth was talented from years of whoring, but it was her sweet cunt that she knew would relieve him of his cum and his essence most efficiently.

She slid out of the linen trousers she was wearing, feeling the relief of fresh air circulating over her nethers. She climbed onto the desk as Hamnoth looked up at her with something approaching awe. She took hold of his cock, still damp with her saliva, and wanked him slowly. She was willing to wager he had not had a woman of her quality in upwards of a decade, if ever. He wouldn’t last long.

“Oh, yes, by the gods,” he groaned, gripping her hips and seeming to brace himself as she rubbed her slick cunny against the head of his cock. She notched him at her entrance, smiled down at him, and thrust her hips back and down, impaling the tight cove of her cunt. The groan that escaped him shook the desk.

His grip on her hips and plush bottom tightened as she began to ride him. He wheezed and she rode faster, earning curious looks as her bouncing head was visible through the greasy transom window over the door. Her tits heaved and smacked against her ribcage and flung milky droplets against Hamnoth’s contorted face. He opened his mouth to catch the sweet milk on his tongue.

The dark mark pulsed on the back of Sophie’s neck. She could feel his pleasure building. Sense it like the aroma of a roasting game hen.

Sophie cried out and thrust her hips back again, taking Hamnoth’s cock all the way to his root. She felt it throbbing inside her, felt the moan of his pleasure vibrating against her breast. It was rough, sweaty, and unrefined, exactly what she needed after weeks on a boat.

"I'm... I’m coming!" Hamnoth bellowed, his hips bucking wildly upwards and clapping against the roundness of her ass. She felt the first hot jet of his seed into her depths. Rapid spasms pumped his hot seed against her womb.

Sophie clenched around him, milking him with her internal muscles just as he had milked her breasts. The mark on her neck throbbed, drinking in his surging pleasure like a parched traveler finding an oasis. She felt his release, hot and plentiful, flooding her, and she groaned, absorbing the energy.

She drained him dry, milking the last drops from him until he slumped back against his paperwork. Sophie permitted him to breathe for a few seconds, caressing his hairy chest as he lazily reached up to fondle her breasts. She forcefully pushed his hands down to his sides so that she could dismount from him. She cupped a hand between her thighs to catch the seed that spilled out of her folds.

“Gods,” wheezed Hamnoth.

Sophie straightened up, adjusting her bodice over her now-softer, relieved breasts. She felt energized, her skin glowing, her honey-brown eyes bright.

"So," Sophie said, her voice husky. "About that crate? The one your inspectors held up and wanted to pry open?"

Hamnoth lifted his head, looking at her with exhaustion. He fumbled for his stamp, dipping it in red wax and slamming it onto the manifest with a trembling hand.

"Cleared," he wheezed. "No inspection necessary. Just... take it. Take it and go."

"A pleasure doing business with you, Hamnoth," Sophie said with a wink.

She swept out of the office and onto the loading dock, where the humid coastal warmth of Mizara folded its arms around her like a fever. Outside of the port was a riot of color and noise. Ships with strange, curved sails bobbed in the harbor, their crew shouting in a dozen different dialects.

Waiting for her in the shade of a warehouse overhang was Arturo, her trusty stallion. He looked unimpressed by the exotic surroundings, swatting at a large, buzzing insect with his tail. Beside him sat a massive wooden crate, reinforced with iron bands and marked with "FRAGILE" in three languages.

From inside the crate came a muffled, rhythmic thumping and a string of muffled curses that sounded distinctly high-born.

"Keep it down," Sophie hissed, giving the crate a solid kick with her boot. "We’re in public."

"I... will... flay... you!" a muffled voice screeched from within.

“Don’t be stupid,” murmured Sophie. “It’s still light outside.”

A swarthy pair of passing dockworkers paused, eyeing the crate suspiciously.

"Exotic cat," Sophie explained with a bright, disarming smile. "From Aropa. Very rare. Very temperamental. Likes to scratch eyes out."

She patted the wicker basket hanging from Arturo’s saddle. Inside, Pumpkin, her pygmy roper, let out a low, gurgling growl.

"And that?" one of the workers asked, pointing to the basket as a gray-green tentacle snaked out to test the air.

"Also a cat," Sophie lied smoothly. "Just... a different breed. Hairless."

She tossed a coin to the nearest worker. "I need porters. Strong ones. This crate is heavy, and my 'cat' doesn't like to be jostled."

Mizara was quite a change from the confines of a ship, the gloomy dark stone of Syacani, or the rain swept mountains of Trentino. As Sophie led Arturo and the team of four sweating porters through the streets, she felt as though she had stepped into a different world. The buildings were made of sandstone and red clay, rising in organic curves and topped with domes accented with turquoise and gold. The air was heavy with the scent of roasting meats, unknown spices, and the underlying wild vitality of the jungle that lay beyond the city walls.

It was vibrant, loud, and she could feel the danger teeming in its back alleys.

Sophie saw things that made her grip the hilt of Temptress a little tighter. In the market, lizardkin with emerald scales were being auctioned off to the highest bidder, their yellow eyes burning with hate. She saw a cage suspended from a merchant’s stall containing a creature that looked like an elf, but wilder, with bark-like skin and leaves for hair, huddled in misery. She wanted to help such creatures, but she could not be drawn into their misery. She did not even know if they would appreciate her intervention.

"Keep moving," she told the porters, who were struggling under the weight of the crate.

"What is in this thing, miss?" the lead porter grunted. He was a handsome man, his skin the color of polished mahogany, sweat glistening on his bare chest. "Lead bars?"

"Something heavier than lead," Sophie muttered. "A gigantic ego."

The porters exchanged a confused glance. Sophie continued towards the guest house she had selected, The Gilded Palm. She had made very specific arrangements with the arbab who had arrived dockside to solicit lessors. The house was an opulent manor built around a central courtyard filled with lush ferns and a bubbling fountain. It was expensive, but the arbab had agreed to her unusual request for silver to “ward off evil spirits.”

Sophie wasn't worried about the expense. Tucked securely in her saddlebags was the heavy iron lockbox containing the gold she had liberated from Rosoco. Or rather, the gold Countess Borciano had hoarded from her victims, which Sophie felt morally obligated to spend on luxury accommodation.

She could have used that same gold to bribe her way through customs, but that wouldn’t have been fun. Besides, she had been exhausted from the long crossing and needed a little energy. She was wide awake now that the mark on her neck had been fed with lust.

"This way, mistress," the red-robed concierge said, bowing low. He eyed the massive crate with concern but, seeing the coin purse Sophie displayed, decided not to ask questions.

They were shown to a private suite at the back of the property, secluded and quiet. The room was airy, with mosaic tile floors, silk cushions scattered everywhere, and wide doors opening onto a private terrace.

"Put it there," Sophie directed, pointing to the center of the room, away from the windows with a view of the city and the setting sun.

The four porters groaned in unison as they lowered the crate. They straightened up, rolling their shoulders and wiping sweat from their brows. They were all fit, strong men, their muscles defined by hard labor. The lead porter, the handsome one with a short, well-maintained beard, stretched, his abdominal muscles rippling in a way that drew Sophie's eye.

The mark on her neck gave a little flutter. The customs official had been a nice snack, a quick pick-me-up to get her through the paperwork. But Sophie Almodóvar had a large appetite, and she had been at sea for weeks with nothing but a seasick horse and a potted roper for company. And despite Hamnoth's thirstiest efforts, her breasts were already tingling again, the heat of the walk stimulating the flow of her cream.

She looked at the door. The concierge had left. The curtains were drawn.

She looked at the porters. They were watching her, expecting payment.

"That was heavy work," Sophie said, her voice dropping to a purr. She walked over to the table where a pitcher of wine and several goblets had been set out as a welcome. She poured a cup and took a slow sip, her eyes over the rim locking onto the lead porter. "You boys must be exhausted."

"We are used to heavy loads, mistress," the bearded one said, though his eyes lingered on the way Sophie’s blouse strained against her chest.

“Oh, I love heavy loads,” she mused, her lashes fluttering as she eyed them over the cup. She set it down and ran her hands down her sides, smoothing the fabric of her blouse over her breasts and her trousers over her hips. "I have gold to pay you… but I find that sometimes, after a hard job, a man wants something more satisfying than cold metal."

The atmosphere in the room shifted instantly. The tension of waiting for gratuity was replaced by a thick, heavy heat. The porters exchanged glances. They weren't stupid. They saw a beautiful, foreign woman alone in a room, offering something that cost far more than their daily wage.

"What did you have in mind?" one of the other porters asked, a younger man with lean, ropy muscles.

Sophie smiled. She reached for the laces of her bodice.

"I need to unwind," she murmured. "And I have a... condition. A buildup of humors that needs to be relieved. Why don't you lock the door?"

The bearded porter moved to the door, sliding the heavy bolt home. When he turned back, Sophie had let her bodice fall open completely. Her breasts, still flushed from the heat and heavy with her second filling of the day, spilled out.

A collective intake of breath hissed through the room.

"Mardoch's mercy," the bearded porter whispered, staring at the droplets of white already gathering at her arouse nipples. Her plump buds still red from Hamnoth’s eager suckling.

"No rules here," Sophie said, stepping out of her trousers. She wore nothing beneath but the dark thatch of her cunt hair. She walked toward the bearded man first, taking his hand and placing it on her breast. "Just pleasure."

She squeezed his hand against her flesh. A stream of rich cream spurted out, hitting his dark chest. He looked down at the white liquid, then up at her, eyes hot with lust.

"Drink," Sophie commanded softly.

He dropped to his knees, burying his face in her cleavage. Sophie gasped as his mouth found her nipple, his tongue broad and skilled. The others didn't wait. The younger porter moved behind her, his hands gripping her hips, grinding his hardening cock against her ass through the barrier of his trousers.

"There's enough for everyone," Sophie laughed. "Don't fight."

She guided the bearded man to her right breast and pulled another porter, a stocky man with a shaved head, to her left. They suckled and slurped, their hands roaming over her ribs and stomach, kneading her flesh. Sophie threw her head back, moaning as the pressure in her chest released, replaced by the fiery heat of arousal.

"Harder," she urged the men at her chest. "Drain me. Take it all."

While two men feasted on her cream, the younger porter yanked his trousers down and freed the thick, blunt pillar of his cock. Sophie felt the head of his cock prod her entrance, slick with her arousal and the lingering slime of Hamnoth’s spend. He thrust in, plunging her open on his cock, his muscular hips colliding with her ample bottom and his bollocks mashing against her clit.

"Oh, yes!" Sophie cried out.

Her vitality surged with the energy of overlapping lust. The bearded porter switched to her other breast, growling low in his throat as he swallowed mouthfuls of her delicious dairy. The stocky porter moved down, his tongue working her clit while the young man pounded into her from behind.

The fourth porter, unable to wait his turn, stood before her, stroking his thick, dark member until Sophie reached out a hand and jerked his cock. Ironically, he was the first to spill, letting out a groan and thrusting his slick, weeping cock through her fingers. She caught his spurts of seed in her palm and looked into his pleasure-drunk eyes as she lapped up the salty puddle, testing his essence along with his seed.

The porters rotated, a carousel of lust. Sophie was passed from hand to hand, mouth to mouth. She was bent over the heavy crate, her ass raised high as the stocky porter took her from behind while the bearded man knelt before her, letting her milk drip directly into his open mouth before surging up to kiss her, sharing the taste of her own cream.

"As sweet as honey," the bearded man groaned, shifting beneath her so his cock slid between her milk-slicked tits.

"Better for a growing boy," Sophie panted, rocking forward and back to let her heavy breasts drag over his throbbing cock. She might have said more, but her words were muffled by a cock thrust between her lips.

She took them all, draining their strength as they drained her milk. Load after load pumped into her pussy, her mouth, and even her ass. Cum dripped from her breasts. When her climax came, it was so intense that she saw sparks in her vision. Sophie screamed, her inner muscles clamping down on the cock inside her, her breasts spurting a final, high-pressure pump of cream that coated the face of the man beneath her. The mark on her neck burned, pulsed, feeding on the raw, collective orgasm of four strong men.

An hour or so later, the sun will below the horizon, the porters stumbled out of the room, looking dazed, their legs wobbly but their faces splitting with grins. Sophie had given them each a gold coin anyway. She was feeling generous, and she felt lighter, her breasts soft and comfortable once more. They had given her so much energy that she was ready to take on the world.

Or a certain evil bitch locked in a box.

From the center of the room, the crate gave a loud, impatient thump.

"Alright!" Sophie groaned, pushing herself upright. "I'm coming."
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Unleashing the Beast

"You're lucky I didn't leave you on the dock," Sophie muttered, wedging the iron bar under the lid.

With a groan of protesting wood and the shriek of nails giving way, she pried the top off the crate. The lid slid over the far side and landed with a crash on the floor.

The smell of grave dirt instantly filled the room.

Countess Francesca Borciano sat up, spitting a mouthful of soil onto the expensive tile floor. Her once-immaculate red hair was a rat’s nest of tangles and dirt. Her gown, a masterpiece of black velvet and lace, was ruined, caked in the earth of her homeland.

She looked like a furious corpse that had clawed its way out of its grave. Which was precisely what she was.

"You... you inconceivable wretch!" the vampire hissed, her eyes glowing a dangerous crimson. She grabbed the edge of the crate and pulled herself out of the dirt, her movements jerky with rage. "Do you have any idea at all what it is like to be bounced around in a box for nearly ten nights? I have dirt in places that haven't been touched since the Second Age!"

Sophie leaned on the iron bar, unimpressed. "Better than a stake in the heart, Francesca, which is what you probably deserved. And I drilled air holes."

"Air holes!" Francesca shrieked, stepping out of the box and shaking her skirts violently. Dust flew everywhere. "I don't breathe, you imbecile! The air holes just let in the stink of those sailors! Do you know what I ate for those ten days while you were cavorting around above me with those filthy smugglers? No? I ate three rats that I managed to lure in through your air holes.”

"Well, consider it a snack," Sophie said, tossing a thick towel at the vampire. "Clean yourself up. We have planning to do."

Francesca caught the towel, her claws extending, shredding the fabric slightly. She glared at Sophie, her chest heaving. "I should drain you dry right here. I should tear your throat out and paint this room with the bright blood of your arteries."

"You could try," Sophie said calmly. “But then how would you get out?”

She gestured to the windows and the doors.

Francesca looked. Draped across every opening, glinting in the lamplight, were heavy silver chains. Sophie had spent a fortune bribing the arbab to hang them.

The countess hissed, recoiling from the sight of the silver. "You promised me protection! You treat me like a prisoner!"

"I promised you wouldn't die," Sophie corrected. "I didn't promise to let a hungry vampire loose in a city full of innocent people. Sit down, Francesca."

The Countess snarled, but the fight seemed to drain out of her. She looked diminished, her pale skin grayish from lack of feeding, her movements slightly sluggish. She slumped onto a pile of cushions, crossing her arms petulantly.

"Fine," she spat. "But I require a bath. And blood. Preferably not in that order."

Sophie poured herself a glass of wine and sat at the low table, keeping a respectful distance. She pulled the map of Iden she had acquired from her saddlebag and spread it out.

"We need to talk about the expedition," Sophie said, tapping a spot deep in the interior of the continent. "I need to get to the Formless Seep. The map says it's beyond the Forest of Giants, in the heart of the country of the legendary First Men, Borea."

Francesca’s expression shifted. The anger faded, replaced by a look of ancient, predatory interest. She leaned forward, some residual dirt spilling from her tangled hair.

"The Formless Seep," she mused, her tongue darting out to wet her dry lips. "A place of old power. Dangerous power. Why do you seek it, little knight? Do you wish to commune with the dead gods?"

"Did you forget while you were sucking your meals out of rats?" Sophie said, her voice hard. "That maniacal priest, pater Scibberas, took Margaret there. You told me yourself. If he's sacrificing people to dark gods to gain entry to the Dread Court, that's where he'll be."

"Scibberas," Francesca murmured. "Yes, I remember speaking with you about him. A man with ambition exceeding his grasp. He seeks to wake things that should sleep. A priest who wishes to deal with powers that could unleash unthinkable terror upon you mortals.”

"Which is why I'm going to stop him," Sophie said. "But I am not a jungle explorer. I’ve heard tales of that Forest of Giants, Countess. Huge saurians that can bite a woman’s head off with a snap of their jaws and cults of lizardkin sorcerers. I need guides, supplies, boats to get down river. This isn't a stroll through the woods."

"You have the gold?" Francesca asked, eyeing the heavy iron lockbox Sophie had placed under the table.

"I have the gold," Sophie confirmed. She kicked the box with her bare foot. It clunked heavily. "The spoils of Rosoco. It should be enough to buy us passage and protection."

Francesca glided closer. Her movements were fluid, hypnotic. Despite the dirt and the disarray, she possessed a terrifying, magnetic beauty.

"And what about my needs, Sophia?" she purred. "I am weak. The journey has drained me. I cannot guide you if I am starving."

"I... I can find you something," Sophie said, her voice faltering slightly as the vampire’s eyes locked onto hers. The crimson glow intensified, pulsing in time with Sophie’s own heartbeat.

"Why look elsewhere?" Francesca whispered, stepping closer to press her ample curves clad in dusty, dark velvet against Sophie’s body. The scent of grave dirt and dried flowers washed over Sophie. The vampire's hand, ice-cold, reached out to cup Sophie’s cheek. "You are so full of life. So vibrant. I can hear your heart thumping like a drum calling me to my repast."

Sophie meant to push her away. She meant to reach for Temptress. But the mark on her neck throbbed, not with warning, but with a dark, resonant harmony. The pleasure of the porters still hummed in her blood, a reservoir of energy that the vampire sensed.

"Just a taste," Francesca pleaded, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper. "To seal our alliance. To give me strength."

Sophie’s will wavered. The vampire’s presence twisted the energy inside her, turning it into a heavy, languid heat that seemed to pour into her lower abdomen.

"Just... a taste," Sophie whispered, her head tilting back and her neck revealed.

Francesca didn't hesitate. She hissed, lips parting to reveal her gleaming white fangs as she buried her face in the crook of Sophie's neck. Her tongue, cold and wet, lapped at the skin, sending shivers down Sophie’s spine. This gentle caress was followed an instant later by the sharp sting of fangs breaking skin.

It hurt, a cold fire, but it was followed immediately by a rush of euphoria that buckled Sophie’s knees. She gasped, her hands clutching at Francesca’s shoulders to keep from falling.

They staggered, locked together, and fell back onto the silk cushions of the bed, a tangle of red silk and black velvet and naked, tanned flesh. The suction was loud in Sophie’s ear, each slurp another stab of hot pleasure into her core. Francesca rolled atop Sophie, straddler her, those ample breasts leaning against Sophie’s naked flesh and her weight pressing her down. The vampire drank deeply, gulping down the rich, empowered blood.

Sophie felt her strength draining away, siphoned into the undead creature above her. But with the drain came a wave of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. She arched her back, moaning softly.

Francesca pulled back, blood staining her lips and chin. She looked revitalized, her skin glowing and flushed, her eyes burning bright. She smiled down at Sophie, a look of possessive adoration on her face.

"You have been busy," Francesca whispered, running a bloody thumb over Sophie’s lip. "You taste of lust. Of life. It is intoxicating."

"Francesca..." Sophie murmured, her vision swimming.

The Countess leaned down and kissed her. It was a cold, iron-tasting kiss, slippery with blood. Sophie responded instinctively, her tongue meeting the vampire’s, tasting her own life essence.

Francesca’s hands roamed over Sophie’s naked body, caressing the sweat-damp curves. Her touch was freezing against Sophie’s fever-hot skin. She fondled Sophie’s breasts, pinching the nipples, marveling at the warmth.

"You should let me turn you," Francesca whispered against Sophie’s ear, her fangs grazing the lobe. "We could be queens of the night, Sophia. Eternal. Beautiful. We could rule this savage land together."

"No," Sophie gasped, though her body betrayed her, pressing closer to the cold source of pleasure. "I have... a mission. Margaret..."

"Mmm. A mission," Francesca murmured, moving lower. Her lips trailed a path of fire down Sophie’s stomach. "Sleep now, my sweet knight. Rest. You have given me what I need."

Sophie tried to protest, but the lethargy was overwhelming. The pleasure was too deep, the blood loss too rapid. She felt herself drifting away on a red tide, the sensation of the Countess’s cold hands on her thighs was the last thing she felt before the darkness took her. She dreamed of crimson pleasure. Backlit blood in swirling vessels. Tongues and teeth finding parts of her that she could not even show to others.

The dreams were so intense that she thought sure she would awake and find herself turned by the hungry countess. Even in her sleep she knew it was foolish to slumber before a vengeful vampire.

Sophie woke with a throbbing headache that felt like a goblin was pounding the inside of her skull with a mallet. Her mouth tasted still tasted like blood and her sweaty body had dried in the cool night air and but bore a sort of crust of grave dirt that Francesca had brought with her into the bed.

She groaned, her limbs tingling, rolling over on the cushions, and reached a trembling hand for the water pitcher on the table.

It was empty.

Sophie forced her eyes open, blinking against the bright morning light streaming through the gaps in the curtains. She tried to sit up, but the room spun violently, and she collapsed back onto the floor.

"Ugh... never again," she muttered, rubbing her neck. The puncture wounds were tender, throbbing with a dull ache.

She looked around the room. It was a mess. Cushions were scattered everywhere. The crate was overturned.

And the silver chains. They were torn down from one of the windows, lying in a twisted heap on the floor.

Panic, cold and sharp, pierced through the fog in her brain.

Sophie scrambled to her hands and knees, ignoring the wave of dizziness. She crawled to the table and looked underneath.

Empty.

The heavy iron lockbox was gone.

Sophie stared at the empty space where her fortune had been. The gold that was supposed to buy guides, supplies, and weapons. The gold that was supposed to save Margaret.

"That bloodsucking bitch," Sophie whispered, the realization hitting her harder than the hangover.

Countess Francesca Borciano was gone. And she had taken the money. Every last coin.

Sophie slumped back against the table leg, burying her face in her hands. She let out a scream of frustration that was muffled a silk cushion. She was stranded in Mizara, on a savage continent, with no money. A gurgle from the basket in the antechamber reminded her that she still had her pygmy roper. Hopefully she still had a horse in the stables. And a sister who could still be saved.

She had been played. Seduced and robbed like a common mark.

A polite cough interrupted her despair.

Sophie looked up. Standing in the open doorway was a young man holding a tray with a steaming teapot and a plate of fruit. He was slender, with caramel skin and large, doe-like eyes. He wore the simple linen garb of a house servant, and he looked terrified.

"Mistress?" he said softly, his eyes darting from the disheveled room to the half-naked woman on the floor. "I... I heard you screaming. I brought tea."

Sophie looked at him. She looked at the tea. Her stomach growled, a hollow, aching sound. The mark on her neck gave a needy little flutter. The vampire had drained her of blood, leaving her empty. The curse demanded energy to replenish the loss. She felt weak, shaky, and ravenously hungry. And not just for food.

"Come in," Sophie croaked, pulling the red silk sheets tightly around her voluptuous body. "Please."

The boy stepped carefully over the silver chains and set the tray on the table. "Is there anything else you require? The Master said your bill is paid through tomorrow, but..."

"Come here," Sophie said, her voice trembling.

The young man hesitated. "Mistress?"

"I need... help," Sophie said. She reached out a hand. "Please."

He approached cautiously, like one might approach a wounded animal. Sophie grabbed his wrist. His pulse fluttered under her fingers. Fast, vibrant, excited.

"I need... strength," Sophie murmured.

She pulled him down.

"Mistress?" he squeaked as she pulled him into a kiss.

It was frantic, desperate. Sophie needed the energy to survive. She devoured his mouth, her hands roaming over his slender frame, finding the tie of his linen trousers. He was surprised, shocked even, but not unwilling. The servant young, and the sight of Sophie as the sheet slipped from one breast and revealed her plump, laden mound enticed him.

Sophie shoved him onto his back among the scattered cushions. She tore at his clothes, her hands shaking not from weakness, but from need. When his cock sprang free, thin but eager, she didn't hesitate. She mounted him, sinking down onto his shaft with a guttural moan.

"Oh!" the young man cried out, his hands grasping her shapely hips. She road up and down his stiff cock once. Twice. And she felt a rush of his energy. A hot, pulsating spurt of his cum. He was releasing inside her already. A moaning, squirming, gushing explosion of his youthful vitality.

“Yessssss,” moaned Sophie, the cursed mark throbbing hot against the back of her neck and feeding her with potent vitality. “Ohhhhhh, don’t stop. Cum for me! Ohhhhh don’t you stop!”

She rode him hard, hearing him whimper, “F-forgive me, mistress… I have never… that was my…”

“A virgin?” She laughed and threw back her head, bucking harder atop him and squeezing his cock with her well-trained inner muscles.

Sophie rode him relentlessly. Even as he thrashed and whimpered with oversensitivity, her cunt squeezed him and her huge, soft tits bounced above him as her cunt devoured him. She bucked with a fierce intensity, her body acting as a siphon. She could feel his vitality, his youth, flowing into her with every thrust. She ground her hips against him, her breasts bouncing, still tender from the previous night's abuse but mercifully empty for the moment.

"Yes," she hissed, feeling the color return to her cheeks, the strength flowing back into her arms. "Give it to me. All of it."

The boy was overwhelmed, lost in the sensation of the beautiful, desperate woman riding him. He cried out, shuddering beneath her as he exploded again. Spurt after spurt, his hands painfully tight against her hips. Sophie absorbed his pleasure like a sponge, drinking it in until she felt whole again. She clamped down on him, wringing every drop of energy from his climax.

She collapsed onto his chest, breathing hard. The mark on her neck hummed with satisfaction.

"Did I do it alright, mistress?" The young man asked, stroking her hair hips and around to her luscious bottom with both hands as she lay atop him.

"Just what I needed," Sophie murmured, kissing his shoulder and neck. Nibbling against his earlobe.

She rolled from atop him and reached for the tea, downing the cup in one gulp. She ate a slice of melon, the sweetness exploding in her mouth.

She looked at the young man, who was buttoning his trousers with a dazed, happy smile on his face. He looked at her expectantly.

"Listen," Sophie said, standing up and wrapping a sheet around herself like a toga. She felt strong again. Angry, but strong. "That was... excellent. Really. You saved me."

"I do not see how I saved you,” he said. “But I am happy to serve, Mistress.”

"Good," Sophie said flatly. "Because I have an unfortunate situation."

"Mistress?"

"I was robbed last night and can't tip you," Sophie said, walking naked over to the window and looking out at the chaotic streets of Mizara. She could feel the young man watching her, memorizing her ample curves, the dark spill of her hair and the roundness of her bottom. She turned her head and looked at him over her shoulder. "In fact, I'm going to need to borrow a few coppers if you have them.”


3

The Cream Master Cycle

The high Iden sun pressed down on the bustling marketplace like an iron heated in the fire. The air shimmered above the cobblestones, thick with the sizzling scent of roasting goat, horse manure, exotic spices, and the desperate sweat of a thousand haggling merchants. Peddlers flashed their jewels and potions, whores flashed their tits, and cutpurses moved among the distracted sailors, pilgrims, and traders.

Sophie had tried wearing her armored bodice and usual easy-access loincloth, but the fur-lined metal cups had proved far too hot for the humid oceanside climate. She walked through the marketplace in a red silk robe, in search of something more comfortable for traveling through the heat of southern Borea.

She wore her robe wrapped tightly, but the lapels rippled with the hot breeze and teased the mounds of her breasts. She was trying to look less like a woman who had just fucked the young house servant and more like a noblewoman on a stroll, but her confidence in the façade was somewhat undermined by the fact that she was broke.

She also hoped the lustrous length of her dark hair would hide the bite marks on her neck. She didn’t know how the inhabitants of Mizara would react to evidence of an active vampire in their midst, let alone one brought ashore by someone from Aropa.

“Chicken skewers! Lamb shanks!” A peddler walked past, selling the meat from a wheeled cart. The wafting aroma tickled Sophie’s nostrils.

Her stomach growled. An angry sound that competed with the shouts of the vendors. The servant’s lustful energy had restored her strength, but it hadn't anything for her actual hunger. Nor had it solved her financial crisis. Six coppers had been all he had to spare her.

She stopped before a raised dais where a slave auction was in progress. A massive lizardkin warrior stood on the block, his emerald scales dull with dust, his posture suggesting readiness, but his yellow eyes betraying resignation. He was huge, corded with muscle, and looked like he could snap a man in half like a dry twig.

"Five hundred gold dirmas!" the auctioneer shouted, whipping a cane through the air. "Do I hear five hundred for this prime specimen of the Forest of Giants? A perfect bodyguard! A gladiator! A beast of burden!"

Sophie lingered, watching buyers jostle for a better view of the unfortunate reptile on the auction block. The lizardkin would be perfect, able to guide her through his homeland with ease, fighting off any threats, and satisfying her beside the fire at night. When she reached her destination, she could set him free with a “thank you” fuck beneath the stars.

“Six! Do I hear six hundred dirmas?” shouted the auctioneer.

Two thousand dirmas would have been easily within reach before the Countess absconded with the lockbox. Now? Sophie patted the pocket of her robe, where six borrowed copper pieces and a spare button clicked sadly against each other.

"I’m guessing a slave auction won’t let me run a tab based on my word that I’ll recover a vampire’s stolen treasure," muttered Sophie.

The lizardkin’s eyes flicked toward her. For a moment, they locked gazes. Sophie felt a pang of sympathy. She knew what it was like to be valued only for your body, but sympathy wouldn't buy the reptile and it certainly get her through the Forest of Giants.

She moved on, dodging a cart piled high with melons. She needed a guide. The interior of Iden was a death trap for the unprepared. The Forest of Giants was legendary for things that ate people, and the Formless Seep beyond it was rumored to be where reality itself went to die. Going alone was suicide.

"Fresh pastries! Sweet rolls! Honey cakes!"

The call of a street vendor cut through her despair. Sophie followed her nose to a small stall shaded by a striped awning. Trays of golden, flaky pastries glistened with honey and nuts.

Sophie stared at them. Her mouth watered. Her breasts, already beginning to heavy with the mid-day cream, gave a sympathetic throb. The magical metabolism of her curse demanded fuel.

"One copper," the vendor said, eyeing her silk robe suspiciously. "For the day-old kleba."

Sophie slapped one of her precious coins onto the counter. "I'll take the biggest one."

She took the pastry, which was sticky and slightly squashed, and retreated to the shade of a crumbling stone archway. She bit into it, groaning as the sugar hit her tongue and the stale pastry filled her mouth. It wasn't a banquet, but it was something.

"Excuse me," a voice fluted, cutting through the ambient noise of the market. "But I couldn't help but notice... the aroma."

Sophie froze with a flake of pastry stuck to her lip. She looked up.

Standing before her was a man who looked like he had been dressed by a committee of blind eccentrics. He was tall and thin, wearing voluminous robes of blue-gray fringed with bright yellow and silver swirls of thread that looked oddly like splashes of liquid. He was young, but old enough to have a small patch of hair just below his lip. His eyes were wide and wild. His grin roguishly lopsided. But it was the hat he wore atop his head that elevated his look from unusual to that of a madman.

Atop his head, he wore a brimmed helmet or stiff hat of some sort, a creamy tan in color, with a multicolored band and a high, rounded shape that was capped, so far as Sophie could tell, by a giant pink nipple. The effect was that it seemed as though he was wearing a huge breast on his head.

He held a staff made of white ash, topped with a crystal orb that swirled internally with a milky, pearlescent substance.

"Who… what are you supposed to be?”

“Merely a man with a good sense of smell,” said the strange man.

“This pastry?” She sniffed at it. “I can barely smell it over the market’s aroma.”

The man stepped closer, leaning in with a lack of respect for her personal space that set Sophie’s nerves on edge. He sniffed audibly, his nostrils flaring.

"Not the pastry, my dear," he said, his voice trembling with excitement. "It is you I am smelling. A woman in great need. Specifically... your aura. It is remarkably lacteous."

Sophie stopped chewing. She glanced down at her chest. The silk robe was loose, hanging slightly open, her breasts undeniably swollen with her daily milk. Since her time in the Deep Dairy, they had remained generous, heavy, and incredibly productive. Even now, she could feel the pressure building, the glands swelling with the rich, magical cream that the had been a critical element of the healing powers of the springs at Saint Sephoria.

She looked up from her cleavage back to the strange man. She made no attempt to adjust her robe or cover up. Shame was not a word in Sophie’s vocabulary. But this man’s odd approach and bizarre costume left her wary.

"I think it’s past time for you to tell me who you are,” she said, her tone hardening and her hand drifting toward where Temptress would usually be hanging. She had left it in her room to avoid attracting attention.

"I," the man said, straightening up and twirling his staff, "am Cornett V. Crème. Elementalist, scholar, and the world's premier practitioner of Dairymancy."

Sophie stared at him. She blinked. "Dairy... mancy?"

"Precisely!" Cornett beamed, stroking his chin. "Most wizards play with fire or lightning. Pedestrian stuff. Elemental clichés! I have unlocked the primal power of calcium and lipids. The fundamental building blocks of life! And you, my dear..." He pointed a long, manicured finger at her chest. "...you radiate the potential of a legendary bovine."

Sophie stood up, wiping crumbs from her robe. "I'm not a cow. I'm a knight."

"Ah! I mean no offense! Cows are wondrous creatures! Wise and giving generously of nourishment! I believe you, my lady, that you are a knight, but you are one with a very specific blessing," Cornett noted, his eyes twinkling. "I saw you looking at the guides. You seek passage into the interior?"

"I need to get to the Formless Seep," Sophie said, testing him.

Cornett’s smile faltered. His skin paled slightly beneath his tan. "The Seep? My dear woman, that is where reality goes to curdle. Dead gods slumber there. Things that even the First Men feared. Things that should not be named dwell in that primordial muck and brimstone char. It is a place of madness. It will… sour your milk."

"I have business there," Sophie said stubbornly. "Do you know the way?"

"I do," Cornett said, regaining his composure. "I have studied the ancient texts of Borea. I know the paths through the Forest of Giants that avoid the most dangerous of its inhabitants. But I do not work for charity."

"I don't have gold," Sophie admitted, crossing her arms over her chest. The pressure was getting uncomfortable. "I was robbed."

"A beggar knight? Ah, but you have other riches!" Cornett waved a hand at her luscious figure, the silk of his sleeve fluttering. "I have no need for coin, my dear knight. My needs are unique. Come, finish your kleba and let us discuss this over a drink. I know a place away from this rabble."

Cornett led her to a tavern tucked between a candlemaker and a spice shop. It was called The Curdled Goat, which Sophie felt was ominous, but the interior was cool and dim, smelling of sour wine and smoke.

They sat in a booth at the back. Cornett ordered a pitcher of something white and frothy that looked suspiciously like fermented yak milk.

"Allow me to demonstrate," Cornett said. He dipped a finger into his drink, muttered a word that sounded like "Froth," and the liquid in the cup began to swirl violently.

Sophie watched, fascinated, as the liquid shot up into a miniature fountain, freezing instantly into a delicious-looking sorbet sculpture of a swan. The swan flapped its frozen wings and let out a tiny, icy honk before melting back into the cup.

"Impressive," Sophie admitted. "For dessert."

"It has combat applications!" Cornett insisted, looking offended. "A jet of high-pressure cream can punch through steel plate. A cheese shield, properly aged, can stop a crossbow bolt. But my power... it requires fuel. High-quality fuel. My own reserves are... limited."

He looked at Sophie’s chest again. His gaze wasn't the hungry, carnal look she got from sailors or guards, though there was some of that. It was more the look a starving man gave a banquet table, or perhaps the look a scholar gave a rare, ancient tome.

"You want my milk," Sophie said flatly.

"A bounty such as yours is the dream of a Cream Master such as myself," Cornett said, bowing his head reverently. "I can smell it, Sophie. It isn't just milk. It is infused with the energies of the Deep Dairy. I know that aroma anywhere. It is potent. It is magical. It is... the heavy whipping cream of the gods. I can bring it to life. I can employ it in magic that will make us unstoppable!"

Sophie shifted in her seat. Her nipples were rubbing against the silk of her robe, hard and sensitive. All this discussion of her milk was awakening a heat in her core and a nursing instinct in her laden breasts. The pressure was becoming an ache. She needed relief, and the servant had only addressed her need for vitality.

"And if I let you... access the supply?" Sophie asked.

"If you allow me to harvest supplies for the journey and perhaps indulge in the source occasionally to replenish my mana," Cornett said, leaning forward, "I will guide you to the Formless Seep. I will protect you with the power of the dairy. I will drown our foes in warm milk and grease our path in melted better."

Sophie considered it. She looked at the ridiculous man with his nipple-capped pith helmet. He was absurd. He was pompous. He was likely a pervert of the highest order.

But she felt the throb of the darkborne mark on her neck. It didn't warn her away. Instead, it pulsed with a strange, warm curiosity.

She looked out the smoky window of the tavern. In the market square below, a large knight in silver armor was shoving a merchant aside, showing him a scroll. Even from here, the sun glinting off the polished breastplate was blinding. Recognition shot cold through the warm haze of Sophie’s burgeoning desire.

It was Sir Varlock.  Behind the fair-haired knight, lurking in the shadows of an alley, the hunched, robed figure of a pater. Scibberas was here. They had found her faster than she anticipated. She tensed, Sir Varlock and Scibberas walked past the tavern without stopping.

Sophie looked back at Cornett. "You have a deal, dairymancer. But we travel light, no porters or guards other than you. And if you try to turn me into cheese, I'll cut off your staff."

“Ah! Understood!” He rubbed his hands together with delight.

"So," Sophie said, leaning back in the booth as Cornett gazed at her shifting bust with intensity. "How does this work? Do you carry around a bucket?"

"Crude," Cornett scoffed, adjusting his spectacles. "In fact, I do have a milk pail. Blessed and silver. But such crude methods are a last resort. Dairymancy is an art, Sophie. It requires a connection. A flow of energy. Every moment outside your body, the milk will lose its potency."

He reached out, his hands hovering over her mounds heaving beneath her silk robe. Sophie felt the familiar throb of her curse, the heat rising in her chest. Her breasts, already heavy, seemed to swell in response to his magical aura. It was a strange sensation, like pleasant fizzing under her skin.

"I must verify the potency," Cornett whispered, his voice shaking slightly. "Attune myself to your cream before we set forth on your quest."

Sophie sighed. She wanted to be on her way with Scibberas hunting around Mizara. She looked around the dim tavern. No one paid any attention to them. She untied the sash of her robe and let the red silk fall open.

Her breasts dropped heavily, free at last. They were heavy, pale globes beneath the tan of her bare skin, traced with delicate blue veins, swinging slightly with the release. Her nipples were thick and stiff, weeping white beads of cream that rolled slowly down the curve of her flesh.

Cornett let out a sound that was half gasp, half whimper. He put on a pair of pince-nez spectacles as if to ensure he wasn't hallucinating.

"Magnificent," he breathed. "The aura is blinding. I have never seen such pressure. Such engorgement. Such… such magnificent milkers!”

"They're full," Sophie said, cradling her breasts with her hands, lifting the weight. "And they hurt. So if you're going to do magic, Wizard, do it now."

"Yes. Yes, of course."

Cornett didn't grab them like the rough men she was used to. He didn't mash his face into them like Hamnoth or latch eagerly like the porters. Instead, he raised his staff. The crystal orb at the top began to glow with a soft, white light.

He began to chant, low and rhythmic. His words grew more intense and a strange warmth engulfed Sophie’s heaving breasts.

“S-something… is happening,” she gasped, looking down as her breasts seem to lift slightly under the support of invisible hands. Cornett continued to chant, his gaze locked on her breasts as if each word was squeezing and caress Sophie’s laden tits.

Sophie gasped as she felt a tugging sensation. The magical becoming physical. It started at her ribs and flowed upward, channeling through the ducts. Massaging her from the inside and the outside. Unseen fingers on her skin. Firm caresses within her body.

"Oh!"

Milk began to stream from her nipples. A steady, heavy flow that poured out of her with a rush of pleasure. It didn't spray out or drip down. It defied gravity. Two streams of thick, rich cream lifted into the air, swirling and dancing like white ribbons. They spiraled toward Cornett, coalescing into a floating sphere of liquid between his hands.

The relief was instantaneous and orgasmic. Sophie’s head fell back against the booth, her eyes fluttering shut. The magical extraction tickled deep inside her breast tissue, a massage that went right to the soul. Her clit and cunny and anus spasmed with sympathetic pleasure as milk pulsed continuously from her thick nipples.

"Pure," Cornett murmured, his eyes wide as he watched the sphere grow. "Incredibly dense. So rich and creamy. I’ve only tasted the produce of the Deep Dairy once before. That was so delicious…”

He brought the floating sphere to his lips. He seemed to kiss its surface, creating ripples that traveled around it, and then sucked. The milk flowed into his mouth, vanishing as it hit his tongue, even as more milk spurted from Sophie’s nipples and added to the floating sphere.

As he consumed it, Cornett changed. His skin smoothed out, losing the deepest of his travel-worn wrinkles. His hair became glossier. His eyes grew brighter. He sat up straighter, radiating a sudden, palpable power.

"Mmmmm… exquisite… I can feel it infusing my body with your lactic energy,” Cornett declared, his voice deeper, more resonant. "There’s something spicy about it. Dangerous even. As though you are seasoning your milk. I could float through the air in a milk bubble or blast the walls off this tavern with an eruption of cream. So much power, Sophie, and you’re still producing more.”

Sophie opened her eyes and saw he was telling the truth. The sphere suspended in the air between them was growling larger as her breasts continued to weep droplets of her milk. She felt light, floaty. But the stimulation of her nipples had woken up the rest of her body. The mark on her neck was buzzing, demanding that the flow of energy be completed.

She looked at the wizard, who was licking a stray drop of cream from his upper lip with a look of rapture. At last, the flow of her milk was dwindling, though the urgent pressure and the pleasure associated with it remained.

"If we're going to travel together," Sophie said, her voice husky, "we should probably get to know each other better. You've had your drink. Now I need mine."

She reached under the table, finding the hem of Cornett’s dusty robes.

Cornett’s eyes widened. "My dear, I am a scholar! A man of the mind! My focus must be on the— Oh! Oh my!"

Sophie’s hand had found him. She was not surprised to find him hard, but his slender cock was as stiff as a dagger’s grip in the palm of her hand. She wrapped her fingers tightly and began to wank him as he twitched in her grasp.

"I have needs," Sophie said, sliding her hand up the shaft, feeling the silkiness of him. "And we might run into trouble getting out of Mizara. if you want this milk to keep flowing to keep us alive, you need to keep the machine running. The curse demands it."

“Curse? Hmmmm?” Cornett swallowed hard, looking down at her hand pumping on his reddening prick, his eyes crossing slightly as she squeezed. "Well. In the interest of... maintaining my supply of this delicious cream… yes… ohhhhhh…”

Sophie got to her feet and pulled him out of the booth by his cock and toward a heavy curtain in the back of the room. She didn't know where it led, and she didn't care. She dragged him through it as he yelped and moaned. It turned out to be a small storeroom filled with kegs of ale and sacks of flour.

Perfect.

She pushed Cornett against a stack of flour sacks. Dust puffed up around him, coating his blue robes in white powder and clinging to the milk that had trickled down Sophie’s breasts and to the flat of her abdomen.

“We haven’t much time,” she warned, taking hold of the rope of his robe and untying it. He was skinny and shorn beneath the dusty robe, his slender cock stick out straight and throbbing red with his desire. She shucked her hand along its length and dropped to a crouch, her soft tits now drained of milk jostling as she went down. She leaned towards his cock, but stopped short, wanking him as she looked up to give him a sly smile. “Are you ready?”

"I will do anything in service to my art of dairymancy," Cornett said, seeming to struggle with a smile of his own. “There are so few of us left in this world that our knowledge must be— Ohhhhhhh! By the godsssss!”

Sophie took him into her mouth. He tasted clean, like soap with a hint of salty sweat or maybe just a bit of precum. She hummed, swirling her tongue around the head, and began to suck him vigorously. The sound of her lusty slurping filled the small storage room. Cornett let out a high-pitched keen, his hands fluttering in the air before settling on her head.

"The suction!" he babbled. "Oh! You’re trying to drain me of my male milk! Are you… a semancer?”

“MmmmMmmmm,” said Sophie, shaking her head slightly with his cock still sliding between her lips. She popped him from between them to add, “Just a connoisseur of fine vintages.”

“Oh, well, that’s, in fact… ohhhhhh… the first step… of dairymancy… ohhhhh… is a certain…”

Sophie ignored his commentary and went to work. She bobbed her head with wanton wet slurps, taking him deep, her hands kneading his bony hips. She needed this. The magical milking had relieved the pressure in her chest, but it had left a void in her belly that only a cock could fill.

After intense but brief ministrations, she pulled off, trailing strands of saliva and leaving his cock twitching. Cornett was wearing his spectacles again and these had fogged up in the growing humidity within the storage room.

"I... I believe I am nearly ready to... let down my cream," he gasped.

"Not yet," Sophie said. She stood up, dusting off her knees. She grabbed a sack of flour and dragged it to the center of the room, then another, then bent over it, hiking up her red robe. Her luscious ass was bare. Her cunt glistening like a freshly sliced peach. She looked back at him, her ass presented and slowly wagging.

"Put it in," she commanded.

Cornett stared at her. "My dear, my ability to last in that position..."

"Just fuck me, wizard, and don’t stop until you empty those hairless bollocks of yours!"

Cornett scrambled forward. He steadied himself on her hip with one hand and gripped his cock with the other. He missed once, skimming her folds, muttered a quick apology, and then slid inside her.

"Oh! By the Great Udder!" he shouted.

Sophie groaned, pushing back against him until her soft cheeks pressed flush against him. He was thin, but long, and by Mardoch, he hit the right spots. His enthusiasm made up for his lack of girth. He pounded into her, muttering something under his breath.

"Lubricatum Lactatum!" he cried.

Suddenly, Sophie felt a sensation like warm, melted butter coating her insides. It was incredibly slick, incredibly pleasurable. He slid in and out with zero resistance, allowing him to move at a blurring speed.

"That's a good trick," Sophie gasped, her head hitting the flour sack with every thrust. "Do more!"

“Yes? You like my magic? Well, I suppose your sweet milk is fueling it, so… Sensus Lacteus!"

A wave of tingles rushed through her skin. Every touch of his robe against her back felt like teasing feathers. Every thrust felt like a bolt of ecstasy.

"Yes!" Sophie screamed, her voice muffled by the flour sack.

They found a rhythm. Cornett wasn't a warrior, but he was a man possessed. Despite his warning about his ability to last, he proved quite the lover. He grabbed her hips, his milk-infused stamina keeping him going long past the point a normal scholar would have pumped her full and collapsed.

Sophie reached back, grabbing his neck, pulling him down so she could kiss him over her shoulder. He tasted of her milk and their tongues seemed to melt into a hot, buttery tangle. The mark on her neck burned, feeding on the magical energy he was pouring into her.

"I'm close!" Cornett shouted. "The pressure is building! My manly cream is boiling!"

"Fill me!" Sophie cried. "Give me your magic!"

"Ahhhhhh! Lactus Crepitus!!"

Sophie felt him erupt inside her, volume and force amplified by his dairymancy such that it was like a great flood against her throbbing womb. A pressure that built and built with each pulse of his cock and spurted out around his shaft. But that was not the only effect of his magic. For as her own climax surged, she felt a sudden, explosive pleasure from her breasts. A thick and powerful spurting from each nipple perfectly matched to the rhythm of her cunt’s contractions. Thick gushes of milk drenched the flower sacks, turning perfectly delicious milk and perfectly good flower into glue inside the bags.

“Ohhhhh mmmmm yesssss so good! Fill me, wizard! AHHHH!”

She threw her ass back against Cornett, her pussy squeezing him for every drop of his massive load until their legs gave out. They collapsed together onto the flour sacks, a tangle of limbs and white dust.

Sophie lay there, panting, feeling the immense fullness in her cunny. The power of him pulsing in her blood. Charged. Thrumming.

Cornett slid off her, looking like a ruined soufflé. He lay on his back on the floor, cock still twitching, staring at the ceiling as his chest heaved.

"That..." he wheezed, adjusting his crooked spectacles. "That was... magically significant."

Sophie let out a satisfied, hoarse laugh. She sat up, wiping flour from her cheek and her swaying breasts. Her tits were softer now, but she knew they would fill again soon. And now she had a wizard to empty them.

"I still don’t know if I can trust you to lead me through the Forest of Giants, Cornett, but you’re hired," she said, patting his cheek. "Get your staff. I’ll see if I can’t make a deal for some travel gear. We have a jungle to conquer."

They left Mizara within the hour. Sophie managed to trade a bust-blasting tit wank for a new loincloth and sling that seemed suited into the humid environment. The brown hide fit quite nicely and left just the right amount to the imagination. Which was very little, since most men had pitiful imaginations.

She retrieved Arturo and Pumpkin from the guest house without alerting the staff to her lack of funds. Cornett, despite his exhausting magical demonstration with Sophie, moved with a surprising spring in his step.

They headed for the river docks. The Red River was the main artery into the interior, a massive, sluggish flow of ochre-colored water that flowed west to distant Vaneera and curved south through the swampland to bound the Forest of Giants as it flowed south. This, Cornett assured her, was the quickest way to reach Borea and the Formless Seep, with only a minimum of travel on foot through the jungle.

Cornett secured passage on a flat-bottomed river barge using a handful of silver coins he produced from his sleeve. He paid the mysterious, hooded poleman with what he claimed were “emergency funds” that he usually uses for “dairy emergencies.” Sophie wasn’t sure what qualified as a “dairy emergency” but was more than happy to have her employee paying for their transportation.

As the barge pushed off from the dock, Sophie stood at the stern, watching the city of Mizara shrink in the distance. The sun was setting, painting the sky in bruises of purple and flares of orange.

She saw movement on the docks. A flash of silver armor.

Sir Varlock stood at the end of the pier, watching the boat leave. Beside him, Pater Scibberas, looking like a vulture in his black robes, raised a hand, pointing a long, bony finger at the retreating barge.

Sophie didn't hide. She stood tall, her hand on Temptress, body proudly on display in her new sling and loincloth. She let them see her.

"Come and get me, you zealous pigs," she whispered.

Cornett walked up beside her, holding a cup of wine. He looked at the figures on the dock, then at Sophie.

"Friends of yours?" he asked.

"Admirers," Sophie said. "They want my soul. I’m leading them backwards through their own steps."

Cornett sipped his wine. "Well, I don’t know quite what that means, my buxom prodigy, but I do know seeing you do anything backwards is as much a delight as watching you do it from the front.”

Sophie smiled. It was going to be a long trip.

"To the Seep," she said, taking his glass, toasting towards her distant foes, and draining the wine.

"To the Seep," Cornett said, taking the glass back from her and looking at the dregs with disappointment.
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Into the Forest of Giants

The barge Sophie and Cornett had secured was a flat-bottomed, leaking affair called The Sallow Queen. The poleman, tireless but not enthusiastic, doffed his hood once they were beyond the limits of Mizara and revealed that he was a scabby old lizardkin named Kraz. He spoke mostly in grunts and spat constantly into the water. He occasionally glanced in Sophie’s direction, but took little other interest in his passengers. He was hauling baskets of sea shells to Vaneera to be crushed into powder and used in alchemical concoctions.

Sophie prowled the deck, swatting at insects, occasionally comforting Arturo who was tied to the deck, and letting the heat of the southern continent soak into her body. She was glad she had decided to dress lighter for her jungle expedition. The humidity was appalling and would have been unbearable in her armor.

Two days on the barge had not been pleasant. Their passage through the bug-infested swamp city of Vaneera even less so. But they were moving again and free of the dense swampland.

"The humidity," Cornett V. Crème complained, fanning himself with his helmet. "It always grows unbearable when I travel west. Just you wait until we reach Vaneera. It is like being swallowed by a swamp serpent.”

Sophie sat near the bow, sharpening Temptress with a whetstone. Her skin glistened with sweat, and her breasts, heavy and slowly swelling with fresh milk, swayed with the gentle motion of the boat.

"Quit whining, Wizard," Sophie said, testing the edge of her blade. "You are used to this heat. I am from Galamanca, where the wind blows hot, but dry. I'm sweating in places I didn't know I had places."

"I might be able to cool us with a bit of magic," Cornett sniffed, pinching his spectacles onto his nose. He looked at her chest, his eyes dilating slightly. "Speaking of burdens... are the reservoirs... at capacity?"

Sophie glanced down. It had been six hours since their last 'session', and the familiar pressure was building. Her nipples were pressing against the inside of her sling, dark and hard, and the welling of her early milk was mingling unpleasantly with her sweat.

"They're getting close," she admitted. The throb of the darkborne mark on her neck was a low, steady drumbeat, syncing with the rhythm of Kraz poling the bottom of the river. "Are you thirsty, Cornett? Or just perverted?"

"It is strictly for mana regeneration!" Cornett protested, though he licked his lips. "Maintaining a Cooling Cheese Cellar cantrip will require constant energy. And the jungle ahead... I sense disturbances in the ether. I must be at full potency."

Sophie sighed and set down her sword. She crawled over to where Cornett sat under his makeshift canopy.

"Fine," she said. "Top off the tank. But make it quick. Kraz keeps looking at us like he's deciding which one of us would taste better with garlic."

Cornett didn't need to be told twice. He drew aside the cups of her sling and free the untanned portion of her breasts and her thick, reddened nipples. He leaned forward, his hands trembling slightly as he cupped her breasts.

"Marvelous," he whispered. "The heat has increased the yield. The viscosity is... divine."

He murmured a spell, his fingers glowing with a soft white light. Sophie gasped as the familiar tugging sensation started deep in her chest. Milk flowed from her nipples, not in a messy spray, but in controlled, floating ribbons of white that Cornett guided into his mouth.

He drank greedily, eyes closed in rapture. Sophie leaned back on her hands, letting him work. It was an erotic release of pressure. The magic tingled in her ducts, a strange, internal massage.

"Mmm," Cornett hummed, swallowing a particularly thick globule of cream. "Notes of... hibiscus? Have you been eating the local flora?"

"Don’t confuse me with an actual cow," Sophie said, closing her eyes. "I don’t graze. I had a bit of tea a while the sun was midway."

"Fascinating. The metabolic transmutation is instantaneous."

“Mmmmmm… shut up and keep drinking,” she murmured, reaching a hand into the front of her loincloth and stroking the steamy folds of her cunt. Her fingers found her clit and she worked her straining but to the rhythm of the magical spurts of milk from her nipples. She watched Cornett lazily gulp the milk being drawn to his open mouth and he watched her pleasuring herself.

Before the exchange could build to its seemingly inevitable crescendo, there was grunt from behind them.

Kraz the lizardkin sat by the tiller, steadily working the pole and making minor adjustments to guide the barge. He was staring openly at the glowing milk transferring from the knight to the wizard. He spat into the water, a glob of green phlegm that drifted unpleasantly past the side of the barge before being gulped up by some undiscerning fish.

"River ends," Kraz rasped, his voice like slimy wet gravel. "Forest of Giants starts. I go no further."

Sophie opened her eyes. Ahead, the river widened into a delta, disappearing into a wall of green. The trees were massive, with trunks as wide as temples, canopies that vanished into the clouds. Roots liked great serpents twisted together and reached into the rvier, creating a maze of mangroves and shadows.

"This is it?" Sophie asked, tucking her breasts back into her sling, much to Cornett's disappointment. She looked back at Kraz. "We're going to need you to wait, Kraz. We don't know how long we'll be."

Kraz spat again. "I wait one week. Then I leave. Or sell your horse meat."

"We might need more than a week," Sophie said, standing up. She walked toward the stern, her hips swaying intentionally. The mark on her neck warmed up, sensing a challenge. "And I'd really prefer you didn't eat Arturo."

Kraz blinked his nictitating membranes, his face impassive. "One week."

Sophie stopped in front of him. She let her sling slide off one shoulder, revealing the creamy slope of her breast, still glistening with a drop of milk Cornett had missed.

"Come on, Kraz," she purred, tracing a finger down her cleavage. "Surely a big, strong captain like you can be persuaded? I could make it worth your while."

“What are you doing?” gasped Cornett, but Sophie glared at him and waved him to silence. She did a little turn, letting her loincloth swish against her buttocks and baring a hint of her dark-thatched cunny. She looked back over her shoulder, biting her lip.

“One week,” growled Kraz.

"I know it gets lonely on the river," she whispered. "Just you and the crocodiles. Don't you want some... company? Something to remember while you’re waiting?"

Kraz watched her shamelessly swing her hips. He looked at her tits. He looked at her ass. He looked at the trees.

"One week," he grunted.

Sophie gritted her teeth. Tough crowd. She stepped closer, kneeling and invading his personal space. She reached out, running a hand down his scaly arm. It felt like rough leather.

"I can be very grateful," she murmured, pressing her breasts against his arm. "I can do things with my mouth that would make your tail shed."

Kraz looked down at her. His yellow eyes narrowed. He sniffed her, his forked tongue flicking out to taste the air near her neck.

"You want Kraz to wait?" he rumbled.

"Desperately," Sophie breathed, rubbing her thigh against his leg.

"Then... Kraz wants..." He paused, his throat sac expanding as he made a strange, clicking sound. "Baby."

Sophie blinked. "Baby? You want... you want to make a baby? Look, I'm fertile, but I don't think the plumbing lines up for—"

"No," Kraz interrupted, shaking his massive, crested head. "Not make baby. Be baby."

He made a gesture like a human woman cradling a baby.

"Like soft skin baby," Kraz said, his tail flicking out of his snout and his voice dropping to a low whisper. "You hold Kraz. You feed Kraz. You... burp Kraz's worm."

Sophie stared at him. This seven-foot-tall, three-hundred-pound wall of muscle and scales wanted to be cradled?

She looked at the dangerous jungle ahead. She looked at Cornett, who was uselessly polishing his staff. She needed this boat to stay put. She didn’t dare take Arturo into a jungle full of dinosaurs.

"Alright," Sophie said, a smile tugging at her lips. She squared her stance. "Come here... little one."

She sat on a crate of supplies and patted her lap.

Kraz hesitated, then shuffled forward. He handed the tiller to Cornett ("Keep straight," he growled), and then, with surprising gentleness, sat beside her and leaned his massive scaly bulk across Sophie’s lap.

He was heavy, crushing her thighs, but Sophie’s strength was bolstered by her curse and she was more than up to the task. She wrapped her arms around his thick torso, wrestling him into a reclining position.

"That's a good boy," Sophie cooed, fighting the urge to laugh. "Is baby hungry?"

"Yesss," Kraz hissed, yellow eyes going wide and eager. “Baby isssss very hungry.”

Sophie pulled down the other strap of her sling to bare her breasts completely. They had hardly been drained at all by Cornett’s magical stimulation and still hung heavy and inviting. She lifted one, pressing the nipple to Kraz's lipless lizard mouth.

He latched on with a surprisingly soft suction, drawing her milk out into his mouth, his throat working as he began to nurse.

"There we go," Sophie whispered, stroking his head crest. "Drink your milk, sweetie."

While he nursed, Sophie reached down between his legs. She found the slit in his scales and worked her fingers inside, coaxing out his member. It wasn't like a human cock. It was a thick, reddish wedge of flesh, smooth and hot, that emerged slowly and more than filled her hand. It was impossible not to compare it to Scholozar’s cock and in that comparison Kraz’s member was lacking. But compared to most human cocks it was huge.

"Oh, look at that," she murmured, her voice dripping with dirty sweetness. "Baby has a big, hard secret."

She gripped the wedge, her hand slick with his musky secretions. She began to pump it, using a milking motion that made Kraz shudder in her arms. He sucked harder at her breast, his reptilian tongue flicking against her nipple.

"That’s a good boy," Sophie croaked, the absurdity of the situation mixing with the raw, carnal energy feeding her mark. "Is that what you wanted? Mommy's got you. Mommy's going to take care of that big worm."

"Mmmph!" Kraz grunted against her tit, his tail thumping rhythmically against the deck.

"Yeah, suck mommy’s tits dry," Sophie encouraged, jerking her hand faster. "You're such a greedy little hatchling. Drink your milk while Mommy jerks you off. That's a good boy."

The lizardkin began to tremble. His claws dug into the crate. Sophie leaned down, whispering filth into the flat circle of his ear.

"Are you going to make a mess for Mommy? Are you going to squirt all over your scales? All over Mommy’s hand? Do it. Be a bad boy!"

Kraz let out a high-pitched whine that sounded nothing like a laconic lizard river captain. His hips bucked urgently.

"Cum for Mommy!" Sophie commanded, squeezing the base of his wedge.

“Mmmmmmmnnnkkknnkkknnkkk,” he growled against her breast, pulling hard on her nipple with his eager reptile mouth, drawing so much of her breast in that his small, sharp teeth pinched at her flesh. He bucked atop her lap and thrust his cock through her stroking fingers.

Kraz erupted. Thick, clear fluid shot out in powerful jets, splashing onto the deck, turning into a milky yellow after the third or four spurt. It coated her hand and splashed onto his own legs. Kraz groaned, his body going limp in her arms as he drained her breast and emptied his internal supply of semen simultaneously.

Sophie pumped his cock until he pushed at her with his rough, clawed hands to stop. She released his slimy red cock and gave a few last strokes to the scales surrounding his root as his breathing slowed to a steady rasp. The mark on her neck hummed, sated somewhat by the bizarre, potent energy of the encounter.

Kraz finally sat up. He wiped milk from his snout with the back of his hand. He looked at Sophie with deep, abiding respect.

"Two weeks," he grunted. "I wait two weeks."

Once the wait of Kraz had lifted from her lap, Sophie stood up, wiping her hand on a rag. "Pleasure doing business with you, Captain."

She walked over to Cornett, who was staring at the jungle with studied intensity, pretending he hadn't just watched a lizardkin nursing and getting jerked off.

"Are we ready to go?" Sophie asked, adjusting her sling and shouldering her gear. "He'll wait."

Cornett glanced back at Kraz, who was curled up on the crate, looking peaceful.

"Remarkable," Cornett whispered. "What... specifically... did you do?"

Sophie smirked, hoisting her pack. "Just put him down for a nap, Cornett. He seems tough, but he’s really a good boy."

They disembarked from the barge and waded through the flood waters of the Red River delta until they reached the base of the towering jungle. Cornett seemed nervous, but he agreed to lead the way among the groaning tree trunks and overlapping hills of roots. Every plant seemed designed to hook, snag, or poison. Cornett pointed them out as they passed or hissed warnings and pulled Sophie back. Ferns the size of carriage wheels brushed against their faces. Vines as thick as constrictor snakes hung from the canopy, swaying even when there was no wind.

When the going became too difficult, Sophie hacked a path with Temptress, sweating profusely, her breasts nearly spilling from her sling with each THUNK of her sword. To use such a blade like a machete was shameful, but Temptress never dulled. The air was stagnant and hot, a greenhouse designed by a madman.

"According to my recollections," Cornett said, consulting a floating compass made of condensed milk, "the Seep lies due south from here. We must navigate the root systems to avoid the swampy lowlands."

"Recollections?" Sophie grunted, severing a vine that tried to wrap around her ankle. "Or guessing?"

"Educated estimation based on my memories of past travels," Cornett corrected. “And magic. Bear in mind, my dear, that the flow of magic mimics the flow of... well, fluids. I am an expert in fluids, and I can sense the stagnation of the Seep. It is like a curdled plug of spoiled cream in a great milky ocean.”

They marched for hours, following Cornett’s theories about fluid. The sun was blocked out by the canopy, leaving them in a perpetual, green-tinted twilight. Pumpkin, a reassuring weight hanging on Sophie’s lower back, had retreated fully into his basket, refusing to come out even for a snack.

"Do you hear that?" Sophie asked, stopping suddenly.

"Hear what?" Cornett asked, wiping sweat from his brow with a silk handkerchief. "The buzzing? The dripping? The pounding of my own heart?"

"The silence," Sophie said.

The jungle noises had stopped. The birds, the insects, the distant roar of saurian giants. They were all quiet.

The ground vibrated.

Thump.

Cornett’s eyes widened. He had felt it too.

Thump.

"Something is coming," Sophie hissed. "Something big."

Trees to their right snapped like matchsticks. A flock of colorful birds exploded from the canopy, screeching.

"Perhaps we should... relocate?" Cornett suggested, his voice rising in pitch.

Before they could move, the trees parted.

It was a nightmare made of scales and teeth. A massive saurian, standing twenty feet high at the hip, burst into the clearing. Its skin was mottled green and brown, perfect camouflage. Its head was the size of a wagon, filled with serrated teeth the length of swords. Tiny, useless arms twitched against its chest, but the legs were pillars of muscle. Its huge, yellow eyes fixed on Sophie and Cornett.

It let out a roar that blasted Sophie’s hair back and rattled her bones. Spittle flew from its jaws, landing on Cornett’s sweat-damp robes.

"Oh, dear," Cornett whispered.

"Run!" Sophie shouted.

Sophie dove to the right, rolling through the mud. The dinosaur’s jaws snapped shut where she had been standing a second before, tearing up a massive chunk of earth and roots.

"Cornett! Do something!" Sophie screamed, scrambling to her feet.

She wasn’t even sure what had become of the wizard. She charged the beast, Temptress flashing. She slashed at its leg, the blade biting into the thick hide. The dinosaur roared in annoyance, whipping its tail around.

It hit Sophie like a blow from a mace.

She was flung through the air and crashed painfully into a giant fern. The breath was knocked out of her. Her sword dropped from stunned fingers. She lay there, gasping, stars dancing in her vision. The darkborne mark flared with pain, trying to knit her bruised ribs.

The saurian turned, enraged and snarling, its massive foot raising to crush her.

"Hey! Over here, you plucked chicken!"

Cornett V. Crème stood in the center of the clearing the giant had created with its charge. He had planted his feet wide, his robes billowing in a wind that wasn't there. His staff was raised high, the orb glowing with milky white light.

The dinosaur paused, cocking its head at the noisy little man.

"You face the Cream Master Supreme!" Cornett shouted. "Witness the power of the Udder!"

He slammed the tip of his staff into the ground.

"APOCALYPSIS LACTIS!"

Cornett’s magical invocation boomed with such force that the branches of the trees surrounded them were swept back. The ground beneath the dinosaur rumbled. Even the saurian seemed perturbed and looked downward at its feet. Sophie yelped and rolled aside as the ground bulged. A moment later, a geyser of high-pressure cream exploded from beneath the saurian.

A column of white liquid, thick and heavy, blasted upward with the force of a streaming cannon. It hit the saurian directly in the undercarriage, lifting the massive beast off its feet. The creature roared in confusion as it was juggled in the air by the jet of dairy.

"Behold!" Cornett cackled, sweat pouring down his face. "The power of dairy!"

He twisted his staff. The geyser changed. The cream swirled, thickening into tendrils that engulfs the saurian.

"Carcer Casei!”

The liquid solidified around the dinosaur’s legs, hardening into a massive, white block of what looked like extremely sharp Wardon. The saurian, no longer supported by an unceasing spray of milk, crashed to the ground, its legs encased in cheese that was nearly as hard as stone. It thrashed, roaring and snapping, but it was stuck.

Cornett wasn't done. He pointed his staff at the beast's face.

"Excaecati Crepito!"

A spray of fluffy white foam erupted from the tip of his staff, coating the dinosaur’s eyes and nostrils. The beast sneezed, shaking its head, completely disoriented and glued to the jungle floor.

Cornett sagged, leaning heavily on his staff. The light in the crystal dimmed.

"That..." he wheezed, "should hold it... for a few hours. Until the cheese ferments. Or something comes along and eats the cheese."

Sophie pulled herself out of the fern. She stared at the trapped dinosaur, then at the panting, disheveled wizard.

"Was that my milk? All of that?" She asked, amazed.

"It was… your lactic vitality," Cornett gasped, sliding down to sit on a root. "Which, by the way, I am desperately in need of a drink."

Sophie nodded knowingly and slid the straps of her sling from her shoulders. She cradled her bare breasts in her hands and leaned over the slumped wizard to let him have a taste. He moaned gratefully and began to drink.

“A quick one,” she cautioned, glancing at the raging saurian. “Enough to get you on your feet. Then we need to get moving.”

Once Cornett had been rejuvenated, they did not stop moving until they were a good distance away from the cheese-bound saurian. They found a small cave behind a waterfall, a defensible spot hidden from the jungle predators.

Sophie built a small fire while Cornett collapsed on a bed of moss, looking pale and drained. Using that much magic had taken a toll and she had not been able to give him much milk. He looked thinner, his skin gray.

Sophie sat beside him. Her ribs ached, but the adrenaline was still coursing through her veins. The fight had been terrifying, but exhilarating. And seeing Cornett wield that kind of power... it did things to her.

The mark on her neck was throbbing, a hot, demanding pulse. Danger always made her horny. Survival made her ravenous.

"You saved my life," Sophie said softly, brushing a damp lock of hair from Cornett’s forehead.

"It was a calculated risk," Cornett whispered, his eyes fluttering open. "With a creature of that power it is better not to hold back and risk angering it while you are trying to come up with another spell to use."

"You were amazing," Sophie said. She leaned over him.

With the slightest pluck of her wrap, her breasts, heavy and swollen with fresh milk, dropped free and nearly collided with Cornett’s face. The scent of her secretions, sweet and rich, filled the small cave.

Cornett’s nostrils flared. "I, I am still so empty, Sophie. The spells took everything."

"Now we have a proper chance. Fill up," Sophie commanded.

She straddled his waist, settling her weight on his hips. Her cunny pressed against the bulge in his robe. She took his face in her hands and guided him to her breast.

This wasn't the gentle, academic sipping of the tavern. No floating ribbons of milk. Cornett was starving. He latched onto her nipple with a desperate groan, sucking hard. Sophie gasped, her back arching. The sensation was delicious. He was draining her, pulling the magic-infused cream from her body to replenish his own reserves.

"Yes," Sophie hissed, weaving her fingers into his beard. "Drink it. Take it all."

She could feel the magic flowing between them. As her milk left her body, his color returned. His skin flushed pink. The hollows under his eyes filled in.

But Sophie needed more. The milking was a relief, but combined with the battle lust she often experienced, it excited her until the mark on her neck was demanding satisfaction.

She reached down, fumbling with his robes. She felt his twitching hardness, straining beneath her fingers from drinking her swollen tits.

She worked him, rhythmically, using the heat of her hand and the magic of her milk. Slowly, responding to the energy she was feeding him, he began to twitch and drip with his arousal. His precum slicked her fingers.

"Oh my," Cornett murmured, switching to her other breast. "The restorative properties... are remarkable."

"Less talking," Sophie moaned. She lifted her hips, aligned her dewy folds with his cock, and sank down onto his twitching length.

"Oh!" Cornett cried out, his voice echoing in the cave.

Sophie rode him with a fierce, possessive rhythm. She was claiming her hero. She was thanking him in the only language her cursed body understood. She ground against him, her clit against his shorn pubis, her inner muscles milking him just as his mouth milked her.

"Sophie!" Cornett gasped, his hands coming up to grip her heavy breasts, squeezing them, forcing more milk into his mouth. "The energy! It's... it's a loop! A feedback loop!"

"Just fuck me, wizard!" Sophie cried, tossing her head back, her tits slapping his face and her ass bouncing atop him.

They moved together in a frenzy of thirst and lust. The air in the cave was thick with the musky atmosphere of unleashed desire. Sophie felt the power building, a white-hot pressure in her belly. As Cornett regained his strength, his hands came up, first to cradle Sophie’s breasts, but then to hold her hips and even reach around to squeeze and spank her plush bottom.

“Oohhhhh, little wizard, do you like my ass?” She moaned, bucking harder atop him.

“Mmmmmmmmpphmmm,” he replied, still sucking wantonly on her sore nipple.

He answered her with his hands as well, spreading her cheeks, and then reaching two fingers into the sweaty valley between them. She bit her lip to stifle a cry as he massaged the sensitive knot of her asshole. Another point of pleasure adding into the circuit of building ecstasy between them. Her cunny gripped him tighter. He sucked more urgently at her breast.

“That’s it! Cum for me! Ohhhhhh Cornett! Fill me with your pleasure!”

Sophie felt a welling of magical energy like a thundercloud charging the air around her. Cornett stiffened, he bucked, and suddenly unleashed a surge of pleasure into Sophie’s eager cunt. Spurt after spurt, joined with his magical potency, and the intensity of his ecstasy, filled her up. Each hot gush of his cum radiated through her and energized her with superhuman vitality. It was so potent and so prolonged that her skin actually became briefly luminous.

Sophie’s own orgasm was a rhythmic, radiating wave of pleasure. A milking of the wizard’s cock. A twitching of every nerve in her body turned towards ecstasy. Her bruises faded. Her ribs stopped aching.

She collapsed on top of him, panting, her breasts slick with milk and sweat and saliva, her body humming with power.

Cornett lay beneath her, eyes wide, staring at the cave ceiling. He looked like he had seen the face of God, and that God was not Mardoch at all but actually a human milk cow.

"That..." he whispered, "was... incredible."

"You're welcome," Sophie murmured, smiling with satisfaction.

Although energized, Sophie tried to force herself to rest. She lay away with Cornett snoring and drooling against her breasts. Not even the soothing drum of the waterfall could coax her into the sleep.

She gave up after a while and slid out from under Cornett. The fire had died down to embers. Cornett was snoring softly beside her, turning and pressing himself into the moss with his bare bottom uncovered. He looked peaceful, utterly spent.

Sophie stirred the fire. She felt something in her abdomen, something more than the thrum of the power the mark had consumed. It was a pull. A tugging sensation in her gut, like a string caught in her navel and pulling.

There was something out there, deep in the Forest of Giants, and it was calling her.

She stepped out of the cave. The jungle outside the waterfall was a symphony of nocturnal noises, but beneath it all, Sophie heard a whisper that seemed to be transmitted through the mark on her neck.

Come.

She stood naked in the warm night air. She didn't dress. She didn't take Temptress. She simply walked out of the cave, moving like a sleepwalker.

The jungle seemed to part for her. The vines recoiled. The insects fell silent as she passed. She walked through the darkness, her bare feet finding purchase on the mossy roots.

The pull led her deeper into the forest, away from the river where they had landed, toward a ridge of jagged rocks.

She climbed, her body moving with a confidence and fluid grace she didn't possess on her own. It was as if the darkborne mark was piloting her, drawing her toward its source.

She reached the top of the ridge and looked down.

In a sunken valley, overgrown with luminous fungi and twisted vines, lay a ruin. It was ancient, the stone blocks fuzzy and moss-covered and cracked. It looked like a temple, but not to any god Sophie knew. The architecture was wrong. The angles hurt to stare at too long. The carvings that she could make out through the moss and tendrils of vines possessed unpleasant, asymmetrical anatomy and too many body parts.

And it was flooded. The center of the temple complex had sunk into a dark, stagnant pool.

Here, the whisper said.

Sophie descended into the valley. The air grew colder, heavy with the scent of ancient decay. She walked to the edge of the pool. The water was black, oily.

She stepped in.

The water proved to be warm. Surprisingly warm. It caressed her ankles, her calves, her thighs.

She waded deeper, until the water lapped at the underside of her breasts. In the center of the pool, submerged beneath the dark surface, a pale light began to glow.

Sophie took a deep breath and dove.

She swam down, her eyes open in the murky water. Burning with sights that should not be seen by mortal eyes. The light grew brighter. It was coming from a stone archway at the bottom of the pool, a doorway into the earth.

As she swam closer, she saw the carvings around the archway. They were explicit. Stylized figures engaged in acts of debauchery that made the parties in Sycaruse look like formal dinners. But central to them all these carvings was a woman with many breasts, feeding a host of shadowy creatures.

The symbols glowed as Sophie approached.

Vision, the water seemed to say. Truth.

Sophie reached out to touch the stone.

As her fingers brushed the carving, the water around her swirled violently. A vortex opened, sucking her in. She didn't fight it. She let it take her, pulling her down into the crushing dark, down into the heart of the mystery that had cursed her family.

Had she found it? Was she entering the Formless Seep?
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The Deadly Bear Picnic

The vortex spun Sophie down into the crushing, airless dark. Her rising panic was contained by a relaxing pulse from the back of her neck. The darkborne mark was attuned to this place and was telling her, in its way, that she was safe. Her lungs did not burn. She did not feel the pain of suffocation. Instead, she descended into in a pocket of stillness.

The water here was clear, illuminated by the phosphorescent moss clinging to the ancient stonework. She wasn't holding her breath anymore. The magic of the place seemed to permeate her skin and sustain her.

Her eyes adjusted to the light within the circular antechamber. The walls were covered in bas-relief carvings that would have made a brothel madam blush. They depicted a history that from long before the rise of Aropa, even before Iden’s First Men. A time when Borea was ruled by entities of immense, raw power.

Sophie drifted toward the central mural. It depicted a woman of impossible proportions. She had six arms and three pairs of breasts, each one flowing with a liquid that fed a host of shadowy worshippers. The goddess’s face was serene, her eyes closed in ecstasy as the figures suckled and copulated at her feet.

Sophie reached out, her fingers tracing the stone. The mark on her neck burned cold, translating the intent of the carvings directly into her mind.

The Mother of Voids. She Who Dreams the World into Being.

Sophie's eyes widened with understanding. These murals were not mere history. They served as an instruction manual. The carvings showed the goddess drinking from a chalice, a specific mixture of ingredients. The juice of a purple berry, the nectar of a carnivorous flower, and the milk of a sacred beast.

The Dreaming Potion.

To enter the Formless Seep, to truly cross the threshold and commune with the dead gods without having her mind shattered, she needed to drink what they drank. She needed to dream their dreams.

"Okay," Sophie thought, the bubbles of her internal monologue rising silver in the water. "Somnius berries. Carnivorax saliva. Beast milk. A market list for transcendence."

So this was not the Formless Seep, or perhaps it was a part of it. A gateway that she needed to pass through to reach this otherworldly place and commune with ancient Gods.

She pushed off the wall, swimming upward. The vortex caught her again, but this time it felt drew her upwards as if responding to her intention. It spit her out of the pool in the jungle ruins with a splash that soaked the surrounding moss.

Sophie gasped, filling her lungs with the humid, decay-scented air. She dragged herself onto the stone rim of the pool, shivering. Her loincloth and wrap plastered to her skin, her hair a wet curtain down her back. She staggered to her feet and retraced her steps to the waterfall.

"Cornett?" she called out, wringing water from her hair. "I know what we need! We need to make a—"

She stopped. The clearing was empty.

"Cornett?"

There was no answer. The fire they had built was kicked apart, embers scattered in the mud. Pumpkin’s basket lay overturned near the waterfall.

Temptress was gone. The jungle was silent, but it was a watching silence.

She moved toward the overturned basket. Pumpkin was gone, but there was a trail. Not a drag mark, but dozens of small, paw-like prints stamped into the mud.

"What in the world..." Sophie muttered, crouching to examine them. They looked like bear tracks, but tiny.

A twig snapped behind her.

Sophie spun around.

Standing on a large root, leveled with her chest, was a bear. But not a normal bear. It was three feet tall, covered in golden-brown fur, with round ears and a button nose. It wore a loincloth made of woven vines and a necklace of teeth that looked disturbingly human. It held a hollow reed in one hand.

It was, objectively, adorable.

"Aww," Sophie said, lowering her sword slightly. "Aren't you a cutie?"

The chubby bear snarled and blew a dart from his reed pipe.

Sophie slapped at her neck as a sharp sting registered. "Hey! That's rude!"

The world tilted. Her knees turned to water. As she slumped to the ground, the foliage around the clearing erupted. Dozens of the small bears swarmed out, wielding obsidian-tipped spears and chattering in a high-pitched language.

The last thing Sophie saw before the darkness took her was the cute little bear standing over her, poking her breast with the butt of his spear.

Sophie dreamed of her brief foray into the edge of existence. In her dream the bas-reliefs of the Formless Seep slithered to life and the Mother of Voids looked directly into Sophie’s eyes.

She awoke with a headache and a distinct lack of circulation in her hands. She was being carried, jostling up and down, through the dense undergrowth. She tried to move and found she was trussed up like a holiday hog, bound to a long pole carried by four of the sturdy little bears.

"Put me down, you runts!" Sophie shouted, struggling against the vines that bound her limbs.

The bears ignored her, marching with grim determination.

"Sophie! You're awake!"

Sophie twisted her head to the side. Swinging along next to her on a parallel pole was Cornett V. Crème. The wizard looked worse for wear. His turban was missing, his white robes were stained green, and he was currently upside down.

"Cornett! What are these things?"

"Keeroks!" Cornett wheezed as his head bounced off a fern. "Indigenous protectors of the forest! Highly territorial! Surprisingly strong for their size! Not to be underestimated, especially in numbers.”

"They shot me with a dart!"

"Yes, the toxin is a mild paralytic derived from tree frogs," Cornett explained, sounding delighted despite his predicament. "Fascinating chemistry. I believe they intend to eat us. Or sacrifice us. The dialect is a bit muddled."

They broke through the tree line into a massive clearing dominated by the roots of a single, titanic tree. The Keerok village was built into the roots and trunk as a series of platforms, bridges, and huts woven from living wood. It reminded Sophie of what she had read about the elves of Iden who built their city from the feywood.

The procession carrying Sophie and Cornett was met with cheers. Hundreds of the little bears swarmed the paths, banging drums, shaking rattles, and brandishing spears.

"They seem... happy," Sophie noted.

"Likely just excited about their supper," Cornett said gloomily.

They were carried to a central clearing at the base of the tree. The bearers dropped the poles with unceremonious thuds. Sophie groaned, rolling onto her side.

"Silence!" a deep voice boomed. Or at least that’s how Cornett translated it at a whisper.

A Keerok nearly twice the size of the others waddled forward. His dark fur was streaked with white and he wore a headdress made of colorful feathers and a helmet made from a saurian skull. He carried a staff topped with a shrunken human head. This was clearly the chief.

He poked Cornett with his staff. "Skinny meat. Soup."

He turned to Sophie. He poked her thigh. "Soft meat. Roast."

"I am not a roast!" Sophie snapped, struggling to sit up. The movement strained her wrap, popping a strap loose. Her breasts, heavy and swollen since she hadn't been milked in hours, surged against the fabric. Her nipples thickened with urgency. Her engorged tits heaved at her slipping wrap.

The Chief stopped. He stared at her chest. His button nose twitched.

He turned and pointed a clawed finger toward the back of the plaza.

"Look," the Chief commanded and Cornett translated.

Sophie looked. Carved directly into the wood of the giant tree was a statue. It was crude, stylized, but undeniable. It depicted a female human figure with exaggerated curves, wide hips, and breasts that were carved to look like they were overflowing. The statue held a bowl in its hands.

"The Great Wetnurse," the Chief said reverently and Cornett translated. "The mother who feeds the forest."

He looked back at Sophie. He looked at her hips. He looked at her heaving chest.

"You..." the Chief whispered. "Resemblance is strong."

"Wait," Cornett hissed from the ground. "Sophie. The statue. It's an idol of fertility. Of abundance."

"So?"

"So," Cornett whispered urgently, "if you're just a trespasser, we're dinner. But if you're Her..."

Sophie caught on. She stopped struggling. She sat up as straight as she could, thrusting her chest out. She channeled every ounce of imperious nobility she had learned in Galamanca.

"You dare bind me?" Sophie’s voice rang out, authoritative and angry. "I, who bring the white rain? I, the Mother of Milk?"

The Keeroks stared until Cornett, his voice breaking, translated what Sophie was saying. The Chief gasped. A murmur swept through the crowd as the Keeroks stepped back from her. But the Chief was not quite so easily persuaded. His dark eyes narrowed. He gestured at her with his staff.

"Prove it," the Chief grunted. "Great Wetnurse gives milk to the sky. You give nothing."

"My hands are tied, you fuzzball," Sophie hissed under her breath. "Cornett, do something!"

"I can't move!" Cornett whispered. "But... I can see your aura. It's primed. The pressure is critical."

"Then work your magic, Cream Master!"

Cornett closed his eyes. He began to mutter, his fingers twitching in their bonds.

Sophie took a deep breath. She focused on the mark on her neck, on the pressure in her breasts. She pushed.

Cornett shouted a word of power.

The remaining strap of Sophie’s wrap gave way and her huge, laden tits bounced free. Enhanced by Cornett's subtle magic and pressure manipulation, two high-velocity jets of white cream erupted from her nipples, arching ten feet into the air. The milk sparkled with magical residue, catching the sunlight, creating a shimmering, lacteous rainbow over the plaza. Sophie moaned and arched her body against her bonds.

The Keeroks gasped in unison. They dropped their spears.

The Chief fell to his knees, his mouth open, catching the descending arc of holy milk.

"The Mother!" he cried, licking his lips. "The Great Wetnurse! She returns!"

“What is it with everyone in Iden being obsessed with my breastmilk?” muttered Sophie, watching the Keeroks crowd around, jostling and fighting for a mouthful of her arcing cream.

"This is better than being roasted," Cornett whispered.

They were untied, but they were certainly not free. The Keeroks carried Sophie on a litter cushioned with furs to the base of the statue. They had stripped Cornett of his robes and his ridiculous helmet, leaving him in his undergarments, and shoved a bowl of fruit into his hands.

"Servant," the Chief had grunted at him. "You feed Mother."

Sophie was positioned on a dais beneath the wooden idol. She was naked now, her loincloth reverently stripped away by the female Keeroks. Her body was on display for the entire tribe and the paler portions of her skin seemed to glow against the tan and dark wood, her curves lush and inviting.

"They think I'm a goddess," Sophie murmured, smiling warily at the huge tribe.

"Let’s not give them any reason to think otherwise,” whispered Cornett, offering her a blooee berry. "They worship your abundance."

Sophie sighed. Her breasts, still leaking slightly from the display, rested on her ribcage. The dark triangle of her sex was open to the air.

The Chief approached. He had discarded his staff. His eyes were wide, fixed on her body with a mixture of religious awe and animal hunger.

"Mother needs... worship," the Chief rumbled.

"What kind of worship?" Sophie asked warily.

The Chief gestured. A dozen male Keeroks stepped forward. They were shorter than humans, reaching only to Sophie’s chest, but they were broad, muscular beneath their fur, and clearly male. Their loincloths tented with anticipation.

"The Rite of the Bear," the Chief said. "Mother gives milk. We give seed. Circle of life."

“Of course,” said Sophie, smiling nervously. “This doesn’t end with me being burned or something, does it, Cornett?”

“I don’t think so,” whispered Cornett, handing her a slice of sugar melon dripping with juice.

Sophie looked at the bears. Judging by the bulges in their loincloths, they were surprisingly well-equipped. And cute, in a rugged sort of way. The mark on her neck gave a hard, eager throb. It had been hours since she last fed, and the effort she had expended reaching the Formless Seep had left her drained. She needed energy.

And honestly, being worshiped by a tribe of lusty teddy bears wasn't the worst thing that had happened to her this week.

"Alright, Cornett,” she said, smiling up at the Chief. “Tell him the Great Wetnurse will play along.”

The Chief climbed onto the dais, his claws clicking against the wood. Up close, he smelled of potent animal musk, damp earth, and, faintly, of decaying vegetation. His dark fur was thick and soft against her skin as he pressed his face between her breasts.

"Milk," he grunted, his rough tongue lapping at her left nipple.

Sophie gasped, her back arching. His tongue was textured like a cat's, abrasive and hot, almost painful. He had plump lips hiding in his furry face and he latched well and suckled with a wild, hungry intensity, his paws kneading her breast, squeezing the flesh to pump the cream into his mouth.

"Drink, little bear," she whispered, her hands burying themselves in his thick fur.

While the Chief sucked, four other warriors scrambled onto the dais. They were driven by religious fervor and raw, animal lust. Two of them moved to her legs, their furry hands gripping her ankles, spreading her wide.

"Mother is open," one growled, his snout diving between her thighs.

"Oh!" Sophie cried out as a wet, rough tongue lashed her folds and up to her clit. Another bear crawled lower, awkward, but successful at burying his face in her ass, licking and nuzzling, his breath hot against her skin. The sensation of soft fur brushing against her most sensitive areas, combined with the relentless, sandpapery tongues, was overwhelming.

"The Mother is pleased!" Cornett shouted to the crowd, shoving a slice of melon into his own mouth, his eyes wide as he watched the spectacle. "Observe the flow! She carries plenty for all!"

The Chief pulled away from her breast, milk dripping from his chin into his fur. He stood up, untying his loincloth. His cock sprang free, pink and glistening, thick as a cucumber and sporting a bulbous knot at the base.

"Seed for Mother," the Chief growled, his eyes rolling back in his head.

He shoved aside the Keerok warriors lapping at her pussy and ass, moving between her legs as he grabbed Sophie’s hips, his claws digging slightly into her skin. His bulbous tip rubbed at her wet entrance. His beady, dark eyes looked up at her over her breasts as the other Keeroks crowded her and fought to suckle.

The Chief said something that Cornett could not translate and then he thrust forward, his grip tightening and his beastly cock sending a shock of pleasure straight to Sophie’s core.

Sophie could feel ecstasy building and the texture of the Chief’s knot pressing against her entrance. She was about to cry out for more, for the Chief to knot her, when a Keerok suddenly thrust his stubby red cock into her mouth, grabbing a handful of her dark hair and rutting so that his bollocks smacked against her cheek.

"Mmmmmm!" she moaned, her mouth stuffed, and she wrapped her legs around the Chief’s furry waist, pulling him deeper. "MMmmmmmhmmmm! Mmmmmmmm!"

Her moans were enough to touch off the Keerok rutting her mouth and she felt him pulse and spurt his salty spunk across her tongue. She swallowed, sucked, and bucked her hips to meet the Chief.

The Keerok at her mouth staggered back, his cock trailing cum and saliva until the strands broke as he backed away. He stumbled off the dais and this was the signal the tribe had been waiting for. The dais was swarmed. Bears climbed over each other to get to her. While the Chief pounded into her cunt, another warrior climbed up behind her head. He dropped his loincloth, revealing a throbbing, red erection that was already leaking pre-cum.

"Suck," he grunted, pushing his cock against her lips.

Sophie opened wide, taking him in. He tasted musky and wild, like the forest floor. She bobbed her head, sucking hard, while the Chief hammered away below. Her hands weren't idle. She reached out, groping for and grabbing the cocks of two bears standing on either side of the dais, pumping them rhythmically.

It was a frenzy of fur and slippery wetness. Sophie was a goddess of pleasure, her body a playground for the tribe.

"I'm close!" the bear in her mouth growled. "Mother! Drink!"

He erupted down her throat, another thick, hot torrent of seed that tasted of jungle lust. Sophie swallowed greedily, the darkborne mark flaring hot as she absorbed the energy.

At the same moment, the Chief’s knot swelled inside her, locking him in place.

"RRAAAGH!" the Chief roared, his body convulsing.

He poured his seed into her, hot and plentiful, jet after jet slamming against her womb. It was an incredible volume from such a small creature, filling her, stretching her.

"More!" Sophie cried, her mouth slick with cum. "I need more!"

As the Chief uncoupled, popping out with a wet, squelching sound, a fountain of mixed fluids, his cum and her own cream, gushed from her pussy, running down her thighs.

The bears went wild. They didn't wait for turns anymore. They piled on. One took her ass, shoving a thick cock into her tight ring while another reclaimed her pussy. Two more stood over her face, raining cum down onto her cheeks, her eyelids, her lips.

"Bathe her!" a warrior shouted. "Anoint the Mother!"

Sophie laughed maniacally, wiping spunk from her eyes as she was bred from both ends. She was covered in it, slick, white ropes of bear semen coating her breasts, her stomach, her hair. She rubbed it into her skin like lotion, feeling the raw vitality of the forest seeping into her pores. She was supercharged. An entire tribe was pouring their potent sexual energy into her body.

"Cornett!" she screamed, as the bear in her ass hit her prostate and the one in her pussy ground against her cervix simultaneously. "Are you getting this?!"

"Yes, it’s impressive! How is it effecting milk production?” Cornett shouted over the grunting and yipping of the Keeroks, frantically scribbling in a bound journal.

Sophie’s breasts were indeed spurting almost as profusely as they had during her time in the Deep Dairy. If anything, all the recent attention paid to her milk supply had actually increased her reserves and her let down after days of diminishing supplies.

The pleasure of being fucked in both holes, knotted, suckled, titty fucked, spunked all over, and getting her mouth filled by cock all at once was more than she could stand. She moaned around the Keerok cock plundering her hot, wet mouth. She climaxed, a wracking, full-body convulsion that milked the cocks inside her as they began to spurt. She sprayed cream from her breasts, soaking the bears who were licking her nipples.

Sophie enjoyed hours of attention from the Keeroks. They had perhaps assumed that they would overwhelm her and wear her out. After all, every male in the tribe took his turn, and many of them took two or even three turns. And yet she was only more alert, more eager, and event he soreness was minor thanks to the particular magic of the darkborne mark. Sophie was filled, emptied, and filled again. Her belly distended slightly with the sheer volume of seed she had taken. She was a sticky, cum-glazed mess, practically aglow with the power she had consumed.

The last bear, a young warrior with golden fur, collapsed on top of her, twitching as he emptied the last of his balls into her.

The village was quiet now. The air smelled of sex and musk. Most of the Keeroks had passed out from the festivities, curled up in piles of fur and satisfied exhaustion. A few were awake, looking at her as though they might try one last time, but they remained where they were, moaning and feebly stroking their cocks.

Sophie pushed the young bear off gently. She sat up, cum dripping from her chin, her breasts, her thighs. She stretched, her joints popping. She felt amazing. Invincible.

"Cornett," she whispered, her voice husky.

The wizard was asleep, using a pile of fruit skins as a pillow. Sophie kicked his shin.

"Wake up, Cream Master. We're leaving."

Escaping the pile of lusty bears was almost insultingly easy. The Keeroks were in a post-coital coma and could offer no resistance. Even the guards by the tree line were snoring, hugging their spears like tired young javelinists after a sporting match.

Sophie gathered her sling and her loincloth and her boots. She eased them on, feeling the dampness accumulated between her thighs and sloshing inside her body as she moved.

She found her gear piled near the Chief’s hut. Temptress was there, untouched. Pumpkin also, though his basket had been replaced with a sack that he had stained with his secretions. He gurgled gently and panted excitedly upon seeing her.

“Shhhhhh,” she whispered and leaned down to let the poor little runt slurp some of her milk. Ropers could go days without eating, but it had been too long since she had given him a sip. He purred contentedly, slithering his phallic tendrils all over her abdomen and breasts as he sucked hungrily at her nipple. She cradled him like that she made her way over to Cornett, who seemed to be searching for something.

She grabbed him by the ear and dragged him toward the tree line.

"My helmet," Cornett whined groggily. "I left it back there somewhere. It’s custom!"

"Forget it," Sophie hissed. "Consider it a donation to the tribe."

They slipped into the jungle, moving silently. Sophie’s supercharged strength made her movements effortless and she felt like she could run for days.

They put a good distance between themselves and the village before Sophie stopped. She leaned against a tree, checking her map by moonlight.

"That was..." Cornett adjusted his spectacles, which were miraculously unbroken. "...anthropologically significant."

"They were enthusiastic," Sophie admitted, wiping a stray smudge of fluid from her shoulder. "Now come have a look at this map."

“Ah, yes, we are… roughly here,” he said, jabbing his finger at the map. “Now… if we want to double back—”

“No, I need to make a potion,” said Sophie. “I communed with… some sort of entity that spoke to me through… well… a dream, alright? But it was real. I know it was real. I was on the edge of the Formless Seep. And this entity told me I need to ingest a sacramental ‘Dreaming Potion’ made from my milk, Somnius berries and Carnivorax saliva. Where can we find those ingredients?”

"Carnivorax. The Flower that Hungers.” He stroked his chin and pointed to a portion of the map not far from their current positions. “They are very dangerous, but we can harvest their nectar.”

“Dangerous flowers?”

“Yes. The kind that eats people,” he said, favoring her with a grim smile. “Come on, we can find the berries along the way.”


6

Squeezing the Juice

"Are you certain this is the one?" Sophie asked, mopping sweat from her brow.

"Somnius Somniantes," Cornett confirmed, delicately plucking a branch of the bush weighted with plump purple berries. "The Somnolent Berry. Just the berries on their own are hallucinogenic. I can only imagine what effect they might have when combined with your milk and the nectar of the Carnivorax.

Several of the larger berries were nearly the size of plums and looked ready to burst. The skins of these were nearly black.

"Right," Sophie said. "We need the juice."

She didn't have a bowl. She didn't have a press. But she did have hands, and she had a certain... technique.

She plucked two of the largest berries. They were soft, warm from the sun, and felt a bit like flesh. She held them up, inspecting them. They were as hard as acorns when she gave them a slight squeeze.

"They're tough," she noted.

“Taut skin and firm fruit," Cornett observed. "It requires significant pressure to extract the essence. I might be able to fashion a…"

His words trailed off as he observed Sophie pressing several of the berries together between her palms. She squeezed.

“By Mardoch, you’re incredibly strong,” marveled Cornett.

It started as a slow pressure, her fingers digging into the purple skins. Then, as she applied more force, the berries burst. Thick, violet juice squirted out, running down her wrists, dripping onto her chest.

"Oh!" Sophie gasped, the sticky warmth surprising her. It felt... good.

She grabbed two more. This time, she held them against her chest, pressing them into her cleavage. She squeezed her breasts together, crushing the fruit between her mounds.

"Sophie?" Cornett asked, adjusting his spectacles. "Is that... strictly necessary?"

"It's efficient," Sophie grunted, grinding the berries into a pulp against her skin. "And the mark likes it."

“The what?”

She ignored his question. The sensation of the fruit bursting, the juice slicking her skin, and the sweet scent rising in the heat all fed the low-level hum of her curse. She grabbed handfuls of the berries, crushing them against her stomach, her thighs, reveling in the mess.

"Collect the juice!" she ordered Cornett.

"I... uh... yes," Cornett stammered. He held out a flask, catching the purple rivulets running off her body. "Most unorthodox. Yet... strangely compelling."

Sophie laughed, smashing a particularly large berry against her neck. "It's nature, Cornett. It's messy. It's wet. Get used to it."

By the time they had filled the flask, Sophie was stained purple from chin to knees, smelling like a winery explosion. She felt sticky, sweet, and strangely aroused.

"One down," she said. She was about to lick a drop of juice from her fingers when Cornett’s eyes bulged. She stopped herself. “Right. Hallucinogenic.”

She used water from a small pond to clean herself of the fruit juice. So much of the dark liquid polluted the pond that she wondered if whatever creatures lay inside would be forced to endure nightmarish visions.

They set off in search of the Carnivora plant next. Cornett assured Sophie that he knew exactly where to find them, in a valley nearby, but finding the entrance to the valley took several sweltering hours in the midday heat and humidity.

The path to the Carnivora valley, when they finally found it, was notable for its distinct lack of wildlife. Either the deadly flowers had eaten every animal or had driven them away.

The air grew heavy with a cloying, sweet scent that made Sophie’s head swim.

"Pheromones," Cornett whispered, holding a handkerchief to his nose. "Powerful attractants. Do not breathe too deeply, Sophie. It might compromise your judgment."

"I'm fine," Sophie said, though the mark on her neck was throbbing with a dull, heavy beat. The scent reminded her of the incense which the viscount had used to conceal his bizarre affliction. The aroma was smothering and intoxicating in equal measure. She set her equipment and Pumpkin aside and took only Temptress as she advanced into the invisible cloud of perfumed air.

They entered a clearing dominated by a single, massive plant. It was beautiful and terrifying. A central bulb, green and purple, sat atop a thick stalk. From the bulb grew massive petals, bright red and glistening with moisture. The petals formed a cup, a chalice large enough to hold a horse.

Inside the cup was a pool of golden nectar.

"The Carnivora Regina," Cornett breathed. "The Flower That Hungers. Look at that nectar! It radiates magical potential! Perhaps I should take some too.”

"Careful, Cornett," Sophie warned, drawing Temptress. "You told me yourself that this thing is dangerous.”

"I am a master of the elements!" Cornett scoffed, stepping closer. "I shall simply levitate a sample..."

He raised his staff. He began to chant.

The plant moved.

It wasn't a slow, creeping motion like some of the plants that Sophie had seen moving in the Forest of Giants. It was a sprung trap. A lightning strike attack. A vine, thick as a man's arm, shot out from the undergrowth. It wrapped around Cornett’s waist before he could finish his syllable.

"I say!" Cornett squeaked.

With a wet thwack, the vine yanked him into the air. He flew in an arc, screaming, and landed with a splash right in the center of the flower's cup.

The petals instantly began to close.

"Cornett!" Sophie shouted.

She charged. She didn't think, she just reacted. She leaped onto the rim of the flower, slashing at a vine that tried to grab her.

She looked down into the cup. Cornett was flailing in the golden nectar.

"It's sticky!" he yelled. "Thicker than your milk! Oh, Sophie, it’s so very warm!"

"Grab my hand!" Sophie yelled, reaching down.

But the plant was ready for her. Another vine, slick and wet, lashed out from the center of the flower. It didn't grab her waist. It grabbed her leg, pulling her off balance.

Sophie fell. She tumbled into the cup, splashing down next to Cornett.

The nectar was warm. Hot, even. It coated her skin instantly, a heavy, golden syrup that smelled of honey and musk.

Above them, the red petals folded shut, blocking out the sky. Darkness fell upon them, illuminated only by the faint bioluminescent glow of the nectar itself.

"Well," Cornett said, his voice muffled by the goo. "This is a predicament."

The heat rose sharply as the petals sealed, transforming the flower’s cup into a sweltering womb of golden fluid. The air was thick, heavy with a musk so potent that Sophie could taste it like bile at the back of her throat. She tried to stand, to thrash, but the nectar was heavy. It clung to her limbs, slicking them down, sensuous and pleasurably warm, dragging her deeper into the pool.

"We have to cut our way out," Sophie gasped, her hand searching in the darkness for Temptress.

Her fingers closed on nothing but slick, warm fluid. The sword was gone, swallowed by the deep pool.

"My staff!" Cornett cried, his voice slurred and distant. "I... I can't feel my legs..."

Then, the plant began to move.

The inner walls of the flower rippled around them with whatever fibrous muscles existed within the plant. Sophie was massaged by the trapped fluid. From the velvet-red lining of the petals, thousands of soft, fleshy protrusions emerged like cilia the size of fingers, slick with digestive enzymes. They prodded, stroked, and caressed, moving in unison with a rhythmic curling motion. They slid over Sophie’s submerged body, finding purchase on her skin.

"Oh," Sophie breathed, her struggles faltering.

It wasn't painful. It was exquisite. The nectar was a potent paralytic, yes, but also a euphoric aphrodisiac that seeped directly into her pores. It felt like being bathed in warm honey and liquid poppy nectar. The tension of her quest, the fear for her sister, and the constant ache of her curse all dissolved into the golden heat.

The cilia moved with purpose. They found the knots of her sling and it parted and fell from her breasts, the pelt already beginning to soften in the enzymes. The fingers slipped her loincloth down her legs, the gentle caress of a hundred fleshy fingers sending shivers of pleasure through her thighs.

She was naked in the belly of the flower. The plant had undressed her for dinner.

"Sophie?" Cornett murmured, floating past her on his back, a blissful smile on his face as he sank lower. "The... enzymes... they tickle."

Sophie tried to reach for him, but her arms felt like they were made of wax. She drifted back against the curved wall of the pod. The cilia swarmed her. They were tasting her, she realized. Like tongues and fingers in one. They kneaded her flesh, softening it, preparing it.

"No," she whispered, but her hips bucked involuntarily as a cluster of tendrils slid between her legs.

The mark on her neck flared, not with warning, but with a dark, ravenous hunger. Whatever unholy power was tied to the mark was caught in the same delicious trap as Sophie. It wanted this. It wanted more. The plant was feeding on her, consuming her essence, but in that consumption, there was a terrible, beautiful unity. The sensation of being eaten was a rush of pure, unadulterated pleasure.

The cilia found her breasts. They massaged the heavy, milk-laden flesh, squeezing and pulling with rhythmic precision. Sophie moaned, her head lolling back into the nectar as milk began to flow, mixing with the golden fluid. The plant slurped it up, the walls of the flower pulsing against her back in delight.

And then, the vision took hold. The boundaries of her body began to blur.

She looked down at her hand. Her fingers were no longer separate digits, she realized, they were fusing together, softening into a golden slurry. The skin was painlessly melting. She saw her own flesh turning into sweet, viscous syrup.

It should have been horrifying. It should have been agony. But it felt like release.

She felt her legs merging, her individuality dissolving into the soup. She was becoming part of the flower. Her flesh would nourish the great beauty of the Carnivorax.

A thick, central pistil rose from the bottom of the nectar pool, sliding between her softening thighs. It wasn't a cock, but it filled her like one. A smooth, organic column that pulsed inside her, pumping more of the golden fluid deep into her womb.

Give in, the plant whispered in her mind, a voice almost audible in the thick atmosphere of the pheromones. Be consumed. Be delicious.

"I am," Sophie moaned, arching back into the nectar, her body feeling fluid, shapeless. "I am delicious."

The pleasure built, a climax unlike any she had ever known. It wasn't a sharp spike; it was a rising tide of dissolution. She felt her breasts melting into pools of cream, her hips widening and spreading into the golden sea. She was dying, and it was the most erotic thing she had ever felt. She was cumming as she ceased to exist.

"Sophie..."

It was so easy. Just let go. Just melt. Become the food. Feed the hunger.

"Sophie!"

The voice was sharp. Discordant. It cut through the haze of pleasure like a knife.

"Look at yourself!"

Sophie opened her eyes. The golden light shifted. For a second, the illusion broke. The vision of melting gold flickered and died.

She looked down at her arm. It wasn't melting into syrup. It was red. Raw. In places, pieces of skin were sloughing off and peeling away in wet sheets, dissolved by the acid. The nectar was eating her alive.

The pleasure was a lie. A chemical trick to keep the meat compliant.

Mardoch. The thought was a lightning bolt of clarity. This wasn't paradise. This was a grave. A wet, sticky, horny grave. She called out to the true God and for all His distance and her sinfulness, He gave her strength.

If she stayed, she would be devoured forever. She would become compost.

The mark on her neck screamed in sudden protest. It wanted life. It wanted power. It did not want to be plant food. The sensation of being digested shifted from erotic warmth to a terrifying, stinging burn.

"No," Sophie gasped. The word was a struggle, bubbling up through the heavy syrup filling her lungs.

She sat up, the nectar sucking at her raw skin with a wet, squelching sound. The pleasure turned to burning. The massage turned to abrasion.

"No!"

Sophie grabbed a handful of the cilia that were milking her breast and ripped them out by the roots. The plant shuddered, the walls constricting in pain.

"Wake up!" she screamed, slapping her own face. The sting of the slap cut through the pheromones.

She looked around. Cornett was floating nearby, his robes dissolving, his skin pink and blistering as he smiled at the ceiling, slowly sinking beneath the surface.

"Cornett!" Sophie lunged, the acid burning her eyes. She grabbed him by his beard, hauling his head above the fluid. "Don't you dare dissolve on me!"

Sophie’s strength returned in a rush, fueled by panic and the lingering charge of a hundred Keerok loads. She didn't have her sword, but she had her hands, and she had her superhuman strength.

She grabbed the fleshy inner wall of the flower. She dug her fingers in and tore. The plant, a creature with no throat or vocal cords, somehow shrieked. It was a psychic scream that vibrated in Sophie’s teeth.

"You want to eat me?" Sophie roared, tearing another chunk of the flower's lining. "Choke on this!"

She kicked out, her feet finding purchase on the slippery walls. She drove her fist into the side of the pod, punching through the soft tissue. Sunlight, real and harsh, pierced the gloom, revealing the grotesque sight of the damage the enzymes had been doing to their flesh.

The plant writhed, the nectar draining out of the hole she had made. The pressure dropped.

Sophie grabbed Cornett, who was sputtering and coughing, and hauled him toward the opening.

"Unhand me!" Cornett bleated, flailing his arms. "The bath! The temperature was perfect!"

"It was melting us, you idiot!" Sophie shouted, shoving him through the hole. He tumbled out onto the jungle floor with a wet splat.

Sophie followed him, squeezing through the tear in the petal. She landed in the mud, covered in slime, gasping for air.

The Carnivora Regina thrashed above them, its petals wilting, its nectar leaking onto the roots. It looked less like a majestic queen and more like a deflated balloon.

Sophie lay on her back, her chest heaving. Her skin was red and tender, stinging from the acid, but she was alive. She was solid.

She looked over at Cornett. The wizard was sitting up, wiping slime from his spectacles. He looked indignant.

"That was remarkably rude," Cornett sniffed. "I was just getting to the exfoliation stage."

"You were being digested," Sophie panted. "You were the meat in that flower’s stew, Cornett. Cream of Wizard soup."

Cornett looked down at his robes, which were ragged and damaged. "Ah. I see. Well. In that case... thank you."

Sophie found Temptress half-buried in the mud near the plant's roots. The acid hadn't touched the precious sword. She cleaned it off on a leaf. Her sling and loincloth were not quite so unharmed. They were still usable but pitted and holed and permanently scented with a floral perfume.

"We have the milk," Sophie said, looking down at her chest. The encounter had stimulated her production again; despite the danger, or perhaps because of it, her breasts were leaking fresh cream, mixing with the golden nectar on her skin.

"And the berry juice," Cornett added, patting the flask at his hip. "Miraculously unbroken."

Sophie looked at the wilting flower. A pool of the golden nectar had gathered in a large leaf near the tear she had made.

"And the nectar," she said. She scooped it up into a spare waterskin.

She looked at Cornett. They were both covered in slime, battered, burned, and smelling like a compost heap.

"We have everything," Sophie said. "The milk. The juice. The nectar."

"The Dreaming Potion," Cornett agreed. He looked at the dark canopy of the jungle around them. "But we cannot brew it here. The fumes alone would attract every predator in a five-mile radius. We need a place of power. A place where the veil is thin."

"The map said the ruins were close to the Seep," Sophie said. "There was an altar there. In the vision I had underwater."

"The Towers Primeval that once protected Borea," Cornett nodded. "The ancient mega-structures. If there is anywhere we can cross over, it is there."

Sophie stood up. She felt a phantom linger of the plant's touch the warm, enveloping pleasure of surrender. It terrified her that a part of her craved more. She wanted to return to the Carnivorax and let it finish its meal.

"Let's go," she said, her voice hard. "Before I decide to prune this whole damn jungle."
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In the Shadow of Borea

The Towers Primeval were the skeletal remains of a civilization of humans that had existed before the current inhabitants of Iden. It was said the First Men pushed back the lizardkin and their ilk and claimed the best land for their great kingdom of Borea. A kingdom now reduced to a fiery ruin at the heart of the Fores of Giants.

The frontiers of Fallen Borea, a land wracked and consumed by vulcanism, was still guarded by the ruins of these ancient sentinels. One of the towers loomed out of the jungle canopy, a massive spire of black, oily stone that twisted into the sky. Some of these great towers had toppled, creating bridges across flowing rivers of magma. Others leaned at angles that defied gravity, their roots so deep into the bedrock that they seemed forever on the verge of collapse.

"Ancient Borea," Cornett whispered, his voice hushed with a mixture of reverence and terror. "The architects of the First Age. They say they built these towers to channel the dreams of the sleeping gods."

"They look like they were built to give people nightmares," Sophie muttered, hacking through a wall of thorny creepers with Temptress.

The air here was hot, but dry, in stark contrast to the steaming jungle they had left behind. It smelled of charred dust, a scent that shouldn't exist in a rainforest. The sounds of the jungle were gone, replaced by a low rumble of the volatile earth and a constant thrumming that Sophie felt in her teeth.

"The resonance," Cornett said, adjusting his spectacles. "The more intact the tower, the thinner the veil. The veil is very thin here. Can you feel it?"

Sophie could. The mark on her neck was vibrating, a hot, insistent itch. It wasn't the pulse of lust she usually felt; it was a deep, resonant ache, like a bell struck within her body.

"I feel it," she said. "It’s all wrong here. Like… we are walking on the surface of a soap bubble that could burst at any moment.”

“It might at that,” said Cornett.

They navigated the maze of fallen stones. The scale of the place was disorienting. Steps were cut for giants, doorways loomed a thousand hands high. There were no intact buildings, but the outlines of those that remained suggested a civilization of unimaginable power. One capable of building on a scale that even eclipsed the elves or the ancient saurian peoples. Sophie felt like a mite crawling through a discarded box of toys.

As they moved deeper into the toppled complex, the signs of recent activity became apparent. Boot prints in volcanic mud. Splashes of congealed blood. A trail of black, viscous sludge that smelled of charred meat.

"Scibberas," Sophie said, pointing to a smear on a fallen pillar. "He's here. The mad priest uses dark magic of some sort.”

In the center of a vast, open plaza, surrounded by the leaning towers, was a circle of silver pillars. Or rather, what remained of them. Sophie recognized the style of the pillars. These were the components of an especially large version of a religious display to Mardoch called a columnar. There were 16 pillars of pure silver, so two complete columnars, each pillar meant to be arranged to display the wisdom of Mardoch.

The silver pillars had melted like wax candles left to burn too long, drooping and pooling on the black stone beneath them. In the center of the circle lay a charred, blackened shape.

Sophie ran toward it, her heart hammering in her chest. It was a human body. Incinerated, limbs twisted, a slight feminine outline still recognizable.

"Margaret!" she cried.

But as she got closer, she stopped. The body was small, twisted in agony. Shreds of black fabric clung to the burnt flesh. A metal symbol of four pillars, half-melted, lay on the chest.

It wasn't Margaret.

"A nun," Sophie whispered, crouching beside the corpse. "One of the Sisters of the Holy Nectar. From Vithe."

"A sacrifice," Cornett said, keeping his distance. He poked at a puddle of silver with his staff. "He used the silver to protect himself and it looks as though it barely held."

"He killed her," Sophie said, her voice hard. "He burned her alive to fuel his magic."

She looked around the plaza. There were no other bodies. No sign of her sister.

"He's gone," Cornett said. "He opened the way, and he went through. Or..." He looked at the melted pillars. "Or he summoned something."

Sophie stood up. She unslung the waterskin containing the nectar and the flask of berry juice. She pulled the pouch of milk from her belt.

"He didn't go through," Sophie said. "He summoned something to talk to it. To make a deal. But I'm going to follow it. I'm going to the source."

"The Dreaming Potion," Cornett said nervously. "Sophie, are you sure? There could be madness or worse lying on the other side. You might never return."

"Mix it," Sophie ordered. "Now."

Cornett didn't argue. He pulled a small copper bowl from his pack. He poured in her milk, rich and creamy. He added the purple berry juice, which swirled like ink. Finally, he added the golden nectar.

The mixture hissed. It bubbled, turning a iridescent, swirling gray. An oily sheen turned into an entire liquid.

"It is ready," Cornett whispered. "Drink it quickly. Before it evaporates."

Sophie took the bowl. The smell hit her, sweet, strong, revolting and enticing all at once.

"Watch my body," Sophie said. "Make sure nothing eats me while I'm gone."

"I shall guard you with my life," Cornett promised, raising his staff.

Sophie drank.

Despite all the bubbling, the potion was cold. Freezing. It slid down her throat like liquid ice, numbing her tongue, her throat, her stomach.

The world tilted. The black towers stretched, twisting, elongating like pulled taffy. The sky turned a bruising purple. The volcanic rumble beneath the earth became the growl of a demon as large as a mountain. The sound of the thrumming towers grew into a deafening buzz. She felt as though she were burning. Not like in the flower, melting away, not like in a fire, roaring with flames, but burning within. Her heart incandescent. A magnesium fire silhouetting her ribs against the sky. Incinerating like the Sister of the Holy Nectar.

Sophie crumbled. She incinerated.

She landed on her feet, but the ground wasn't stone. It was smooth, dark, and featureless, stretching out to an infinite horizon.

The sky was white, a stark, blinding negative space. The shadows were solid objects, standing like monoliths in a desert of light. It looked like the jagged mountains that marked the border between Kodovek and the brutal lands of Fergothia but made from pure darkness that seemed to puncture the white of the sky.

Sophie looked down at herself. She was naked. Her clothes, her armor, and Temptress were gone. Her skin glowed with a faint, inner luminescence against the dark ground.

"You have come far, little vessel."

The voice was an overlapping chorus of voices formed into a sibilant whisper in her ear. She felt the presence of the source behind her and she slowly turned to face it.

Floating before her was a creature that defied description, yet insisted her mind try to understand its anatomy.

It was female, with the rough outline of a woman’s body, but it was female in the way a storm might be named after a woman. It towered over Sophie, ten feet tall. Its skin was a translucent, shifting blue, like deep ocean water held in a human shape. Beneath the surface, Sophie could see organs pulsing with pale light, veins of silver fire, and pockets of viscous fluid that churned with every movement.

Where a face should have been, there were features of terrible beauty. High cheekbones, a mouth filled with needle-like fangs, and eyes that were pools of solid black.

But it was the head that drew Sophie’s attention. Instead of hair, a massive, fleshy crown erupted from its skull. It pulsed and writhed, a living halo of tissue that looked like writhing viscera. From this crown, five long, pink tentacles extended, waving in the air like cobras, their tips dripping with a thick, clear mucus.

"Are you... a god?" Sophie whispered.

“The gods, the True Gods that made themselves and are not the creation of you humans, are dead. I am only the echo of one such as this.” The entity spoke without moving her lips, but her head inclined and her tendrils wavered as if she were speaking aloud. "I am the Daughter of the Void. And you... you are a key. The price of admission to the Dread Court."

The creature glided closer to Sophie and reached out a hand with long, overly articulated fingers. The palm of its hand split open with a wet shhh-lick sound. A long, prehensile tongue, pink and ribbed and coated in slime, shot out from the center of the palm. It lashed the air, dripping saliva that pattered at Sophie’s feet.

"Do not be afraid, Marked One," the Daughter purred. "I have no intention of harming you.”

Sophie couldn't move. The mark on her neck was burning, a white-hot brand that anchored her to this plane. She felt a wave of desire so intense it buckled her knees. This wasn't human lust; it was cosmic hunger.

The Daughter reached out. The tongue from her left palm shot forward, striking Sophie’s breast with wet precision. It licked. It twisted. It burrowed. The tip of the tongue pressed against Sophie’s nipple, swirling, lubricating, and then, with a squelch, it pushed inward.

Sophie screamed, a sound of shock and pleasure, as the tongue invaded her milk duct. It slid inside her breast, a wet, intrusive worm wriggling deep into the gland, expanding, inflating, filling her from the inside out.

"Yes," the Daughter hummed, the vibration shaking Sophie's core.

The tongue from the right palm shot out, taking the other nipple. Sophie was impaled on the creature's hungry proboscises, held suspended by the thick, muscle-ribbed tongues invading her tits. The sensation was maddening. An internal massage, suction, and a deep, piercing fullness that made her milk ducts spasm and weep.

"Drink," the Daughter commanded.

The entity’s mouth opened. A third tongue, thicker and longer than the others, uncoiled from between her fangs. It lashed out, wrapping around Sophie’s waist, pulling her closer, coating her midsection in warm, sticky slime.

And then, the final horror, and the final delight, revealed itself.

Between the Daughter’s translucent blue thighs, a slit opened. It was a flesh-rimmed portal to a swirling otherness. From the depths of her body, something emerged with a wet, heavy sound.

It was a phallus of alien shape and proportions. It was a massive, luminous red slug, thick as a thigh, glowing with internal heat. It extended slowly, wet and glistening, pulsing with its own heartbeat, trails of luminescent slime connecting it to the Daughter’s slit.

"The Red Worm of Desire," the Daughter whispered. "It seeks a burrow."

Sophie was dragged forward by the tongues in her breasts. Her legs spread involuntarily, slick with the Daughter’s secretions. She was wet, soaking wet, her body betraying her fear with overwhelming arousal.

The red slug-cock pressed against her entrance. It was burning hot and incredibly soft, like a water skin filled with lava.

"Take it," the Daughter hissed.

The slug pushed inside Sophie. It flowed into her.

Sophie cried out, her head thrown back. It filled her completely, stretching her, burning her. It was alive inside her, wriggling, exploring, seeking her womb with independent motion. The Daughter was thrusting, but the worm was crawling inside Sophie.

As the Daughter fucked her with the luminous red slug, the ground around them began to churn. The dark surface boiled.

Pale, fleshy, wormy things with no eyes and wet, seeking mouths erupted from the unspeakable terrain. Hundreds of them. They swarmed up Sophie’s legs, a tide of writhing flesh. They wrapped around her ankles, her calves, coating her skin in slime, and spreading her wider. They sought out every crevice.

One slid between her buttocks, nuzzling her rim with a blunt, wet head. Another coiled around her throat, squeezing gently. They were everywhere, pulsating against her skin, their vibrations syncing with the thrusts of the red slug.

Sophie was lost in a sea of alien sensation. The tongues in her breasts pulsed, drinking the milk that flowed in response to the stimulation. The red slug pumped in and out of her, filling her with a glowing, ethereal heat. The worms caressed her skin, their wet bodies sliding over her sweat.

"I know what you seek, Marked One. He was here," the Daughter whispered into Sophie’s mind, her mental voice syncing with the thrusts of the slug. "The man in black. The one who burns souls."

"Scibberas," Sophie gasped, riding the red cock, her body glowing with the energy transfer. The slug expanded inside her, stretching her wider, deeper.

"He sought the Father," the Daughter said. "He sought the Dread Court. He offered the burnt one as a key."

"Did he... succeed?"

"Not yet, but the door is open," the Daughter moaned, her eyes rolling back as Sophie clamped down on the slug. "He wishes to sit with dead gods. The price... the price is the soul. Always the soul."

“His?” gasped Sophie, barely able to restrain her maddening ecstasy.

“No,” said the Daughter. “Your flesh. Your blood. Your sister. Or you.”

Sophie felt the pressure building. The red slug was throbbing, heat radiating from it in waves. The tongues in her breasts vibrated. The worms on her skin tightened.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!” A shapeless wail of abject ecstasy was the only reply Sophie could offer.

Sophie climaxed. The darkborne mark on her neck seemed to complete a circuit. A current of raw pleasure jolted through her ethereal flesh. The red slug exploded inside her, filling her not with seed, but with liquid light. A thick, glowing plasma that gushed and flooded into her womb and shot up her spine. The tongues in her breasts sucked harder, drawing out her essence in white jets that mixed with the alien slime. The worms vibrated against her skin, their collective orgasm shaking the ground. Gushes of gelatinous otherworldly spunk painted her curves.

She screamed, her voice lost in the deafening roar of pure sensation. She saw the universe rupture and unfurl. She saw the Dread Court, eternal entities so inhuman that to even consider them was to corrupt her mind with their shadows. She saw her stepmother, Rowena, laughing in the dark. She saw Margaret, chained to a pillar of burning ice.

"It is time now, Marked One," the Daughter whispered, withdrawing the tongues from Sophie's breasts with a wet pop that echoed in the void. The red slug slid free, luminous cum pouring out, leaving Sophie empty, aching, and dripping with glowing fluid. "Wake up."

Sophie gasped, sitting bolt upright.

She was back in the ruins of the Towers Primeval. The sky was gray, the air hot and dry. She was fully clothed again, her pitted sling and loincloth draped atop her curves.

She was covered in sweat, shaking violently. Her breasts ached, phantom tongues still ghosting in her ducts. Her womb throbbed with the memory of the red slug.

"Sophie!" Cornett cried. "I thought you were dead! You're back!"

Something was wrong. Sophie scrambled to her feet, reaching for Temptress.

She wasn't alone.

Standing at the edge of the plaza, watching her with cold, dead eyes, was a figure in black robes lined with red. His eyes glittered darkly in deep pits, and he favored her with a thin-lipped smile framed by a thin mustache and neatly trimmed, pointed beard.

Pater Scibberas.

He wasn't alone. Behind him stood a massive knight in silver armor, his tabard stained with mud and blood. Sir Varlock.

Surrounding them were a dozen men. They might once have been servants of the Pateric Church or perhaps Captain Jeg’s militia. Now they were clearly devoted to Scibberas. The evil pater had twisted them and they wore bloody bandages to cover oozing wounds and their clothing was filthy and ragged. To a man, they looked diseased, yet virile. They carried clubs and knives and spit bloody phlegm at the sight of Sophie.

"Welcome back, Sophia," Scibberas said, his voice like dry leaves skittering on stone. "Did you have a nice dream?"

Sophie gripped her sword, the afterglow of the hallucinogenic sex twisting into rage.

"Where… is my… fucking… sister,” she said, taking a step toward him with each word.

Scibberas smiled and growled, “Varlock, fetch me my sacrifice. She seems eager to deliver herself to me.”
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The Gospel of Flesh

Sir Varlock stepped forward, drawing a massive greatsword that hummed with a faint, sanctified light. He sneered beneath his visor, his silver armor clanking as he adopted a combat stance.

"It will be a pleasure to break you, harlot," Varlock growled. "I have prayed for this chance since you defiled me in that barn."

"Pray harder," Sophie said, raising Temptress. Varlock charged, a silver avalanche of consecrated steel and zealous fury. He swung the greatsword in a horizontal arc meant to cleave her in two. A normal woman would have been cut in half. Even a skilled knight might have struggled to parry the blow.

Sophie was not normal. Fresh from the Formless Seep and her otherworldly pleasures with the Daughter of the Void, coursing with the vitality of the dreaming potion and the darkborne mark, she moved faster than Varlock. She ducked under the blade, the wind of its passing whipping her hair.

She drove her shoulder into Varlock's breastplate with terrible force. The impact sounded like a bell being struck by a boulder. Varlock grunted, stumbling back, his boots sliding in the mud.

"What?" he gasped, trying to regain his balance.

Sophie didn't give him the chance. Temptress flashed, a silver blur in the fading light. She battered aside his clumsy guard, the ringing of sword on sword echoing through the ruins. She kicked his knee, buckling the armor plate. She slammed the pommel of her sword into his helmet, denting the silver lion visage.

Varlock roared in frustration, swinging wildly. Sophie danced around him, a predator toying with slow prey. She deflected a thrust that would have skewered her heart and riposted, her blade slicing the leather straps of his pauldron. The shoulder armor clattered to the ground.

"Is this the best the Inquisition has to offer?" Sophie taunted, her eyes burning with unnatural light. "You fight like a virgin, Varlock! All clumsy thrusts and no rhythm!"

With a shout of rage, Varlock lunged.

Sophie sidestepped, caught his wrist, and twisted. Bones crunched. Varlock dropped his greatsword with a cry of pain. Sophie kicked his legs out from under him. He crashed to the ground, a heap of silver metal and groaning flesh. Sophie planted a boot on his chest, leveling the point of Temptress at the slit in his visor.

"Yield," she hissed, "or I open you up like a tin of fish heads."

Varlock stared up at her, breathing hard, fear replacing the fanaticism in his eyes. Sophie raised her sword for the killing stroke.

"Enough." The word was spoken softly, but it hit Sophie with a wallop that blew her dark hair from her shoulders. Pater Scibberas raised his staff. A beam of sickly, purplish light shot from the empty eye sockets of the silver skull, striking Sophie in the chest.

Pure, distilled pain wracked her body. It felt like her blood had turned to boiling oil, like her nerves were being stripped from her body with hot wire. Sophie screamed, a sound that tore at her throat. Her muscles locked up. Temptress fell from her nerveless fingers.

She collapsed to the stone, convulsing, gasping for air that wouldn't come. Scibberas walked forward calmly, his black robes trailing over the wet stone. He stood over Varlock, looking down with cold disdain.

"Get up, you incompetent fool," Scibberas snapped. "Beaten by that woman? A whore? You shame the silver you wear."

"She... she possesses demon strength, Pater," Varlock wheezed, scrambling to his feet and cradling his broken wrist. "It is unnatural."

"It is the power of the Dread Court," Scibberas corrected, turning his dead eyes toward Sophie, who was writhing on the ground, whimpering as the aftershocks of the spell raked her body. "Power that you are too small to understand. Power that belongs to me."

He gestured with a bony hand.

"Bind her to the slab, Varlock. And try not to fail at that, at least." Varlock, humiliated and angry, grabbed Sophie by her hair and dragged her toward the flat slab of black stone.

"Stay," the knight growled, his visor up to reveal his square, fanatical jaw, now bruised and swelling.

"Varlock," Scibberas said, waving a hand dismissively. "Take the wizard. Amuse yourself. But do not kill him. I may need his body for the components."

"With pleasure," Varlock grunted. He grabbed Cornett V. Crème by the collar of his silk robes and dragged him away toward the edge of the uneven black slabs that formed the plaza.

"Careful!" Cornett shrieked, his heels dragging in the mud. "I bruise easily! I’m not resisting!”

Sophie was left alone with the pater. Scibberas circled the stone slab, his black robes trailing in the muck. He looked at her not with lust, but with a terrifying, clinical fascination.

"You have changed, Sophia," he said. "The mark. It glows beneath your skin. It has fed well and your connection has grown stronger.”

"I've been busy," Sophie spat, testing her bonds. Varlock hadn't tied her, but the magic of the place seemed to hold her to the stone, a gravity that pressed her down.

"Good," Scibberas said. He stopped at the foot of the slab. "You are ripe. Unlike your sister."

Sophie froze. "Margaret? Where is she?"

"Spent," Scibberas said, his lip curling in disgust. "A vessel too fragile for the pouring. I tried, Sophia. I tried to elevate her. To open her to the Dread Court. But her mind..." He tapped his temple with a bony finger. "Glass. It shattered at the first touch of the divine. She is useless to me now. A husk, babbling in a cage in Sivarna."

"You monster," Sophie hissed.

"Visionary," he corrected. He stepped closer, his eyes burning with a feverish light. "But you... you are different. You have walked the path of the flesh. You have tasted the milk of the deep and the seed of the beast. You are strong."

He reached for the belt of his robes.

"I need an entry, Sophia. The Dead Gods slumber, yes, but they stir. They whisper. I need a patron to join the Covenant. To sit on the Dread Court."

He opened his robes. Beneath the rough black fabric, his body was pale, hairless, and marked with scarification. The symbols carved into his flesh matched some among the ruins. His cock hung heavy and semi-erect, pale and veined like marble.

"And you," he said, stepping between her legs, "will be my key."

He didn't ask. He didn't seduce. He simply leaned forward, yanking aside her loincloth, grabbing her hips with surprising strength, and thrust himself into her.

Sophie gasped, not from pain, but from the sudden, jarring intrusion. He was dry, hard, and cold. But as he entered her, the mark on her neck flared. It didn't care about his morality or how much she despised him. It cared about the act. It drank in the friction, the intent, the sheer fanatical drive of the man.

"You don't believe in Mardoch?" Sophie gasped, her body betraying her anger by arching into his thrusts. "You... a priest?"

"Of course I believe in Mardoch!" Scibberas shouted, slamming into her. He wasn't making love; he was punctuating his sermon. "I have seen his power! I have wielded his light! But he is silent, Sophia! He does not answer!"

He grabbed her breasts, squeezing them hard enough to bruise. Milk leaked from her nipples, running over his fingers. He stared at it, mesmerized.

"The Dead Gods answer," he whispered, lowering his face to lick the cream from her skin. "They answer in blood. In milk. In semen. They answer in the language of the flesh."

He began to pound into her, a rhythmic, desperate fucking that set her plump breasts swaying. He was a man starving for truth, trying to find it inside her body.

"You are the answer I seek,” he growled.

Sophie couldn't help it. Her legs wrapped around his waist. Her hips rose to meet him. She hated him, but her body had been transformed into a device of pleasure. She milked him, her inner muscles clamping down on his pale shaft.

"Tell me about the Court," she moaned, using her pleasure as a weapon, trying to draw him out. "Tell me about Sivarna."

"The City of Knives," Scibberas groaned, his eyes rolling back as he felt her grip. "Where the skin is the currency and treachery lurks in every parlor and shadow. I will take you there. I will present you. A masterpiece. A whore of the apocalypse!"

He had no more questions for her, nor she for him. Not in the moment when they stopped being Sophie and Pater Scibberas and became two lovers chasing their release. She no longer cared that it was this brutal villain atop her, she no longer even thought of her sister. She held him tightly in her grasp and kissed his thin lips. His hot tongue probed her mouth. His hand roughly gripped her left breast as he hilted inside her again and again.

With each thrust, Scibberas grew more frantic, his control slipping. His cock swelled inside her, his heavy bollocks beat against her ass, fed by her cursed heat. He ground against her clit, his bony hips pressing hard into her flesh.

"You feel it, don't you?" he hissed, biting her ear. "The connection? You have been longing for this moment. Mardoch never gave me this! Why did you… hnnnnnn… think he would give it to you?”

Sophie cried out, her head thrashing on the stone. The pleasure was intense, radiating ice cold from her darkborne mark, but it was undeniable. She strains against the bonds, bucking as much as they would allow, hips rising to meet his downward thrusts

“You’ll fail, Scibberas,” she moaned, her cunt gripping him. “You can tie me up and fuck me all you want, but you will never truly possess me.”

“Shut up,” he growled, his strokes growing more brutal.

“You think… ohhhh… this will impress creatures that have existed… ohhh… before mankind? You’re just an ant to them. A speck!”

“Whore,” he snarled, gripping her throat and tightening to silence her.

He hammered into her, harder and faster, his breath hot against her face. His eyes bulging madly. He was trying to break through her, to reach something on the other side of her pleasure.

"Open!" he commanded, grabbing her throat. "Open to the Void!"

Sophie felt his climax building, a dark, pressurized knot of energy. Her womb pulsed, hungry for it, eager to convert the fanatic's seed into power.

"Show me!" Sophie shocked out, her inner muscles wringing the length of his cock. "Show me your so-called god, pater!"

Scibberas, flushed and sweaty, threw back his head and drove hard into Sophie’s cunt. His bollocks, hard and tight as stones, throbbed with his intense release. She felt the rush of his hot seed, followed by a strange, icy burn in her depths. She was consuming vitality from him, but it was tainted. Hateful. Although she answered his eruption with tremors of pleasure, they were hollow and unsatisfying.

He collapsed on top of her, twitching, murmuring prayers to Mardoch against her neck. Sophie lay there, panting, the mark on her neck pulsing as though it too had been shocked by the priest’s corrupted orgasm. She had taken his strength, but she felt dirty, used in a way no whoring in pirate taverns had ever made her feel. The pater’s cock was softening and his cum was beginning to leak out of her roughly-fucked cunt.

“Mardoch," she whispered, her mind racing. She needed an out. She felt the hot, lazy slug of Scibbera’s tongue on her neck and then in her ear. She needed a miracle. She looked up at the gray, swirling sky above the Towers Primeval.

"Hey," she prayed, the words barely even forming on her lips. "Big guy. Pillar man. I know I'm not your typical nun. I know I've broken every rule in the book. But I'm doing this for Margaret. And survival."

“Hmmmm?” Scibberas grunted, rolling his hips as if to stir his flaccid cock against her.

"I need a favor," Sophie finished her prayer in her head, clenching her fists. "Get this guy off me. And maybe... maybe wash this whole place clean."

The sky answered.

It rumbled. A low, wet, gurgling sound, like the stomach of the world digesting a bad meal. The distant horizon was darkened with rain clouds.

The ground beneath the Towers Primeval shuddered. The black stone, solid for eons, suddenly turned soft.

"What is this?" Scibberas gasped, pushing himself up.

Sophie looked down. The altar she was lying on was sinking. The stone flags of the plaza were subsiding into a thick, dark slurry.

"Mud," Sophie whispered. "Divine mud."

"An earthquake?" Scibberas scrambled to his feet, pulling up his trousers. "No... the Seep! It is rising!"

It wasn't just rising; it was exploding. A wall of mud, water, and ancient debris burst from the jungle line above the plaza. It crashed through the trees, snapping them like toothpicks.

"Varlock!" Scibberas screamed.

Varlock turned, distracted from slapping Cornett. He looked up just in time to see a tidal wave of sludge cresting over the ruins.

"Oh, dear," Cornett squeaked.

Sophie felt the altar beneath her shift again and this time it snapped the ropes securing her to the surface. She rolled off the altar. The ground was slick, treacherous. She grabbed Temptress, which Scibberas had foolishly left leaning against a nearby pillar.

"Mardoch sends his regards!" Sophie shouted.

She swung the sword, not at Scibberas, who was already scrambling away, but at the strap of his pack lying on the ground. She snagged it, hoping it contained supplies.

The mud poured out of the jungle, over the volcanic landscape, and slammed into the plaza.

Scibberas was swept away, screaming curses. Varlock disappeared under a brown torrent. With any luck, they would both be buried and never heard from again. Sophie grabbed a protruding root of a fallen tower, hanging on as the world turned to liquid.

"Cornett!" she screamed.

She saw the wizard. He was floating on top of the mud on a cushion of rippling white. His magic had save him.

"Surface Tension!" Cornett yelled, paddling frantically with his staff like it was an oar. He was surfing a slab of stone that bobbed on the mudslide.

Sophie let go of the root. She dove into the mud, swimming with the current. The mark on her neck burned, giving her strength, keeping her warm in the cold muck.

She reached the magical cushion, hauling herself up. Her naked outline was sheathed in a layer of gray mud, but she was alive.

"Room for one more?" she gasped, spitting grit.

"Always!" Cornett cried, grabbing her hand. "Where are we going?" Cornett shouted over the roar of the slide as the cushion was drawn along by the current.

"Down!" Sophie yelled back. "Away from him!"

It was a wild, dangerous ride. At any moment they might have been pitched into the mudslide and crushed by debris. Sophie kept her hands on Cornett’s shoulders as he guided their magical vessel. The force of the mud was finally expended, seemingly after hours, with a final splash against one of the toppled Towers Primeval. Sophie and Cornett tumbled off, landing in soft, knee-deep muck.

Sophie stood up, wiping mud from her eyes. She looked back over the mud-smothered landscape. There was no sign of Scibberas or Varlock.

“I wonder what happened to poor Pumpkin in all of this mess?” Sophie wondered, surveying the landscape with a hand shielding her eyes from the sun that was beginning to rise over the jungle canopy. “Do you think he was crushed?”

“That little noodle creature you carry around with you? Surely he is dead.” Cornett stroked her shoulder. “I am sorry, Sophie.”

“Graaaa ssssss?” The sound came from a nearby clump of dislodged foliage trapped in the mud. It seemed like a mucky bouquet of flowers was trying to escape from a dislodged bramble.

“Pumpkin!” Sophie ran over and was relieved to find Pumpkin tangled up in several vines. His eye bulged with relief and his mouth curved into something almost like a smile. She lifted the lumpy little creature into her arms and pressed his mouth to her muddy bosom. He didn’t mind the layer of dirt, he latched and began to suck desperately, his stubby tentacles slithering all over and around her breasts. “Oh, there’s a good boy! Mama is sorry about all this! I promise, when there’s a chance, I’ll let you have some real fun.”

“I think I’d better not ask what sort of fun you have with that creature,” said Cornett, grimacing at the sight of the muddy little roper slurping contentedly and caressing Sophie with its phallic tentacles.

"We lost them," Sophie said, ignoring Cornett’s disdain. “But I can’t believe we are so lucky that they are dead. Those two and their little gang of freaks will be after us again. We need to get far away from here.”

"Sivarna," Cornett said. "Across the sea in Aropa. In far western Trentino. I heard him mention it. I know that’s where you’ll want to go.”

"It's where Margaret is," Sophie said. "And I think it might be where the Dread Court resides.” She looked at Cornett. "You still with me, Cream Master? Most of my companions end up dead."

Cornett adjusted his spectacles, which were now missing a lens. He looked at Sophie, mud-caked, fierce, and still ravishingly beautiful. And breastfeeding a pygmy roper.

"My dear," he said, striking a pose with his muddy staff. "I have surfed a landslide on a carpet of your cream. I believe I am committed to seeing your story through."


9

The Way Back

The reprieve provided by Mardoch’s holy intervention did not last long. The mudslide had scattered Scibberas’s forces, but they were regrouping. Shouts and the crash of machetes chopping against the undergrowth could be heard behind Sophie and Cornett. Pater Scibberas and Sir Varlock were gaining on them with each passing moment. When Sophie looked back she could see glimpses of the hulking knight’s dented plate armor between the low hanging branches that shuddered with machete blows.

Sophie and Cornett scrambled through the undergrowth, slipping in the mud. Ahead, the trees shook and Sophie thought for a moment they had somehow been surrounded by the mad inquisitor’s men. Instead, a dozen Keeroks dropped from the canopy, spears raised.

"Oh, no," Cornett whimpered, raising his hands. "Not again. I’m sorry I ate all that fruit! If it’s any consolation, it gave me indigestion!”

But the bears didn't attack. The ignore Cornett and walked past Sophie to form a defensive line, chattering angrily at the approaching sounds of Sir Varlock. The Chief waddled forward, giving Sophie a respectful nod. He pointed a clawed finger north toward the Red River.

"Go, Mother," he grunted. "We fight."

“For me?”

The pudgy little bear creature nodded. Sophie smiled, truly moved by their offer to help. She leaned down and planted a kiss on the Chief’s forehead. He grabbed her cheeks in his stubby little fingers and pulled her in for a more intimate kiss. She was rewarded with a hot, slobbery mouth filled with thrusting bear tongue. It took her a moment to escape his caress and step back.

"Th-thank you," Sophie said, touched. “Watch out for the reach on that knight’s sword. He’s dangerous. But it’s the one with the mustache and pointed beard you really have to watch out for. He knows magic.”

“We will fight for you, Great Wetnurse,” said the Chief and he trundled after his warriors to join the line. The Keeroks charged into the jungle, their war cries joined by a dozen more Keeroks moving unseen through the trees.

Sophie watched her devoted little bears disappear and then grabbed Cornett and ran. They slid down embankments, waded through streams, and finally broke through the tree line onto the riverbank where they had left the barge.

Sophie stopped, her heart sinking.

The Sallow Queen was no longer an option. The freight barge was half-submerged in the muddy water, smashed to pieces and wrecked.

And on the bank, staked to the ground, was the body of Kraz. The poor lizardkin had been butchered, his scales torn, his eyes open and staring at the sky.

"Kraz," Sophie whispered, falling to her knees beside him. "You waited."

"He kept his bargain," Cornett said softly, taking off his spectacles.

"He died for us," Sophie said, her voice trembling with rage. "For a promise."

"Sophie," Cornett hissed, grabbing her arm. "Look."

Downriver, anchored in the deeper water, was a massive, armored sailing barge. It flew the black flag of the Pateric Inquisition. On the deck, soldiers in silver armor patrolled.

And tied to a post near the stern, looking miserable and wet, was Arturo.

"They have my horse," Sophie growled, standing up. "They killed Kraz, they sank our boat, and they stole my horse."

"And they have us trapped," Cornett added. "We can't go back into the jungle. It would take weeks to walk out, assuming they don’t catch us and nothing eats us. The river is blocked. Scibberas will be here any minute."

Sophie looked at the armored barge. "We take their boat."

"There are fifty men on that vessel!" Cornett squeaked. “We are one woman with a sword and a wizard who is currently running on empty!"

"Then we need another way," Sophie said, her gaze fixed on Arturo. "Think, Cornett! You know this land! How do we get out?"

Cornett’s brow furrowed with concentration. He thought for several seconds, then fumbled with his map case, pulling out a rolled map. He spread it on a flat rock and weighted the corners.

“There are other areas of the Forest of Giants like the Formless Seep,” said Cornett. “You encountered one when you had your vision that gave you the potion recipe. Magic should be much more potent if we can locate one of these areas. I might be able to cast a much more powerful spell than usual.”

“What sort of spell?” asked Sophie, studying the map alongside Cornett.

“A translocation spell,” said Cornett. “Difficult magic, but I do know the incantation. With your milk, in the right place, I can take us to Sivarna.”

She had certainly heard of such spells before. Only the most powerful or skilled wizards usually wielded such magic. A translocation spell could place an elite squadron of soldiers behind enemy lines or allow a wizard to send an assassin across continents to kill an enemy. She never imagined her dairymancer sidekick knew how to wield such magic.

“And my horse?” demanded Sophie, nodding towards the riverside.

“Your horse?” Cornett frowned. “Yes, and your horse. But for that, I’ll need a lot of energy.”

"You need energy?" she asked, her voice dropping. "I'll give you energy."

She dragged him behind a screen of ferns, out of sight of the river. She pushed him down onto a mossy log.

"Sophie?" Cornett stammered. "Now? Shouldn’t we put some distance between us and the river first?”

"Especially now," Sophie said. She was naked, so it was easy to straddle his lap and yank open his filthy robe. Her fingers wrapped around his flaccid cock. "You need fuel for the spell. I need fuel for the fight."

She kissed him, hard and demanding. It wasn't romantic. It was a transfer of intent. She ground her hips and her soft, sweaty cunny against him, feeling him begin to harden as their tongues swirled together and her mud-streaked tits leaned against his chest.

"Oh my," Cornett gasped into her mouth.

"You like this, don't you, Wizard?" she whispered, stroking him firmly, her wetness beginning to surge from her folds. "Danger makes you hard."

"It... stimulates my… my glands," Cornett wheezed.

"Oh, I’ll stimulate your gland, Cream Master," Sophie said, wanking him against her hot cunny as she arched her back and leaned her dangling breasts towards his face. “And you stimulate mine.”

“Yes, of course,” he groaned, thrusting through her fingers and grazing the folds of her cunt. “I must consume as much… mmmmm… of your sweet creamy energy as possible.”

He leaned up and captured one of Sophie’s nipples with his hot mouth. She moaned as she felt her milk bursting into his mouth at the first suck. He drank greedily as she began to sink back onto the stiff pillar of Cornett’s cock. His groan of pleasure vibrated into her smothering breasts as she rode his prick down to his bollocks.

They were close enough to the river that she bit her lips to keep quiet as she began a vigorous ride atop Cornett’s cock. Her plush bottom spanked against his hips and she ground her cunt against his pubis, her inner walls flexing and releasing with each of Cornett’s pleasurable sucks upon her breasts. She rode him hard. Desperate. Needing the strength her plan would require. It would also take luck, but she had to leave that up to fate and perhaps a little nudge from Mardoch.

“Ohhhh drink it all up,” she whispered, feeling Cornett shift from one breast to the other, his eyes wide, pupils dilated as he sucked and swallowed every drop she had to offer. His thrusts were growing more urgent beneath her. His hands squeezing her breasts to encourage her milk to let down.

“Mmmmmmmm!” he moaned, his cry of pleasure thankfully buried in her cleavage.

She stifled her own cry, feeling his pleasure surging and feeding his strength into the darkborne mark on her neck. The cursed symbol took his pleasure and channeled it into vital energy for Sophie. He cried, suddenly grasping her hips and bucking upwards to fill her with his seed. She felt her pleasure rising to meet him, rolling her hips hard atop him, her cunt grasping his cock as he began to spurt.

Gush after gush of the Cream Master’s hot load spurted upwards into Sophie’s hungry cunt. Spurt after spurt that the darkborne mark translated into strength and stamina for the Harlot Knight. Her own orgasmic peak granting her a further surge of strength that she had not felt when she was taken by Pater Scibberas. She arched her back at the height of her climax, her soft breasts finally pulling free of the hungry suction of Cornett’s mouth. He looked up at her with a dazed smile, shuddering with aftershocks as her pussy squeezed out every drop of his load.

"Good wizard," Sophie whispered, kissing his forehead.

She stood up, dripping with cum that splattered onto his groin. She felt invincible. She felt like she could punch a hole in the sky.

"Stay here," she told the semi-conscious wizard. "Locate the nearest spot where you can do your magic and wait for my signal."

"Wha... where...?" Cornett mumbled.

"I'm going to get my horse back," Sophie said. Still completely nude, she turned and sprinted into the jungle.

Sophie didn't go toward the river. She went deeper into the forest, following a path she remembered. A path that led her to the musk of a huge, angry reptile and the smell of moldering cheese.

The huge two-legged saurian was still enraged, and still partially encased in cheese. It had gnawed and ripped at this girdle of dairy, worrying its teeth in the cheese to the point of exhaustion. But when it saw Sophie standing there, some dark chamber of its little reptilian brain suddenly lit up and it remembered the moment that caused its current predicament.

The huge saurian roared with fury and suddenly ripped free of the gnawed, rotting cheese encasing its lower half. Sophie stood tall at the edge of the clearing, letting the darkborne mark flare. She projected an aura of dominance, of challenge.

"Hey!" she shouted. “Come on, ugly! Come and get me!”

She turned and ran. The saurian roared and gave chase. The ground shook with each footfall. Trees snapped as it plowed through the jungle behind Sophie.

Sophie ran like the wind, the magical energy from Cornett fueling her legs. She vaulted logs, dodged vines, leading the beast on a direct path back to the river.

She burst out of the tree line, skidding to a halt on the muddy bank. The soldiers on the armored barge looked up, startled.

"Intruder!" one shouted, pointing a crossbow.

Then the trees behind Sophie exploded.

The towering saurian burst onto the beach. There was a moment where Sophie’s plan hung in the balance. The saurian hesitated, looking from Sophie to the gathering knights. Then the man with the crossbow fired a bolt and the matter was decided. The saurian roared and charged straight at the inquisitor knights.

"Fire! Fire!" the captain screamed.

Crossbow bolts plinked harmlessly off the dinosaur's hide. It hit the water with a splash that swamped the deck. It slammed into the side of the barge, tearing through the wood like paper.

The soldiers panicked. They abandoned their posts, jumping into the river or scrambling up the rigging.

In the chaos, Sophie sprinted for the barge. She leaped from the bank, catching the railing. She hauled herself up, drawing Temptress.

A soldier blocked her path. Sophie didn't slow down. She slammed into him, the magical strength sending him flying over the side without her even needing to swing her sword.

She reached the stern. Arturo was rearing, pulling at his rope, terrified by the saurian that was ripping the front of the boat apart.

"Easy, boy!" Sophie shouted, slashing the rope. "I've got you!"

She cut the rope with Temptress and swung onto his back. Arturo didn't need to be told twice. He leaped from the deck of the sinking barge, hitting the shallow water with a splash.

Sophie steered him toward the ferns where she had left Cornett.

"Wizard!" she screamed. "Get on!"

Cornett stumbled out of the bushes, clutching his staff. He saw the saurian destroying the barge. He saw Sophie on the horse. He saw the carnage.

"You are some sort of demon!" he shrieked, running toward them.

Sophie reached down, grabbing his arm. She hauled him up behind her. They rode hard and left the sounds of desperate battle and screaming and dying men behind them.

Fortunately, the nearest thin point in the veil was not far from the barge. Cornett guided her based on the map as she guided Arturo. She felt the humming pressure of the place before she saw the clearing of black stone. It was small, only a small chapel of tumbled black stones and an obsidian foundation.

Sophie pulled Arturo to a halt at the base of the broken stones. "Do it! Send us to Sivarna!"

Cornett slid off the horse, stumbling to his knees. He placed one hand on the ground, fingers spread, and raised his staff in the other. He began to chant, and the crystal orb glowed, syncing with the hum of the stone.

“Hurry!” Sophie could sense that others were close behind them.

"I need to focus on the location!" Cornett shouted. "It's far from here and I have only been to Sivarna once before. But I can see it. Across the sea. There… on the coast of the Venture Sea, astride the River Thons, where Trentino becomes Galamanca.”

"Just do it, Cornett, they could be here any moment!" Sophie yelled, looking back. Through the trees, she could see figures approaching, though she could not tell if it was Scibberas or merely some of his men.

An unearthly wind began to swirl around the dairymancer, stirring his robes, his hair, and the trees that surrounded the clearing. The rush of wind intensified as Sir Varlock and a retinue of knights began to batter their way through the tree line.

A rippling aura of blue light appeared around Cornett. He looked back at Sophie, still mounted on a very unsettled Arturo. Sophie brandished Temptress and prepared to fight Sir Varlock.

“Touch me!” shouted Cornett. “Quickly! The translocation is beginning.”

Sophie knew better than to ask questions of a wizard in the middle of casting a spell. She leaned over in the saddle, only clinging to Arturo’s back because of the incredible power of her thighs. She stretched out one arm and touched Cornett’s shoulder.

The world dissolved into a tunnel of screaming blue fire. Sophie felt herself being stretched, pulled, twisted. She felt as though she were falling but upwards and then sideways. Through rushing blue flames.

With a reverberating KA-BOOM! the light vanished. The noise stopped.

Sophie blinked.

They were no longer in a jungle. They were not in the streets of Sivarna. Not overlooking the city.

They were in a room with velvet wallpaper, crystal chandeliers, and the smell of roast duck.

Sophie looked around. She was sitting on Arturo, in her loincloth, nude except for the mud and sweat that coated her curves. She sat up in the saddle and her head nearly touched the beams inside the room.

Around them, seated at tables with fine white tablecloths, were dozens of well-dressed people. They were frozen, forks halfway to their mouths, staring at the horse, wizard, and naked woman that had just materialized in the center of their midst.

A waiter dropped a tray of wine glasses. Crash.

"Ah," Cornett said, adjusting his spectacles. "It appears I may have miscalculated the longitude."

"Where are we?" Sophie whispered.

A man at the nearest table, wearing a monocle and a look of utter shock, cleared his throat.

"Madam," he said, "this is Le Canard Doré. The finest restaurant in... Thoulon."

Sophie’s jaw dropped.

Cornette sniffed. "Thoulon? Where is that? The mainland?"

The waiter drew himself up, looking down his nose at them both despite being covered in spilled wine. "The mainland? No, of course not. This is Orleans. Such fine establishments as this do not exist on the mainland. Now, I will ask you to get your horse and your… other creature… out of my restaurant!"

With a sidelong glance at Cornett and a weary sigh, Sophie clicked her tongue, dug her heels into Arturo’s flanks, and guided the proud charger through the doors of the restaurant and out into the bustling street. Cornett, somewhat chastened by his failure, waved apologies to the diners and followed after her.

“Well, at least we’re not in Iden anymore,” said the wizard.

Sophie ignore the gawkers on the cobbled streets of Thoulon, pointing and whispering about the naked woman riding the white horse. She focused on Cornett.

“Do you know how far Thoulon is from Sivarna?” asked Sophie.

“Oh, well, um, between reaching the sea and taking a boat the journey would have taken us about fifteen days from Mizara to reach Sivarna.” He stammered as he continued, “W-which is to say, that, um, the journey from Orleans to Sivarna is about three days… longer than that.”

“So it will take us eighteen days to reach Sivarna?”

“Well, ah, better make it an even twenty,” said Cornett.

Sophie’s jaw clenched tightly as she directed Arturo towards the nearest tavern. She desperately needed a drink.
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