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Back to Her Old Ways

“I’m going to sell your horse if you don’t pay for stabling tomorrow.”

The stablemaster’s words were ringing in Sophie Almodóvar’s ears as she walked into The Tawdry Tinpot, one of countless flesh pits masquerading as taverns located like barnacles along the dockside of old Atheklos. Of all things, it was Sir Guzman’s old stallion that was going to suspend Sophie’s career as a heroine and make her go back to her old ways. She didn’t blame the horse. In fact, she liked the horse quite a bit. She had found a name carved into its saddle, Alborotador, and had taken to calling the big brown stallion with the arrowhead point “Alberto.” Despite his name, he was a good horse, and Sophie assumed she would need one if she ever managed to find a reason to leave Atheklos.

She wasn’t going to let the stablemaster put Alberto in a chum bucket. If things didn’t work out tonight, she would do what it took to raise a little coin while she continued her search for a worthy cause to gain her the favor and forgiveness of Mardoch. If only the god would just send her a sign of what she needed to do. That would be helpful.

Sophie shouldered her way through the crowd at The Tawdry Tinpot. She felt more than one hand groping her round bottom as she moved through the press of sailors and stevedores. If she did need to go back to her old ways, she wouldn’t have any trouble finding interested customers. If they had the coin.

She shoved a drunk out of her way and parted the crowd around the bar to reach the tables gathered around the hearth. She saw the man she was looking for at once. He had long, stringy hair the color of dirty straw and wore it oiled and combed back, which further emphasized his large, bent nose. He was skinny almost to the point of being gaunt, his cheekbones prominent and his keen blue eyes set deep in his sockets. He watched Sophie approach, leaned back in his chair with one arm up and the other hand close to the pommel of the short sword on his belt.

“You must be Radigan,” said Sophie.

His eyes took her in slowly. The curve of her ample breasts squeezed into her half-cuirass. Her long, powerful legs and wide hips almost completely bare. Her arms muscular from swinging more than a sword. Her full lips now curving into a scowl as she was ogled by the scarecrow of a man.

“You are exactly how I pictured you,” said Radigan, wetting his thin lips. “Please, sit. Tell me why you think you wish to join the Sellsword’s Brotherhood.”

Sophie sat across from him, her own hand resting near the hilt of the sword called Temptress.

“I have been freelancing these past few days in Atheklos, hunting feral dogs and chasing off thugs, but I am looking for something that will reward me with more than coin. I want a cause, Radigan. Something that will put me in the good graces of Mardoch.”

Radigan snorted with laughter.

“Something funny?” frowned Sophie.

“The brotherhood is hardly a place for aspiring saints. We fight for coin and we fight as dirty as the circumstances require. Can you even afford membership?”

“I can get the gold,” said Sophie, glancing around the bar and seeing several men practically drooling at her bare legs and generous cleavage.

“Ah, well, that comes to one of the matters I fear I must raise.” Radigan leaned closer to her and lowered his voice. “I’ve done some poking into your past, Miss Almodóvar. Seems your family was once nobility and was disgraced for reasons that are kept secret by the Pateric Church. I didn’t delve into those much, but I did come upon rumors of witchcraft. Maybe even darkborne dealings. Your sister ended up locked in a nuthouse and you ran off to Sepreth to, well, offer your company to men.”

Sophie refused to feel ashamed for what she had done. Even bringing it up made the invisible darkborne curse mark on the back of her neck throb, which in turn sent a pulse of desire quivering in her loins. Her face grew hot. She squirmed in her seat and cleared her throat.

“I am sure men and women with all sorts of pasts take up with your brotherhood,” said Sophie. “I’ve heard the brotherhood called an army of villains.”

“Of course.” Radigan betrayed no offense. “Every cutthroat and blackguard from Orleans to Fergothia is eager to join the brotherhood and put their past behind them. But that brings me to another matter which concerns you: we do not take women.”

“There are women among your ranks,” protested Sophie.

“A handful,” said Radigan. “Each woman an exception to our rules. Which would mean to permit you to join would require a very good reason. You speak of cause, which to be honest sounds like foolishness to me, and you bring a rather sordid past, even for a member of the brotherhood. Why should I make an exception for you? Why should I let the crab louse into our pantaloons? Hmm?”

“You bastard,” muttered Sophie, getting up from her chair. “Why did you agree to meet me at all? I have more important things to—”

Radigan’s hand shot out and his long, skinny fingers wrapped Sophie’s wrist.

“Sit,” he said, his tone serious. “Please.”

She debated whether to kick his chair out from under him and knock him into the hearth or to sit back down and hear him out. She looked around at the rough customers eyeing her and salivating with lust and decided she had better exhaust every option with Radigan first.

“Make it quick,” said Sophie, plopping her lovely bottom back down. “And it had better sound an awful lot like an apology.”

“I have something better than an apology for a practical woman like you on the run from trouble in Sepreth,” said Radigan, his smile revealing his small, neat teeth. He reached into his cloak and took out two large gold coins. He thumped them down on the table between them. “Two gold sovereigns. For one night’s work.”

The sight of two gold sovereigns drew the attention of more unsavory types gathered in the tavern. It was not a fortune, not quite, but it was enough to kill someone for.

“What sort of work?” asked Sophie, pointedly not reaching for the coins. Letting their dangerous potential fizz in the tavern while Radigan eyed her across the table.

“I think you know, Sophie,” murmured Radigan. “The work you do best. A night in my room at the inn across the street. Whatever I want, you’ll give me. Whatever I need done, you’ll do. Until the cock crows.”

“Oh, I’m sure the cock would crow several times,” said Sophie. “But you are a cruel, disgusting man to lure me here under the pretenses of letting me join your brotherhood, only to treat me like a whore.”

“Three sovereigns,” said Radigan, slapping another onto the table.

The thrill worked its way through Sophie once more. She stared down at the three gold coins. She could pay off everything she owed the stablemaster and pay for another two weeks of room and board for her and the horse. It would be easy. One night. It wasn’t like she hadn’t done worse with much more disgusting men for much less.

Am I really? Could I possibly?

“Fine,” she said. “But I want it known that I despise you.”

Her hand covered the coins and she collected them from the table.

“It is known,” grinned Radigan. “Even appreciated. I will savor the disgust on your pretty face when the strings of your warm purse are cinched tight around my prick.”

She shuddered at his demeaning words. She couldn’t decide whether the shudder was one of disgust or filthy desire.

“Let’s go,” said Sophie, rising from her seat and walking out of the tavern, much to the chagrin of every hard-pricked sailor in her vicinity.

The Clam’s Bivouac was one of the worst names painted on the sign of an inn that Sophie had ever seen. The two-floor, half-timbered building had an overhanging second story and more than its fair share of missing shingles from its roof. Red lanterns glowed through the curtains of leaded windows lest there be any doubt what sort of establishment bore a name that ridiculous. The small tavern in the common area was packed with greasy dock rats waiting their turn to climb aboard one of the whores upstairs. Radigan waved his key at the grizzled barman and the slab of gristle nodded at the staircase.

“Follow me,” said Radigan as every pair of eyes in the bar instead followed Sophie and her swinging hips.

Once she was in Radigan’s room, the door bolted behind her, the oily sellsword was on Sophie and her armored bust like an octopus trying to pry open an oyster. One of his hands was on her bottom, squeezing and slipping his fingers beneath her loincloth as he bent his face to her cleavage and pressed kisses to the soft slopes of her breasts. The fingers of his other hand tugged and worked fruitlessly at her cuirass trying to pry it open.

“There’s a lever for that,” said Sophie, pushing him back. “Give me room, you brigand!”

“Oh, yes, show them to me,” rasped Radigan. “Been eyeing those lovely tits since you sauntered into that tavern.”

She pulled the hidden lever and with a click and a sprong the two halves of her cuirass dropped free of her breasts. The only thing covering her ample loveliness was a sweat-damp wrap to keep the armor from chafing. Radigan grabbed it and pulled, freeing Sophie’s soft tits and filling his hands with their yielding roundness.

“By Mardoch,” laughed Radigan. “I’ve won the pot tonight! Ohhhh, yes indeed!”

He planted warm, sloppy kisses up and down the sweaty slopes of Sophie’s breasts. Her efforts to remain aloof were soon forgotten as the oily mercenary began licking and sucking at the straining buds of her nipples. He moved back and forth between them, sucking like a rabid tot and smothering his face in her cleavage. Each suck of his mouth sent a hot pulse to Sophie’s core that tickled her clit and radiated up to that damned throbbing mark on the back of her neck.

The darkborne curse was a wordless voice hissing in Sophie’s head. Even without words, she imagined it whispering, “Do it. Give in to your desire. Only pleasure can sustain you. Only ecstasy can satisfy the ache. Do it. Fuck him.”

“Alright, alright,” muttered Sophie. “I was already going to fuck him.”

“Hmmm?” Radigan, red-faced, looked up from Sophie’s breasts. “What was that you said?”

“I was not speaking to you,” replied Sophie, pushing Radigan back hard enough that he fell onto the lumpy bed. She climbed astride him, much to Radigan’s delight, and reached for the bulge in his trousers. “Let me see what I have to work with. A broadsword? A dagger? A thimble?”

“See for yourself,” said Radigan, grinning with the cockiness of a man who either came to battle well-prepared or was too much the fool to know better.

Sophie’s hand soon found his pommel and gave it a squeeze. He let out a groan as her fingers searched the length of his grip all the way to the hilt. She raised an eyebrow and gave him the slightest nod of her head. She gave his trousers a tug and drew his mighty claymore. A two-hander, to be sure. She gave his reddening length a few good strokes and then dipped her head to his lap.

The moment her tongue touched the purple cap of Radigan’s cock, darkborne pleasure shivered through Sophie’s body. It was her first taste of the feast she would soon enjoy.

“That’s it,” moaned Radigan, pressing down on Sophie’s head. “Suck it. Show me those doxy skills you’ve learned on Sepreth. Ohhhh, that’s good. Put your tits around it too. Ohhhhhh, gods forgive me, if it’s witchcraft, I’ll sell my soul for it…”

Radigan flopped back with his head among the pillows, watching as Sophie rode her soft breasts around his shaft and popped his straining tip in and out of the sweet oval of her lips. Her tongue flicked at his very tip, tasting the welling flow of precum as she made lewd sucking sounds. There was no shame in it for her. She had sold herself long enough to forget about such trivialities.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, sucking harder at his cock. His cock rode her tongue to the back of her throat as she crushed her soft breasts against his thighs. Radigan’s fingers tightened in Sophie’s hair. She felt the tension building in his body. That delicious tightening just before he would cum.

“Ohhhhhh, yesssss,” groaned Radigan, dropping his head back to the pillows and surrendering to the intoxicating pleasure of Sophie’s skilled mouth.

Radigan’s hot seed erupted deep in Sophie’s mouth. She felt the rush of pleasure through her body and in the warm, intoxicating pulse of her mark. She sucked him and drank the flow of his seed and with it the very substance of his pleasure. As Radigan weakened, Sophie grew stronger. She swallowed again and again, her cheeks hollow and her throat working against the pulsing head of his cock.

She popped her lips free of his cock, smiling and with a healthy glow in her cheeks. It was like a fine meal and a good nap all at once and what was more, Radigan’s reddened prick, still flexing with aftershocks of his pleasure, remained as stiff as a sword.

“How?” he moaned, lifting his head to watch as she stroked his cock with one hand and leaned forward to kiss the trail of hair up his abdomen. “How am I yet hard after that?”

“Mmmmm, must have been backed up, Radigan,” she purred, climbing atop him and drawing aside the gusset of her panties. Her warm folds dragged his tip as she teased him with her lustful body. He seemed so much smaller beneath her. Diminished as much by what she had just done to him as how badly he craved more.

She thought of demanding he let her into the brotherhood. She probably could have in that moment as his hands came up to caress her hips and squeeze her shapely bottom. But she decided in that moment that she didn’t want to be recruited by the likes of Radigan. He would use that as power over her and probably find jobs that kept her close so he could fuck her as he pleased. He had a nice enough cock, but she loathed the idea of being chained to the man and rather doubted that being his personal concubine would qualify as a good deed in the eyes of Mardoch.

“What’re you waiting for?” demanded Radigan, giving Sophie’s ass a hard smack. “Get on with it, slut! Let’s see if your cunny is as fresh as your mouAAAAAAHHHH!!”

Sophie shut him up by impaling her tight, gripping cunt onto the full length of Radigan’s cock. He groaned and thrust upwards, hilting inside her and giving her a bit of a surprise.

“Oh, yessss,” she gasped, almost against her will, falling into his arms. He laughed, his hands still gripping her round buttocks as she began to ride him. Pressing atop him. Kissing him without even thinking of who she was kissing. He murmured in surprise, greeting her lips with his thrusting tongue. Their animosity momentarily forgotten as their bodies conspired in a secret ritual of pleasure.

She rode him faster, making the bed creak and shake beneath him and making it difficult to maintain their intense lip lock. Their kiss broke and she pushed up from his chest once more, her soft tits bouncing and heaving with the force of her ride. The bed thumping against the old inn’s musty floor.

“You’re a vision,” groaned Radigan. “Oh, to wake with you atop me each morning. Perhaps you could visit me on the battlefield.”

“Perhaps I’ll let the enemy buy my sword and run it through you,” she teased.

“Big words with my sword buried in your lovely guts,” he laughed, heaving her off him and onto her back so that he could take her from a more dominant position.

“Ahhhh!” she cried as he bent her legs back and hammered his cock into her silky depths.

Sophie was taken by surprise. An orgasm forced from her clutching cunt by the oily mercenary and his vile words. She wrapped her powerful legs around him, drawing his cock deeper as her pleasure peaked and she cried out in wordless bliss. This too fed her strength and she gripped him tighter between her thighs.

“Cah! You’re a strong one!” groaned Radigan, glancing down at her legs even as he continued to pound into her pussy.

“Stronger than you,” she laughed, crushing him tighter.

“Ohhhhhh!” He shuddered, eyes wide, cock pulsing. “Can’t… ohhhh… can’t stop!”

“That’s it, Radigan,” moaned Sophie, eyes wild with delight. “Give it all to me! I can handle everything you’ve got!”

He exploded with twice the force of his first orgasm, pumping his hot spunk deep into Sophie’s ravenous cunt. The force of his explosion sent a fresh wave of pleasure rippling through her body. She bucked against him, squeezing her legs to draw him as deep as possible and drinking the pure pleasure of his release by way of her darkborne curse. It was an orgasm so intense that it did not just revitalize her, it gave her strength and stamina well beyond that of a normal human.

Radigan paid the price for such pleasure. It was not the soul-sucking of a succubus, but something more physical. She exhausted him so utterly that he collapsed atop her as suddenly as a man knocked unconscious by a blow. His cheek against her shoulder and a shuddering snore escaping his lips. His cock began to shrivel and she rolled him easily off her body.

She could have robbed him too, but Sophie had a feeling Mardoch was watching for that sort of thing. She cast a glance heavenward as she tucked the mercenary into his bed.

“Alright, he’s all safe and sound. No harm done.” She made the sign of the pillars and hopped over to the wash basin to clean up. She was no closer to reaching her goal of impressing Mardoch with her good days, but she was wide awake and three sovereigns richer.

It was time for a drink.
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A Pitiful Trio

Sophie was on her fifth mug of honeyed braggot at her favorite corner table of The Tawdry Tinpot listening to the drum of rain on the roof. The hour had grown late. The crowd was dwindling. She’d rejected every advance from the sailors and stevedores and had knocked one particularly persistent drunk on his ass with a backhanded swing. The few remaining patrons of the tavern were giving her plenty of space.

The door suddenly swung open and three rain-soaked figures staggered in from the downpour. From her vantage point near the fire, Sophie couldn’t see them very well, but she could hear the men approaching the other patrons.

“Get away from me!” one of the drunken sailors shouted, shoving them back.

“Oh, let them in from the rain,” shouted Sophie.

The other patrons grumbled but stopped trying to throw the trio back out.

The rain-soaked threesome approached someone else and Sophie could make out an imploring tone. This sailor answered them with a shake of his head. They approached another and another, making their way through the crowd and being met with hostility. Finally, they made their way to Sophie and the warmth of the hearth. She finally got a good look at them.

Three men in wet, disheveled peasant cloaks. Two of the men were quite young, barely more than boys, with dark hair and a hint of fuzz on their chins. Their tanned faces spoke to time spent outside and their lean bodies suggested they were not well fed. The biggest of the three was also the oldest. His beard was thick and gray and his face heavily lined from a life of labor. He had the same brown eyes as the two younger men, suggesting he was their father or possibly even their grandfather.

“Please, ah, miss,” he said, “could I have a word?”

Sophie gestured with her mug and the old man approached with the two younger men in tow. All three seemed a bit taken aback by Sophie’s appearance, but they did their best to politely conceal their interest in her ample bosom and revealing armor. The older man succeeded better than the younger two. Sophie could feel them staring at her like a couple of timid but hungry dogs.

The old man pulled up a chair across from Sophie and his kin stood behind him. He was lit from the side by the firelight so that he seemed half in shadow.

“My name is Tobias Andino,” said the old man. “These are my grandsons Nikolas and Lukas.” He paused for Sophie to introduce herself, but she was not eager to give her name and simply waited for him to continue. “I, ah, was sent by my village to find mercenaries.”

“Lots of sell swords here,” said Sophie. “Have you tried the brotherhood?”

“Oh, miss, we can’t afford them,” said Tobias. “I am from Vodena, in the shadow of Mount Nysiros, and we are poor farmers and goatherds. We can feed mercenaries and give them a bed and even pay them in coin after our crops have sold. Harvest isn’t far away.”

“Weeks away,” said Sophie.

“Ah, well, goats can be sold sooner. But you look like an able woman and you have a sword. Is it for hire?”

“Perhaps.” Sophie dropped her sheathed blade on the table with a thump. “Tell me more about your village’s problem? Is it bandits?”

“Of a sort,” said Tobias, wringing water from his cloak.

“Tell her, grandfather,” said the lad named Nikolas.

“There is no point hiding it,” said Lukas. “She’ll find out soon enough. Better to get it out of the way.”

Tobias gestured for them to calm themselves. Their worries had Sophie interested. These might be the charity cases she needed to earn some favor with Mardoch.

“Out with it,” she said, still feigning disinterest.

Tobias sighed, seemed to gather himself, and then admitted, “It’s lizardfolk.”

“Is it now?” Sophie could not hide her curiosity any longer. “You’ve been attacked. From the mountains?”

He nodded.

“Mount Nysiros has grown, well, unsettled. There is smoke from the caldera and the lizardfolk are growing hostile. We usually were able to live peacefully with them, but a new band has formed up there under some hotheaded new leader claiming their god has awoken and demands conquest. They have been coming down from the mountain and attacking surrounding villages.”

“How many are there?” asked Sophie.

“Hundreds maybe,” said Lukas.

“It’s not that many,” said Tobias quickly. “Not doing the raiding. They’ve captured Kanos and sacked it. Word is they’ve been slaving and killing. It’s only a matter of time before they come for Vodena. They’ve already attacked some of the farms outside the village.”

“Our farm,” said Nikolas, looking down sadly. “They killed my pa.”

“The boys have come to live with me inside the village,” said Tobias, a twinkle of sadness in his eyes. “You can stay in our house too.”

Lizardfolk were serious business. Some of their tribes ate humans and the big reptiles were deadly warriors under any circumstances. She didn’t know if she could defeat a single lizardfolk warrior in battle, let alone hundreds.

This is too much for me, she thought. This isn’t fucking and bullying a few goblins. This is a serious threat that demands a company of soldiers or a squadron of knights. Not me, alone, with three scared farmers.

“I can see the doubt in your eyes, miss,” said Tobias, rising from his chair. “I understand. I would not want to put you in danger. Come on, boys. We can talk to that priest and that big knight we saw earlier. Maybe we can persuade them—”

Sophie grabbed Tobias by his wet sleeve and yanked him back towards the table.

“You saw a priest and a knight together?” asked Sophie.

“Yeah, not far from here at the Seafarer’s Repast,” said Lukas. “The knight was huge. I’ve never seen a knight that big. Seemed like a northerner.”

Nikolas added, “They had a whole gang of men with them. Soldiers or mercenaries or something. Swarthy and tough.”

Sir Varlock of Jagdensburg, Captain Jeg, and that damned priest had followed her to Atheklos. She had feared it would happen, but she had thought she would have more time.

“Forget them,” said Sophie, standing up and belting on her sword. “When do knights ever help anyone? I will accept your offer. My sword for the silver from your harvest. I will go with you and teach your villagers to fight the lizardfolk.”

“Mardoch be praised!” cried Tobias and he threw his arms around Sophie, squeezing her so tightly he wrung cold water from his wet cloak directly into her cleavage.
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The Journey Begins

Sophie paid off the stablemaster to get Alberto back and spent her remaining gold buying provisions for the village of Vodena. Part of it was to encourage them to leave town as quickly as possible. She knew of a provisioner and smithy that sold equipment on the western outskirts of Atheklos. The provisions consisted of sacks of alchemical ingredients that could be used to make blast powder along with twenty or so cheap iron swords, bracketed wooden shields, and helmets.

“I’ll teach you how to swing them and how to fight,” said Sophie, watching from her saddle as Nikolas and Lukas loaded the weapons into their grandfather’s mule cart. “I’ll show you how to make explosive barrels to blast the lizards if they dare attack your village.”

“It’s only a matter of time until the scaly marauders come for Vodena,” said Tobias from the driver’s seat of the cart. “We have spent so long searching for our savior that it will be lucky to reach Mount Nyserios before the lizards attack. I thank you humbly, my lady. Your generosity and bravery will not be forgotten.”

They set off from Atheklos just before dawn. They followed the trade road along the Sklor River inland from the ancient port city. The rains had darkened the river with mud and its waters had swollen nearly to the tops of its banks. Nikolas and Lukas took turns riding atop the cargo in the mule cart and their grandfather drove the scrawny mule as hard as he dared. The trade road was stone and they made good time for the first day. Tobias warned that it would be rougher going once they left the Sklor and continued west.

“The mud will make two days take four,” he said as they made camp on that first night. “And that’s if we’re lucky and there is no more rain. This dry country is not used to such prolonged rain. Some say it’s being caused by the smoke from Mount Nyserios. The fires of the earth demand quenching by the skies.”

The rain had stopped and the fire did a fair job of keeping the cold at bay. Sophie showed Nikolas and Lukas how to parry, block, and make simple thrusts and swings. They were strong lads, but easily distracted by Sophie’s loveliness and prone to staring at her breasts rather than the sword coming their way. She had to turn the blade of Temptress and smack them with the flat of it to teach them a lesson. Once they’d had enough of a spanking from her, she sent them off to their bedrolls.

“How about you, old man?” panted Sophie, looking at Tobias perched by the campfire. “Want to test your sword against mine?”

To her surprise, Tobias stood. He looked uncertain for a moment but walked over and picked up one of the iron swords. The way he raised it, gripped it, and gave it a practice swing told Sophie she was dealing with no amateur.

“You’ve fought before,” she said as Tobias limped over.

“Long ago,” said Tobias sadly. “Another life. I fought for the king of Anglesey in the War of the Seven Crowns. My wife, Ladra, God rest her, was from Heraklion. So after my duty was done I moved there. I swore off battle and have not picked up a sword since.”

“So why now?” asked Sophie.

“Ladra is gone and so is my son now.” He looked in the direction of the two lumps of his grandsons in their blankets. “I fight for them. And for my village.”

Sophie felt a warmth for the gray-haired old man and his words. A warmth that produced a distinct throbbing from the mark on the back of her neck.

“Not now,” she whispered.

“What’s that?” asked Tobias, taking two more practice swings.

“I said, come at me now,” she said, raising her guard. “I won’t fight back except to parry and block. You show me what you can—”

The clang of swords interrupted her i. Tobias was shockingly fast for such an old man. His body lean and his arms well-muscled. Sophie was able to parry each swing, but only with effort. She found herself as taxed by Tobias as by any man she had fought before. Even Ser Varlock. But this intense combat took its toll on Tobias. After only a few dozen swings, the man’s face looked sickly and he was gasping for breath.

“That’s enough,” she said, catching his swing as he began to slow. “That’s fine. There is nothing I can teach you old man.”

She caught him on her shoulder as he missed a step and she helped him back to the fire. They sat down together as he caught his breath.

“That’s a… a fine blade you have,” he wheezed, nodding towards her sword.

“Temptress,” she said, holding it out to him. “It was destined for someone else, but I charmed it away from a smith. A real piece of work.”

She handed it to Tobias and he turned it over in his hands. He ran his callused thumb across the blade and stroked the steel. He hissed as the unusual sharpness of Temptress split his callus.

“Let me see.” Sophie took his hand and looked at the wound. She felt an intense, craving throb from the back of her neck and before she knew what she was doing she had popped his wounded thumb into her mouth and began sucking it. “Mmmmmmm.”

Tobias said nothing as she tongued the split and tasted the faint coppery taste of his blood. Her lips a soft purse drawn round his thumb. Her eyelashes fluttering as she felt an unexpected tremor of pleasure. She popped his thumb from between her lips and blushed with embarrassment.

“My mother used to tell us to suck the blood if we cut a finger,” she gasped. “It stops the wound from festering I think.”

“Haven’t heard that one,” said Tobias. “But can’t say I minded your nursing method.”

He exchanged her sword for his wounded hand and Sophie looked away from him to try to quiet the throbbing from the curse mark on her neck. She stared into the fire. She could feel Tobias watching her. No doubt curious about her. She felt she could trust the old man.

“There is something I must tell you before we reach your village, Tobias,” she murmured. “My family is cursed – I am cursed – with a mark of dark evil. It is here, on my neck. You cannot see it, but every moment I feel its dark influence on me. It compels me to do things sometimes. No, that’s not exactly true. It rewards me for doing things.”

“What sort of things?” asked Tobias, his words measured, but not unkind.

Sophie looked at him, her face deep in the firelight. Her smile sad and honest.

“Pleasure, Tobias,” she whispered. “I can eat and drink and sleep, but I will not find strength or rest without pleasure. I do not suck souls or anything like that, so put such worries out of your head. But I do require pleasure, and this can be exhausting for those who I enlist to help me.”

Tobias seemed to consider her words. He glanced over at his grandsons apparently asleep in their bedrolls, then slowly back at Sophie.

“I’m an old man,” he croaked. “I might tire quickly.”

Lust flooded through Sophie as she saw the man’s happy acceptance of her suggestion. She stopped fighting the mark and let its heat suffuse her body with unholy need. She let the blanket that had been warming her back fall away from her shoulders and she crawled towards Tobias. Sophie could see a hint of fear in his expression. Perhaps the realization of what he had just agreed to do for her. But it was too late for the old man.

She was going to fuck him.

Her kiss was scorching hot. A flood of pent desire unleashed in a molten, open-mouthed embrace. Tongue-to-tongue with a steamy thrust. Her hand caressing the firm muscles of his chest. His scars so pronounced that she felt the ridges of them through his tunic.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned the old man, returning her kiss and slipping a hand to the curve of her hip. His fingers boldly parting her loincloth. Sophie shifted onto her knees and gently pushed Tobias onto his back beside the fire. Her loincloth fell away from her hips and cool air caressed the tufted folds of her cunt and the bare cleavage of her buttocks. She smiled at Tobias and by the light of the fire she pulled the hidden lever of her cuirass and let the halves of her armor drop free.

“Oh, my, you’ve prepared for this,” croaked Tobias.

“A woman needs a few tricks to get by in this world,” she said with a wink as she unwrapped her breasts. He groaned at the sight of her heavy bosoms dangling beneath her ribcage. She let him feel the warm weight of them against his lap as she crawled over him. One hand searching his trousers and the other unbuttoning his undershirt. She kissed his abdomen. His chest. Her tongue traced his battle scars up to his shoulder.

“Ohhhh, Sophie,” moaned Tobias, his big, rough hands cradling her ass. “Whatever sustenance you need from me, you may take.”

“How generous,” she giggled, at last tugging open the laces of his trousers.

Tobias groaned as Sophie filled her hand with the stiff length of his cock. Her thumb found the underside of his bulbous tip and stroked him as her fingers wrapped the shaft. She kissed Tobias again, pumping her hand on his hardness to draw out his desire. He held tightly to her ass and moaned beneath her hungry lips. Her breasts and thighs against him. Her body undoubtedly warming him better than the nearby fire.

Then, mid-kiss, with a deft move of her hips, Tobias was inside her. She filled her slick cunt with his full length and gasped against his kiss as her inner muscles squeezed and measured his hardness. He was but an old, retired soldier and farmer and she was an insatiable, dark-cursed harlot at the height of her skills. She rolled her hips and bowed her back atop him. Her breasts swung and stiff nipples dragged his chest as she bent her kiss back to his lips. Moaning with him as the liquid ecstasy of her cunt rode atop the mighty pillar of this old warrior’s cock.

“Mardoch,” moaned the old man, a smile on his face as he begged, “protect me from this demon.”

“Oh, no, there’s no saving you now,” laughed Sophie kissing him again and riding harder atop his cock. His fingers tightened on her ass. His cock stiffened inside her. The mark burned with hunger for the old man’s pleasure. Sophie wanted it too. “Cum for me now, Tobias.”

“Inside you?” gasped the old man.

“Wherever you want it,” moaned Sophie, kissing him again and darting her tongue against his.

“Nowhere better,” groaned Tobias, leaning up to kiss her back. He thrust into her with surprising force. An upward stroke that caused his cock to plunge against one of the most sensitive spots in the very depths of Sophie’s cunt. She let out a surprised cry of ecstasy, her orgasm suddenly peaking.

In that moment of Sophie’s pleasure, she felt Tobias stiffen beneath her. His hands almost crushing her ass. His upward stroke desperate. And then, with a satisfying rush of pure energy, he began to cum. His hot seed spurting inside her with the force and quantity of a much younger man. Her body responding to each spasm with a spasm of her own. A gearwork of pleasure spinning and spurting and pumping to a mutual peak and descent.

Tobias sagged beneath her. His strength had been spent in that single explosive release. Sophie fell against him, euphoric and buzzing in her afterglow.

“Oh, Tobias,” she moaned, giving his cock a playful squeeze with her inner muscles and feeling his cream oozing out. “You fuck better than most men half your age.”

“You… you did all the work,” he wheezed.

“Mmmmm, that finish was all you, old man,” she giggled and fell against him, kissing him playfully and then much more intensely in a slow, hot, wet swirl of their tongues. His cock slowly deflating and slipping from inside her. “I’ll keep watch over you and the others tonight.”

“Have you had your fill?” he asked, clearly in no position to offer her another fuck.

“For now, old man,” she said with a wink and tucked him beneath his blanket.

The watch was uneventful, but the next day it was clear the dynamic of the small group had changed. Tobias shared knowing glances with Sophie, gazing at her with a certain wistful affection that made her concerned. As though the old man had fallen in love, but knew he could not ask her to reciprocate. She smiled back at him, but her feelings grew guarded.

Perhaps worse were the looks from Nikolas and Lukas. If they had been asleep at all during Sophie’s encounter with their grandfather it was obvious they had awoken at some point during it. They whispered to one another and stole hungry looks in Sophie’s direction. She had to remind herself that the brothers were men, not boys, despite their juvenile behavior. Their whispering was so frustrating she thought about blurting out what had happened between her and Tobias just to see their reaction.

But she did not. She stayed in Alberto’s saddle and said little. The rains, though threatened by overcast skies, never fell upon them. A relief that allowed them to make better than expected time as the cobblestones gave way to passably muddy roads. By the late afternoon, the sun was out, the rain was drying, and the first smudges of volcanic smoke became visible on the horizon.

“Another day and we’ll make it at this rate,” said Tobias. “But my mule has been nearly done in. We should make camp before much longer.”

“Sundown,” said Sophie. “I’ll scout ahead for high ground.”

She clucked her tongue and knocked her heels against Alberto’s flanks, driving her horse ahead of the mule cart. She slowed once she was over the next hill and soon realized she was being followed by Nikolas and Lukas running like madmen to keep up with her horse. She pulled at the reins and stopped entirely to let them catch up.

“What? What is it?” she asked, turning Alberto to face them.

“Please… Miss Almodóvar… let us come with you,” said Nikolas, doubling over with his hands on his thighs as he fought to gulp enough air.

“We can help you scout,” panted Lukas.

“I am riding on a horse. You two had to run like fools to catch up with me. Does it seem like I need the help of a couple of running fools?”

They exchanged a conspiratorial glance.

Sophie’s brow furrowed and she regarded the sweaty pair with growing suspicion. She had been chased after by her fair share of young men eager for her voluptuous flesh, but two orphaned brothers would be a first.

“Alright, boys, out with it,” she commanded.

Nikolas, still out of breath, managed to stand up straight and take a step towards her. “We heard you with opa last night.”

“You did,” said Sophie, her lips tightening into a line of worry as her mark began to pulse with need. “What did you hear?”

“You were making it with him,” said Lukas. “We could see you by the fire and you were making love with him.”

“So?” demanded Sophie.

“We heard what you were saying too,” continued Nikolas, taking another step closer. “About your curse. About how making love is the only way you can get food.”

“How it’s like good and rests you up to make love,” said Lukas.

“Stop saying ‘make love’,” growled Sophie. “What I do is not ‘making love.’ Not even if I like the guy. I fuck. I have sex. I screw. And you had better keep what you heard to yourself. And none of this has anything to do with getting to your village and fending off the lizardfolk. So you had better—”

“We can help!” blurted Lukas.

“I’m not interested in your help,” said Sophie.

“We’ve got all sorts of energy,” said Nikolas, patting his chest. “We can give you lots of it and do it all night long.”

“In shifts,” suggested Nikolas.

“As much as you need,” said Lukas. He gave Sophie a look of earnest longing that made the mark on the back of her neck pulse hotter. A realization came to her as she gazed into his innocent eyes.

“You are a virgin,” she said to Lukas. Her gaze swept to Nikolas. “The both of you. Two grown men unsullied by sex.”

Both hung their heads, no doubt ashamed to have come of age without wives or lovers. Tobias had mentioned they grew up on the family farm, perhaps remote enough in the foothills that there were no women nearby to part them from their chastity.

“I am not the woman you should seek for such a first,” warned Sophie. “The mark on me is evil and makes me do evil things. If I did this, it would mark you for the rest of your lives. That is not what you want. Do you hear me? Quit sulking. Go back to your grandfather, boys. I will do the scouting without any help.”

Sophie dug her bootheels into Alberto’s sides and went racing off down the road without waiting for an answer. She tried to put Nikolas and Lukas from her mind. They were handsome young men and lurid thoughts of having them and corrupting them were difficult to shake.

In her mind, their cocks were so pink and clean. Her fingers wrapped around both. Their faces contorted with pleasure. Begging for more as she moved between them, riding them and filling her mouth with their spurting stiffness. Invigorated as their cocks gushed and painted lost innocence across her heaving breasts.

“I will not,” she hissed through gritted teeth, trying to silence the throbbing in her loins.

She found comfort in the reassuring drum of Alberto’s hooves. The plume from Mount Nysiros rose ahead of her, darkening the sky and revealing the fuming cap of the volcanic mountain. Lightning flickered high in the clouds and distant thunder rumbled from the horizon. The foreboding plume would have been worrying at any time, but it was downright terrifying to be riding towards it. No wonder the lizardfolk were unsettled. It was as if night was rising from the fires of the earth. A darkness that could consume the world.

The volcano was still a day’s ride distant. They needed to shelter for the night. Sophie sought a campsite in the bluffs on either side of the road. She found an old firepit and a spot with a good view of the surrounding countryside. If the lizardfolk had made it this far from Nysiros she might at least have some warning before the creatures attacked the campsite.

She would face the perils of Mount Nysiros tomorrow. Tonight, she would rest up.

Perhaps Tobias could help her with that.
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Substitutions Made Out of Necessity

The blanket was not big enough to hide Sophie completely. Her feet and bare rump stuck out from the blanket as her head and shoulders moved steadily up and down. Her mouth was tight around the old man’s cock. Her tongue flicking and working against his cockhead with growing need. Her fingers massaging his saliva-drenched bollocks.

“Ohhhhh, my dear,” Tobias whispered, stroking the bobbing blanket with one hand. “Your kiss is heaven… but my flesh is weak.”

She lifted her head from his cock, the blanket sliding back from her head and revealing his glistening cock and her breasts. Her honey brown eyes glittered in the firelight.

“I am an old man, Sophie,” rasped Tobias, looking at her with disappointment. “I want to help you, all night, you are a fantasy come true, but the iron has left me. I am afraid you did too good a job of it last night.”

He looked down sadly at his limp, wet cock in her hand. Sophie frowned.

It wasn’t that she had never encountered a limp cock before. She had met plenty during her time spent selling pleasure in Cutthroat’s Refuge. Get enough rum into the lustiest sailor and his sword turned into an overgrown noodle. Sophie had been impatient with customers too drunk for sex. She had spent the better part of an hour trying to coax poor old Tobias to full mast.

“Forgive me, please,” whispered Tobias, caressing her cheek. “Perhaps tomorrow night.”

“Right, tomorrow,” said Sophie. “Do not worry yourself, Tobias.”

She crawled beside him, pulling the blanket over them both and resting his head against the swell of her breasts. She stroked his hair as he kissed and nuzzled into the warmth of her bosom. Before long, the tired old man began to snore. Sophie remained awake, watching the firelight and how it resembled the distant sparks of the burning mountain visible at night.

Her exhaustion weighed on her. She wondered if self-pleasure might at least give her some small bit of energy. It was never the same, never easy, but it did sometimes work.

Sophie eased Tobias off her breasts and slid a roll of clothing underneath his head as a pillow. He grunted and turned away from her. Sophie sat up and peered past the fire to the two bedrolls on the other side of the campsite. She had insisted Nikolas and Lukas sleep farther away than the night before. Could they have heard her whispered conversations with their grandfather? They certainly suspected what Sophie was doing with him.

“Silly boys,” muttered Sophie, drawing her cloak over her naked body and rising to her feet. She padded barefoot away from the fire and towards the cliff overlooking the road. She found a comfortable spot and settled back on her fur-lined cloak. She watched the fires and lightning flickering in the distant night sky. Felt the ominous rumble of the pyroclastic thunder.

She parted her shapely thighs, bracing one hand behind her for support as she stroked her other hand down her breasts, her flat tummy, and to the dark-thatched mound of her cunt. Her fingers found the bud of her clit and she began to massage the sensitive bud. The mark on the back of Sophie’s neck throbbed and buzzed, but almost in annoyance. Like the buzzing of a hornet being shaken in a tin cup. This was not what the darkborne mark wanted of her.

She plunged three fingers past her folds, hissing with discomfort at her lack of lubrication. She tried to will herself to become more aroused. She remembered past lovers. Past moments of pleasure. Even the bumpy little cocks and ugly faces of the goblins as they took their turns with her in their cave. Nothing was exciting her and the more she touched herself the more unpleasantly sensitive she became.

She drew her fingers from her depths and held them up to the smoky moonlight. Hardly a drop of moisture on them.

“Damn it all,” moaned Sophie. “How long must this go on?”

“Miss?”

Sophie jerked upright and covered her breasts with her arms. While she had been touching herself and getting mad at her own lack of arousal, Nikolas and Lukas had crept up behind her like a couple of assassins.

“What are you doing?” she demanded, keeping her back to them. “Go back to the campsite. This is not for you.”

“Miss, please,” said Nikolas, crawling out of the underbrush and closer to Sophie. “We know your curse. We know grandfather could not give you what you need.”

“Oh, you know everything, do you? Go back to your beds!” Sophie hissed at them over her shoulder, hoping her furrowed brow would send them away.

No. The pair of them, fresh-faced and wide-eyed, crawled closer to her. Dressed only in their grimy night shirts. Slender and tired but oh so very eager to look upon Sophie and her naked beauty.

“Please,” whispered Lukas. “We talked it over. We don’t want to die as virgins.”

“Oh, that’s manipulative,” groaned Sophie.

“Killed by lizardfolk… like our dearly departed father,” added Nikolas. “But we would’ve died never knowing the touch of a woman.”

“Let alone one as pretty as you, Miss Sophie,” said Lukas.

She was about to shout at them like mischievous dogs, but an intense throb from the mark on the back of her neck stopped her short. She sucked in a shuddering breath and felt that sensation pulse a moment later in her core. A heat gathering between her legs. An unmistakable dampness welling at delicate folds.

“Well…”

The brothers exchanged a look in the moonlight. They turned back to Sophie and she saw sly smiles on their faces.

“If we could just maybe see a bit of you, Miss Sophie,” said Nikolas. “We could think of you when times get tough.”

“Picture you as you are,” nodded Lukas in agreement. “Uncovered, I mean.”

“Oh, alright,” sighed Sophie. “You can have a look, but no touching.”

She turned around slowly, her legs still folded to give her some semblance of modesty from the waist down as she lifted her hands from her breasts. The more than ample mounds of Sophie’s creamy breasts seemed almost to glow in the moonlight. Her nipples stiff against the cool night air. Straining. Yearning to be touched.

“Look at those,” whispered Lukas.

“So big,” gawped Nikolas. “Like two great kolodo melons.”

“No, no, like two ripe garmongzos,” said Lukas. “Are they soft, miss?”

“Of course,” said Sophie, slowly hefting them with both hands. She squeezed them together and let them settle back against her ribcage. She pinched her stiff nipples and lifted her breasts before dropping them again. She had to admit, the rapturous delight on the faces of the two young men was good to see. Feeling generous, she said, “Go on. Feel for yourselves. There’s one for each.”

“Oh! Thank you, miss!” whispered Nikolas with excitement.

Both lads crawled closer to her. Nikolas reached right out with both hands, grasping Sophie’s left breast as his brother more tentatively stroked her right. Their hands were exceedingly gentle and careful. Measuring her soft mounds. Testing their weight and tracing their shape. They were especially fascinated with her nipples. Poking and pinching her stiff buds as she leaned back and watched the two excited young men squeezing and prodding her breasts.

“It’s like I dreamed,” whispered Nikolas.

“No, even better than that,” said Lukas. “This is heaven. This is… goodness. Miss? Could I? Could I give it a kiss?”

“Oh, she wouldn’t let you do that,” said Nikolas, giving his brother a nudge.

Sophie graced them with an angelic smile even as the darkborne mark beat a lusty rhythm through her body. She draped an arm around each of them and drew them closer.

“It’s alright,” she whispered. “Go on. Kiss them all you want.”

“Ohhhh, yessss, Miss Sophie,” moaned Lukas, immediately pressing his face to Sophie’s left breast. Smacking kisses and nuzzling the softness of it. His tongue lashing her nipple. His mouth latching to her tit like a hungry tot as he began to suck and moan.

“Thank you, Miss Sophie,” whispered Nikolas, looking up into her eyes as he softly kissed a circle around her right nipple, hefting her breast with both hands. She sucked in a hot gasp and cradled their heads, drawing them both to her nipples. She savored the warm suction of their eager young mouths. The flick of their tongues. The vibrations of their muffled moans.

“Good boysssss,” she moaned, relaxing her folded legs and giving them a view between them.

Both lads moaned at the sight, admiring her thatched cunt already glistening thanks to their curious efforts. Sophie released the lads and shamelessly began to stroke her cunt as the brothers sucked and fondled her breasts. Their hot mouths spurred on her efforts until she had three fingers pumping in and out of her very slick cunt making obscene sounds. These accompanied her gasps and soft cries and the wet popping mouths of Nikolas and Lukas as they sucked Sophie’s tits.

“By Mardoch,” gasped Sophie, bucking her hips and fucking herself towards the rising, tightening heat of her climax. “Suck them. Ohhhhh yesssss. Suck my tits. Ohhhhh! Boyyyyys!”

She threw back her head, panting, breath steaming with the heat of her ecstasy in the cool night air. Her cunt rippling against her fingers. Her nipples seeming to throb with the spasms of her climax. Each drum of her inner muscles against her fingers met with a pulse of pleasure from the dark symbol on the back of her neck.

She was energized. Awake. But hungry for more.

“Lukas,” she hissed.

“Mmmm?” He popped his lips free of her reddened nipple. “What, Miss Sophie?”

She smashed a kiss to the young man’s lips and thrust her hungry tongue into his mouth. He moaned in surprise, but gamely returned the kiss after a moment. She held Nikolas against her breast as she swapped steamy kisses with his brother. Then she released his head and whispered, “Nikolas.”

“Yeah?” asked Nikolas, lifting his face from Sophie’s breast and wiping his lips and chin on the sleeve of his nightshirt.

“Get your cock out,” she said to him. “Both of you. Stand up right now and show Miss Sophie your cocks.”

The brothers exchanged a glance and then rose to their feet obediently. Sophie was breathless, her breasts heaving and her nipples red and glistening from being sucked by the two young men. Aftershocks of her orgasm shuddered through her body as she watched them.

Nikolas and Lukas slid their nightshirts up their scrawny legs. They revealed shins scuffed from labor, knobby knees, and skinny thighs, and finally, two almost perfectly equal cocks. Stiff and red and wet at the tips with precum. Hairier around the roots than she had pictured them in her head, but nothing like the thick, coarse pelt of their grandfather. They lifted their nightshirts all the way up to their chests and stood with their hips thrust forward and their cocks twitching slightly.

“Yesssss,” hissed Sophie, smiling as she succumbed to the throbbing call of her lust and took hold of both young cocks. She drew the brothers closer by their cocks, until their stiff pricks were near her face as she began to stroke them. Their precum provided ample lubrication as her fingers slipped and slid over their rigid shafts and straining tips.

“Oooohhhhh, so good, Miss Sophie,” cried Nikolas.

“In… incredible,” moaned Lukas, his hips jerking as he fucked through her fingers.

“Easy,” warned Sophie. “Easy, boys. No need to be so--”

“Ahhhhhhh!” Lukas thrust urgently through her grasp with a pained expression. His stiff cock twitched and Sophie felt the familiar rush of pleasure pulsating through her curse mark. She knew it was inevitable.

“Oh, alright,” she laughed. “There’s a good boy, Lukas. Let it all out. Give your cum to Miss Sophie.”

He thrust his hips forward desperately, pushing his cock through Sophie’s stroking fingers and tensing his muscles. His face seemed to contort in pain. He grasped for Sophie’s wrist and plowed his cock through her fingers.

“Ahhhh! Miss Sophie!” cried Lukas and she felt an intense rush of pleasure and energy through her body as the young man began to cum. Each lash of his seed against her heaving breasts sent another burst of this pleasure through her body. The feeling was almost as intense as her orgasm. Spurt after spurt of virile cum splashed her tits and dribbled out of his cock through her fingers. Lukas moaned desperately, jerking as his cock became overly sensitive to her stroking fingers. His thrusts slowed and Sophie released his cum-smeared cock.

“S-sorry,” whimpered Lukas, staggering back a step.

“Not at all, Lukas. You did so well. You gave me so much cum. Mmmmm.” She licked a few drops of his salty seed from her fingers. “Delicious. Now relax. You can watch while I take care of your brother.”

Sophie turned her full attention to Nikolas, who had been waiting not-quite-patiently with his cock in Sophie’s other hand. She resumed stroking his dripping prick and reached her other hand between his scrawny thighs to cup his bollocks. He groaned, his face flushed and his chest hitching beneath his rolled-up nightshirt.

Sophie smiled at him as she brought her face closer to the head of his cock. His eyes widened as she exhaled hotly onto his tip, her breath steaming around his cock. Her tongue slipping out to flick beneath his glans. She moaned as she tasted the fresh sap of his prick. She parted her lips and took him into her mouth. Warming his cock on her tongue. Sucking softly as her hands worked his tightening bollocks and his throbbing shaft.

Nikolas could scarcely last longer than his brother. Sophie felt the rush of his pleasure in her mouth, feeding into her cursed body.

“It’s so warm,” he cried.

“Mmmmmhmm,” agreed Sophie, sucking harder and feeling his bollocks twitch beneath her massaging fingers. A jerk of his cock and her sucking mouth was filled with the warm, salty-sweet gush of his cum. She drank it as eagerly as the curse drank the pleasure and magnified it. Ecstasy that jolted down into her core as she moaned around him, sucking harder to draw out every drop of his cum. Her hand pumping his shaft and milking the young man’s load from his throbbing stones.

Nikolas’ cock popped free of Sophie’s lips and the stunned lad staggered back, reaching to feel his wet prick as if Sophie might have sucked it off his body.

“Mmmmmm, that was delicious,” she laughed, licking a few drops of his seed from the corner of his mouth.

Pleasuring the two brothers had left Sophie wide awake and buzzing with excitement. She looked back to Lukas, who was touching his hard cock to the sight of his brother being pleasured.

“Oh, Lukas!” Sophie crushed her arms to her soft breasts. “You’re excited again already?”

“Y-yes,” said Lukas. “I’ve never seen anything like that before. Or felt it. Could you… um… with your mouth?”

“Oh, you want me to suck your prick?” Sophie beckoned him closer as she teased her nipples with her fingers. She grabbed his cock when he had stumbled close enough and she slurped it into her mouth. Just a taste of his prick. She popped her lips free after a few bobs of her head. “How about something even better?”

“Better?” Lukas looked down at her like he could imagine nothing better.

“That’s right,” breathed Sophie, tonguing the head of his cock. “Lie down on my cloak. Yes, right here, beside me. I will show you what it means to feel the true pleasure of a woman.”

Lukas was quick to obey Sophie by stripping off his nightshirt completely and getting down on her fur-lined cloak. She scooted aside to let him stretch out, then ran her hand up his abdomen to his scrawny chest. She leaned down and planted soft kisses on his lips. She thought he might be reluctant after what she had been doing with her mouth, but his lips parted and his tongue was eager for hers. She let the kiss grow hotter. Hungrier.

As their mouths seemed to melt together, Sophie swung a shapely leg over Lukas and straddled his slender waist. The slick seam of her cunt brushed against his straining cock. One hand and a slight swing of her hips was all it took to guide his cock to her entrance and slide down onto his straining prick. They moaned together, their breath swirling up from their kiss as Sophie began her deft ride atop the virginal young man.

“Ohhhhhhh, by Mardoch, it’s even… even better than…”

“Yes, it is,” purred Sophie, kissing him again and moving atop him with all the skill imparted by years of constant practice. She became the predator the mark had made of her. She devoured the boy. Drank his pleasure. Rode him as she rose to kneel high atop him and bounced her breasts with the motion. His hands weakly cradled her hips as he watched, awestruck by her and entranced by the silky pleasure of her cunt.

They ascended towards a mutual peak. The rolling of Sophie’s hips grew more urgent. Lukas’ fingers tightened on the plush curves of her bottom.

“Miss Sophie,” he cried, unable to say more as he thrust up to meet her.

“I know, Lukas,” she moaned, bouncing hard atop him. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

“More than anything!” he moaned, sitting up so that her breasts were practically smacking him in the face. Sophie laughed and arched atop him, cradling his head and drawing his face against her breasts as she felt his pleasure peak.

Hers was there to meet him. Her ravenous curse feeding on the ecstasy that pumped in hot spurts into the depths of her cunt. Her orgasm all the more intense for the liquid pleasure of his seed pouring into her clutching channel.

“Yessss! Cum inside me! Just like that! Just like thaaaat! Ohhh!” She locked eyes with Nikolas in the heat of the moment and saw that Lukas’ brother was wanking himself as he watched. His prick stiff and red in his hand as Sophie rode atop his brother and milked his cock with her inner muscles.

Nothing could restrain her hunger then. She crawled straight from Lukas to Nikolas. Drawing him down into her arms and pulling him atop her. He thrust straight into her creamy cunt and kissed her with the madness of a young man drunk on lust. Her cunt, full of his brother’s seed, provided more than ample lubrication. Each stroke churned lewdly inside her. Each of his heated thrusts drove his tightening bollocks against the slicked divot of her anus.

“Don’t hold back,” gasped Sophie, looking up at him. “Give me everything you have. Give it to me, Nikolas!”

Nikolas took her with sudden, forceful self-assurance. One hand fondling her breast, the other on her thigh as the cream-smeared piston of his cock pounded into her pussy. He kissed her passionately. Moaning. Thrusting his tongue into her eager mouth.

“Yesssss,” she hissed against him, kissing him back. “Cum for me, Nikolas! Show me what a man you are!”

“Ahhhhh! Miss Sophieeee!” He hilted inside her and his stones pressed tightly against her ass. Sophie felt the familiar rush of pleasure mixed with power. The darkborne feast that could only be found in total mutual ecstasy. She came with him, her body gripping him and draining the pleasure from his spurting cock. Pump after pump overflowed her creamy cunt and made a hot, oily trickle down her crack.

He collapsed into her arms, spent and heavy against her breasts. It mattered little to Sophie, who was not merely wide awake but strengthened by the brothers. She lifted Nikolas easily from atop her and stood up to survey the mess she had made of the two boys.

“Are you satisfied?” she asked, hands on hips and cum leaking down her thighs.

“Yes, Miss Sophie,” they weakly chorused.

“Good. Get back to your beds. I need to clean up and I don’t need you trying to poke me again while I’m having a dip in the stream. I need to relax.” She looked at the ominous firelight on the horizon. “I have a feeling tomorrow is going to be a test for me.”

The boys went limping off to their bedrolls by the campfire. Sophie stood for a moment longer and watched the flames of Mount Nysiros through the plume of smoke. Flashes of purple lightning flickered in the clouds. She hoped she found only danger and not doom on those dark slopes.

“This had better impress you, Mardoch,” she muttered and set off in search of a bath.
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Commander Sophie

Vodena wasn’t much of a town. There were perhaps thirty buildings strewn out along the lower slope of the huge volcanic mountain. The plume of ashes from Mount Nysiros had lessened throughout the morning, but it was obvious a great quantity had fallen recently. The townsfolk were still in the process of raking the road through the village clear. Piles of gray were heaped against stone walls and the sides of houses and two of the building had lost their thatched roofs to fires caused by falling sparks.

The villagers, many with their noses and mouths wrapped with scarves, watched with red, suspicious eyes as Sophie rode into the village atop Alberto. She stopped beside an ash-clogged fountain in what passed for a square at the center of Vodena and dismounted from her saddle. Tobias and his grandsons joined her as the villagers began to gather.

“Who is this woman? What sort of woman wears a costume like that?” wondered a plump, middle-aged woman.

“She’s hardly wearin’ a thread under that cloak!” Murmured one man, staring in disbelief at Sophie’s lovely body. 

“Look at her!” Rasped an elderly woman. “We send you to bring us a fighter and you come back with her?”

Sophie let them get it all out and then held up a hand.

“My name is Sophie Almodóvar and I am here to teach you to fight.”

One man scoffed and Sophie drew Temptress from its scabbard and sliced the top off the man’s rake. She had sheathed the blade again before he even reacted. The tines of the rake clattered to the dusty cobblestones. The crowd stared in disbelief.

That shut them up.

She walked over to the back of Tobias’ cart and pulled off the blanket covering the swords, helmets, and shields she had purchased. That truly got everyone’s attention. She declared, “Man or woman, if you are strong enough to fight, choose a weapon and armor yourself.”

The men, boys, and a few hearty women surged forward. There were not enough swords to go around to all of them, so a few had to arm themselves with hammers or pitchforks.

“If you don’t have a weapon, that’s fine, I am going to show you how to build spear walls and instruct you on where to dig ditches to prevent charges.”

“They don’t charge. They sneak into the villages,” said one man, his head partially wrapped in bloody bandages.

“That’s Wyath,” said Nikolas. “He escaped from Kanos when it was overrun by the lizardfolk.”

“Scaly bastards,” said the wounded man and he spit bloody phlegm onto the ground. “They come creepin’ in by ones and twos in the dead of night. Only takes a couple to burn a house. Then when everybody goes runnin’ to the fire, they attack the women folk and bundle them off.”

“They’re kidnapping?” asked Sophie.

“Women,” said Tobias. “They take the women and kill the men in ambushes. Burn and loot the village.”

“They’re squattin’ in Kanos though,” said Wyath. “At least some of ‘em is. They killed everybody there except the women and a few men who surrendered. They put them to work diggin’ and cleanin’ up what they didn’t burn.”

“So they occupied the village? Odd even for bandit lizardfolk.” Sophie rubbed her cheek. “There must be another larger encampment of them somewhere else. But where?”

The dust-smeared townsfolk had no more answers for her. Sophie put the women and children to work digging and sharpening sticks to use as spears. The twenty-five men and women who had volunteered to fight gathered around her in the square and she began teaching them basic sword fighting. All the lessons of her youth came back to her. Parrying, thrusting, slashing, and the simple footwork of a swordfight.

Once they had the basics, she split them into five small squads.

“If the lizardfolk attack in the way they attacked Kanos, we only send one squad to help out. We only commit the full force of you when we are certain we know where the main force of lizardfolk is attacking.”

She could almost hear her father’s voice coming from her mouth as she spoke. Leaning over his strategy map in his study at Castilla Lorica. Moving wooden figurines around with his fingertip as he explained some ancient battle to Sophie. Staying up so late that the candles burned down to stumps and her mother, before she fell ill, came to make her go to bed.

“What about the farms on the edge of town?” asked Tobias. “Two of them have already been burned.”

“The farmers must move into town, into one of the other houses, and we burn their farms now,” said Sophie. “If we send a squad outside of town to one of those farms they might get cut off and slaughtered. We can’t risk it.”

“Burn our farm?” cried one of the farmers. “I won’t do it!”

“Me either!” cried the other farmer. “My family has been four generations on that farm. We got an olive grove and sheep!”

“Hand over your weapons,” said Sophie. “When your house is overrun by the lizards and your wives are kidnapped to be sex slaves, I don’t want those swords and shields going to the reptiles.”

The two farm patriarchs gave her angry looks. But one of the two buckled and said, “I’ll put the torch to it. Move in with my cousin in town.”

“Not me,” said the other man, cursing and tossing his sword and shield at Sophie’s feet. “I’ll fight for what’s mine.”

“Peter, at least let your sons stay in town,” said Tobias.

“Quiet!” snarled Peter. “They’ll help me fight for the farm if you won’t help!”

The farmer gathered his two sons and made them return their weapons. He fetched his daughter and wife from ditch digging and set off out of town to his farm. Sophie picked up Peter’s sword and shield.

“Find me a couple more volunteers from the women,” she said. “We still have a lot of work to do to give us a chance against the lizards.”

The training and preparations continued throughout the day. In the late afternoon. Three farm families were moved into Vodena from the outskirts and with Sophie watching their farms were burned to the ground. She went to Peter’s farm to give him one last chance, but he would not answer the door.

As night fell over the country, the volcanic glow of Mount Nysiros became visible through the trickle of smoke from the mountaintop. An ominous red that seemed to match the dying lights of the three burned farms. The townsfolk were secure in their houses, the ditches were dug, and the volunteers were ready with their weapons.

Sophie climbed onto the roof of the local Pateric church, watching the dark village and waiting for an attack she was sure would come. It was a dark, moonless night. Perfect for the lizardfolk to infiltrate what they thought was another ripe target.

Tobias joined her on the roof. The older man struggled to get up onto the tiles but once he had his footing he made his way over to her and slumped down against her with a grunt.

“You need to work on your stamina, old man,” she chuckled, jostling him with her elbow.

“I thought you could use some company,” he said, taking out a pipe and packing it with strong-smelling tobacco.

“Where are your boys?”

“They’re each leading one of the squads you formed,” said Tobias. “I think Nikolas is out west, up on the rocks there, and Lukas is guarding the stables on the southern edge of town.”

The west and the south had seemed the two likeliest approaches based on the terrain. She was glad to hear the boys were on the ground there, but also worried for their sake.

“They’re good boys,” said Sophie, reaching over and taking the pipe from Tobias before he could spark it with a match. She shook her head and tucked it back into the pouch he was carrying. “They helped me out a lot last night. Were you trying to help me out?”

Her hand stroked the old man’s thigh. Her fingertips brushed the bulge in his trousers.

“Well, uh, yes,” chuckled Tobias, glancing down at her hand in his lap. “You know, you said you need to do it for strength. And if we’re to be attacked—”

Before he could finish his sentence, Sophie saw lights flaring to the west.

“There they go,” she said, rising to her feet. She could see out past the buildings on the western edge of town as flames began to leap and consume Peter’s barn. Screams echoed across the mountainside. Sophie could almost make out the lizardfolk carrying off Peter’s wife and daughter as they put the torch to his house.

Sophie waited, hoping that the townsfolk would not take the bait. She could hear some shouts from the western edge of the village, but Nikolas must have kept them in line because she did not hear anything else.

The flames completely devoured Peter’s farm and the village fell quiet again. She could imagine everyone on edge, but she needed to maintain her lookout atop the church. Another attack would come and she had to be ready.

“Go to the squads,” she said to Tobias. “They probably won’t attack that side of town. But tell them to be ready and tell them I’m watching.”

“Yes, Miss Sophie,” said Tobias, clambering down from the roof.

The old man was scarcely gone when the next attack came. It fell upon the southern edge of town. She heard the sudden sound of breaking glass, shouts of alarm, and a bestial snarl that sent a cold chill up Sophie’s back.

She leapt directly from the roof, rolling back to her feet and drawing Temptress in the same fluid motion. She pelted down the dusty road, the sounds of chaotic battle growing louder as she approached the two-story provisioner that the southern watch had staked out for their defense.

Fear caught in her throat as she had her first look at one of the lizardfolk. She had read about them in books and been warned away from their hunting grounds as a little girl, but she had never seen one in person.

It stood half a head taller than a man, with muscular arms and broad shoulders, a long, thick tail, and a lizard’s snout and head with armored plates down its spine. It was covered in yellowish-brown scales that darkened to red at its shoulders. Its brow was furrowed and its yellow eyes shone with anger by the light of the torch in one clawed hand. In its other hand it held a wickedly curved blade already dark with blood.

“Stay back!” shouted Tobias, thrusting at the creature with his walking stick. The lizard hissed angrily and knocked the stick aside. Before Sophie could reach them, the lizardman struck and slashed its blade down Tobias’ arm and leg. He cried out in pain and staggered back.

Sophie fell upon the lizard with fury, nearly hacking off one arm with a swing of her sword and burying her blade in the reptile’s chest. It dropped to the ground, hissing in pain, and writhing in the dust. No time to finish it off, as she realized the squad was fighting a desperate battle with three more lizardfolk inside the store. The five humans clashed intensely with the three hulking lizardfolk. The confines of the store were working to the advantage of the lizards, allowing their short blades to strike while the human swords fumbled and banged into shelves and dressing dolls.

“Ahhhh!” cried an armed woman as she was smashed aside by a backhanded blow from one of the lizards. Lukas stepped between the lizard and the fallen woman and deflected the lizard’s next attack. He tried to follow up with a slash but the big reptile was exceptionally fast on its feet and danced back.

“You die now humannnnn,” it hissed with a thick accent and readied its blade to strike.

Sophie waded into the chaotic battle. She stabbed one lizard with Temptress as she lifted a wine cask in her other hand and smashed it across the head and back of the lizard about to strike down Lukas. That got the lizard’s attention and as it turned she pounded the pommel of her sword into its nose. The lizard’s scowl dropped and its eyes rolled in its head as it collapsed unconscious to the ground.

The other two remaining lizards were shocked to see what must have been their leader knocked out by a woman. They turned to run and were cut down by the battered members of the squad.

“Tie that one up so I can question it,” she shouted to the others and ran to Tobias’ side.

His wounds were deep. Blood darkened his cloak and trousers and the wound on his legs seemed as though it might be mortal. She prodded and he yelped in pain.

“They got me, Sophie,” he rasped, grasping her arm. “Did we… did we get them?”

“Grandfather!” cried Lukas, kneeling beside him, his face contorted with anguish. “Grandfather, you shouldn’t have attacked!”

“It’s alright, my boy,” groaned Tobias, forcing a smile. “Death comes for us all.”

“Not today,” said Sophie. “Not if I have any say in it. Go and get me some water, thread, and blankets. Clean ones. Quickly now.”

“Y-yes,” said Lukas, rushing to his feet and searching frantically in the store.

“It’s alright,” rasped Tobias. “If I was meant to die today—”

“Shut up, stupid,” said Sophie. “You’re not dying.”

She proved to be right, at least for the moment. She was able to stop the flow of blood from his leg and clean and dress his wounds. She stitched the leg with the thread. Tobias passed out while she was stitching.

“Take him back to his home,” said Sophie. “And tell the others to be on their guard. This was only a probing attack and more might come.”

“Where will you be?” asked the woman who had been knocked to the ground.

Sophie gave her a grim smile as she hauled the bound lizardman to his feet.

“In the church, getting answers from this one,” she said.

“I will not talk,” snarled the lizardman.

Sophie prodded his back with the tip of her sword.

“We’ll see about that, Snake Eyes.”

The bookish cleric was horrified to see the lizardman in his temple. He objected, but Sophie sent him out of the church by telling him to pray to Mardoch to heal Tobias. She barred the door behind the cleric. She turned back to the lizardman, now bound to a chair atop the church’s dais.

“I will cut out your heart, human,” hissed the lizard. “If not me, then the brothersssss.”

“Where are your brothers?” demanded Sophie, staring down at him with her hands on her shapely hips.

The lizard’s tongue flicked out and licked a trickle of blood from its nostril. It regarded her with yellow eyes full of contempt as it looked her up and down.

“You ssssshould leave these humanssss,” hissed Snake Eyes. “A sssstrong female like you. Big milkflesh. I will make a breeder of you. Our sssslavesss like it. They are learning the way of pleasure. They love the cock of the lizards. We teach them to love it.”

“Oh, really?” Sophie brought a foot up to the chair between the lizardman’s scaly thighs. She prodded her boot against the slight bulge in his loincloth. “Teach them to love this?”

“Mmmmnnnnnn.” The lizard cringed slightly. “Go on, sssslut. Kill me. Sarvoth the Clever is sssmarter than you humans. He will take hissss revenge from your flesssh.”

“My… milkflesh?” she teased, bending towards him and letting the weight of her breasts hang against her revealing armor. She practically rubbed his reptilian snout in her cleavage. She felt his breath teasing against her.

“Why do you tempt me?” hissed the lizard.

“Is he in Kanos?” asked Sophie.

“Yessss, in Kanos. He conquersss. He celebratessss. But…”

“But what?” demanded Sophie, teasing her fingers against the clasps of her armor. “I know you want to see them. Tell me what you were going to say.”

“There isssss another force, closer than Kanos,” said Snake Eyes, seemingly entranced by the jiggle and sway of Sophie’s bust. “Will attack thissss village soon. Tomorrow maybe. You should ssssurender now.”

This was as she suspected. Kanos was almost on the other side of the mountain according to Tobias and would be too long of a journey for them to be raiding the lower villages from Kanos.

“How many raiders are there? Where have they made their camp?”

Snake Eyes followed the back-and-forth swaying of Sophies breasts. His tongue flicked at his smooth, lipless snout.

“Will not tell you thissssss,” he hissed, straining against the ropes tying him to the chair.

“Are you sure?” asked Sophie, bending a little lower and hitting the release switch for her armored cuirass. The heavy molded plate fell from her breasts, thumping down onto the lizardman’s lap before clanking onto the floor. Sophie gave the liner wrap a tug and pulled it free of her breasts, allowing her soft, friction-reddened tits to drop free and swing against the lizardman’s snout.

“Mmnnnn!” he murmured in surprise as her tits smushed against his muzzle.

“You’re going to tell me right where the rest of you lizardfolk are hiding, aren’t you?” She smothered him with her breasts for a few seconds before lifting the soft weight of them from the lizardman’s muzzle.

“Your scent… you are in heat,” rasped the lizardman, his eyes narrowing as he looked up at her. “Why do you taunt me with your lust?”

“Mmmmmmm, you’ve already been such a good boy,” purred Sophie, feeling the throbbing in the darkborne mark on the back of her neck as she reached for the bulge in the lizardman’s lap. “Tell me where they are, Snake Eyes, and I’ll show you how wonderful these big mounds of milkflesh feel on your cock.”

“You’ll do thissss?” he hissed dubiously.

She smirked at him as she slid down to her knees between his legs and began to untie his loincloth. She felt his cool, slimy cock beneath her fingers before she saw it. The moment she unwrapped it she had a rush of excitement like opening her presents on high winter holiday. The slimy pink of his cock was impressively thick and long, with a rounded tip and a tracery of purple capillaries down the shaft. It rose from a slit in his body and it gave off an unusual musk that was both disgusting and exciting to Sophie.

“Oooohhh, it’s so cool to the touch,” she giggled, teasing her fingers over its slimy length. “Let me warm it up a little. Then you’ll talk.”

She hefted her breasts in both hands and squeezed them into his lap. She engulfed the cool, slimy lizard cock between her plentiful mounds. Into the warm valley between them. Moaning softly as she rocked her body up and down his cock. Squeezing and stroking the bound reptile with the soft warmth of her cleavage.

Snake Eyes let out a long, low clicking sound as he watched. His inner eyelids lowering and his body tensing as she wanked him slowly and intently for several seconds.

“Are you going to tell me?” asked Sophie, looking up at the lizard. “Or do you want me to stop?”

She slowed her stroking and then stopped entirely and the lizardman clicked with irritation.

“Do not stop,” he growled.

“Where is the camp and how many are there?” she demanded, very slowly working the warm squeeze of her breasts from the base of his cock up to his shaft and down again. When his glistening pink lizard cock poked up from her cleavage she teased the tip with a slow swirl of her tongue. “I guess I should stop…”

“Do not ssssstop!” hissed Snake Eyes. “I will tell you…”

And he did, in great detail, as Sophie periodically teased him with her breasts and flicks of her tongue. He described the location of the camp on the northeastern slope of Mount Nysiros, the lookouts on an overhanging cliff, the guard patrols, and the fact that some two dozen lizardfolk were still at the camp. He also warned that they would attack sooner rather than later when his patrol failed to return.

“They are commanded by Taresk the Red,” hissed Snake Eyes. “He is leader of Sarvoth’s Bloodguard and the greatest warrior of our tribe. He revels in battle. He will take revenge for what you have done, pitiful human.”

“Then I had better deal with this Taresk straight away,” said Sophie, lifting her breasts from his lap and leaving his cock still hard and twitching.

“Wait!” cried Snake Eyes. “You cannot leave me like thisssss. Pleasssssse, human.”

“And you’ll be a good boy while I’m gone? No trying to escape or hurting the others?”

“Will not try to essssscape,” he hissed, seeming ashamed by how badly he needed satisfaction.

Sophie chuckled as she leaned forward again, wrapping his twitching cock in her cleavage and beginning to rock up and down his shaft. She looked up at him, biting her lower lips as she rode faster and faster along his cock. The secretions of his flesh were joined by a growing flow of pungent reptilian precum. It slicked his cock and smeared her tits.

“Ooooh, that’s it,” she moaned, watching his twitching, tongue-flicking pleasure growing. She could see his powerful muscles straining against the ropes. She could feel the swelling need to cum in his big lizard cock. “Give it to me, Snake Eyes. Shoot that lizard spunk all over my milkflesh!”

“Yessssss,” hissed the lizard. “It is sssshameful… to waste ssssseeed in this way… but it feelsssss sso good! AHHHHH!”

Sophie had to agree. She felt the intense rush of his ecstasy radiating from her darkborne mark and in surprising pulsating pleasure from her clit. She had not even touched herself there, yet the excitement of the lizard’s welling orgasm rose through her in powerful spasms. She looked up at Snake Eyes and in an effort to conceal her own pleasure she clamped her mouth to the head of his cock and sucked.

“Yessss!” cried Snake Eyes. “Drink the ssseed of your conqueror!”

This was all it took to drive the lizardman over the edge. He strained desperately against the ropes, thrusting his cock between her breasts and into Sophie’s mouth. The strong salty flavor of his precum was suddenly washed away by the thick, oily spurts of his orgasm. It was bitter and almost rancid tasting. Disgusting, but thrilling at the same time. She drank it down, caught in the throes of her own pleasure, swallowing the seed of the reptilian bandit until she had drained him of his lust.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Sophie, releasing his cock from the warm squeeze of her breasts and bobbing her mouth on his pink prick a few more times. She popped her lips free, gasping softly, her tummy churning with the big load of lizard spunk. She looked up at the lizard and saw he could barely keep his eyes open. “Awwww, all tuckered out?”

“SSSsssssSSSsss,” he hissed, his tongue flicking the air and his outer eyelids drooping.

“Get some rest,” chuckled Sophie, gathering the halves of her cuirass and rising to her feet. “I’ll go deal with your camp.”

Her body was thrumming with power as she wrapped her bust in the undergarment and snapped the armor back into place. She enjoyed pleasuring a man with her breasts or her mouth, but this was the first time she had done it with a lizardman. His cock was so big and slimy and cool to the touch, although it had warmed up to match her body temperature. She had also taken on more power than usual. More than she usually took on with fucking a human, let alone just sucking them off.

“Maybe these lizardfolk have some uses,” she said, flexing her muscles and feeling the strength coursing through her. She was almost giddy with it and eager to take the fight to the lizards. She wet her lips and was rewarded with a lingering bitter flavor. She frowned. “Too bad about the taste though.”
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Sophie Surrenders

The foul taste of lizard cum lingered in Sophie’s mouth long after she left Vodena. She kept tasting it on her tongue as she made her way through the morning mists towards the lizard’s encampment on the northeastern heights of Mount Nysiros. The strange part was that the more she tasted that flavor and told herself it was disgusting, the more she wanted to taste it again. Maybe this was the addictive quality Snake Eyes had meant when he mentioned their human slave girls craved lizard cock.

Maybe it was the potency itself of lizardfolk spunk that made it so addicting. She had certainly soaked up a lot of power getting Snake Eyes off in that church. Climbing to the camp in her borrowed, tattered peasant dress was proving easy. She didn’t mind wearing the ragged clothes but leaving her sword behind with Tobias had been painful. The old man was recovering quickly, thanks to some tinctures and the prayers of the cleric.

She caught herself walking easily over the rocks again and hunched over. She had to pretend to be exhausted. She licked her lips again, somehow tasting a hint of that bitterness once more and wanting another mouthful.

Sophie was in luck.

With a hiss, a lizardman leapt from the nearby rocks, brandishing a wicked-looking polearm and nearly lopping off Sophie’s arm. She fell back onto the rocks, crying out as she sprawled helplessly at the feet of the tan-scaled lizard. He was smaller than Snake Eyes, but just as mean looking. The pattern of scales on his shoulders and neck reminded her of a forest wildcat. She thought of him as Cougar.

He bared his fangs and prodded Sophie in her torn bodice with the blade of his polearm.

“You came the wrong way, ssssssilly human,” he hissed, his voice a little higher and harsher than Snake Eyes’.

“Please, don’t hurt me,” whimpered Sophie, doing her best to play the foolish, lost farm girl.

“I might hurt you,” said Cougar with a clicking laugh at the back of his throat. “But maybe I like sssslave better. What you doing up here? No village here.”

“I’m from Kanos,” said Sophie, hugging her dirty knees against her chest and revealing her creamy legs and the backs of her thighs to the lizard. “I saw the village was burning and I heard screams so I ran. There was some sort of attack on Vodena. Dead humans and more lizards. I came up here to escape. I…”

She sniffled and pretended to wipe tears from her eyes. Sophie had never been very good at play acting, but luckily the lizard was not much of a judge of acting skills.

“Poor girl,” he said, lowering his polearm. “You not worry. I take you to camp. Give you something to eat. Take good care of you. Make you sssslave.”

“Slave?” whimpered Sophie, pretending to be horrified by his words.

Of course, this was exactly what she wanted. She needed the stupid lizards to assume she was just another farm girl for them to exploit and enslave. A couple good rounds with the lizards and she could start breaking their necks. Or maybe just a show of strength like she had used with the goblins would work.

No, she knew from the cruel nature of these reptiles. Tossing them around a little wouldn’t be enough. She had to get to their leader. She had to overpower him.

Cougar suddenly stabbed his polearm’s blade into the earth and grabbed Sophie by her hair. He dragged her closer and with an almost casual slash of his claw he tore open the front of her floral bodice. His nails raked through the silken slip she wore beneath and in an instant her breasts fell free of her dress. He laughed, slapping them with his rough, scaly hand. He squeezed one and then the other like a woman at the green market testing the fruit. His scaly thumb like a cornhusk rasped over her stiffening pink nipples.

“Cold here,” he said, squinting at the mountainside wind. “You warm me. You warm cock.”

“Oh, no, please,” cried Sophie, her acting getting even worse as she licked her lips and watched the reptile’s fingers tug aside its loincloth. He gave her one more yank of her hair to pull her closer and then his cock was buried in her mouth.

Sophie moaned plaintively even as she began slurping and bobbing like a back-alley whore on the lizard’s love stick.

“What the…?” Cougar looked down in confusion but seemed to soon forget his worries as the strange harlot he had met on the mountainside eagerly gurgled on his goo spear.

“Mmmmmhmmm,” moaned Sophie, looking up at him lustily and tonguing the underside of his slippery cock. She took him easily to the back of her throat and gave his tip a practiced swallow. The scaly warrior began clicking almost like the purring sounds a cat would make, his chest rising and falling and his fingers tightening in Sophie’s dark, lustrous hair.

Sophie liked a little hair pulling. Besides, the sun was out and the smoke from the volcano was blowing in the other direction. It was a lovely day to suck a lizardman’s cock on a mountainside.

“Godddesssss of the Scalleessss,” rasped Cougar, thrusting lightly into the eager oval of Sophie’s lips. “I’ve never met a sssslave like you.”

“Mmmmmpphmmm,” replied Sophie, flicking her tongue at his tip and tasting the growing ooze of his pre. Drool began to spill from her mouth and drip from her chin onto her bare breasts. Her efforts became so enthusiastic that if Cougar had been paying attention he might have noticed that she was the one in control.

But clearly he did not notice, because his fingers tightened even more in Sophie’s hair and he let out a long series of hissing clicks. A moment later, Sophie felt the first throb of the reptile’s cock in her mouth followed by the warm, bitter spurt of his spunk. The oily gush hit the back of her throat and she swallowed eagerly. Pleasure rocked through her as she drank the lizard’s load from his twitching prick.

He staggered back, unsheathing his cock from her mouth with a wet pop and looking down in dazed disbelief.

“Good ssssslave,” he hissed, tying his loincloth back over his dripping cock. “I will take you to camp now. Taresk the Red will break you, sssslut. Make you into an even better ssssslave.”

“Oh, no,” cried Sophie, pulling up the scraps of her blouse and trying to cover her breasts. “Please, anything but that. Taresk sounds cruel.”

“Oh, he is!” laughed Cougar, staggering a little with weariness. Sophie caught him and helped him back onto his feet. He growled at her and gave her ass a smack. “Maybe he will let me have you for good.”

“Oh, Mardoch, protect me,” moaned Sophie, grabbing at her torn blouse.

Her acting was somehow getting even worse.
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Taresk the Red

The camp of the lizardfolk was well-concealed among the craggy rocks. No fold of the dark mountainside held more than a few of their yurts and the hides they used matched well with the snow-speckled dark rock. It was not until Cougar brought Sophie near to the main camp that she realized there were more than twenty yurts hidden among the rocks. Perhaps fifty or sixty lizardfolk and a good number of human slaves.

She could see evidence of the humans. Bloody sheets being washed by chained slave girls. No doubt trophies taken from isolated farmhouses by the lizard raiders as they swept across the inhabitants around Mount Nysiros. She saw the downtrodden broken look of the women as they labored at tasks. She could only imagine the terrible things they had witnessed before becoming slaves to the lizardfolk.

I will free them, resolved Sophie, and I will make their supposed masters pay dearly for what they have done.

The lizardfolk stood beside their yurts and watched Cougar lead Sophie deeper into the camp. They were proud warriors armed with spears, bows, and polearms, their bodies decorated with feathers, warpaint, and festooned with talismans. Their shoulders and backs draped in fur-lined pelts to keep out the cold. Sophie noticed that they liked to keep their slaves close, draping their arms over the shoulders of the bare-breasted women. Squeezing and fondling without any apparent intention of immediate sex, though she could hear the moans and slapping of rutting happening in some of the yurts.

One lizardman with almost white scales was leaning his whole body against his slave girl. The plump woman was deeply flushed, her eyes downcast and her body shuddering as the lizardman pinched and pulled at her nipples and rested his flattened reptilian head atop the girl’s tangled hair. Sophie realized that the lizardman was using the girl like a sun-warmed rock. Keeping her aroused to keep her warm and stretching his body against her back and atop her head to bask in her radiating heat.

So the humans are portable radiators to them, she mused. They needed the humans so they would not have to use campfires. To keep their camp hidden before their big raid on Vodena.

“Keep moving sssslave,” hissed Cougar, shoving Sophie forward with a clawed hand.

She stumbled forward, still invigorated by the energy her mark had taken from Cougar and doing her best to pretend to be another helpless slave girl. She tried to cast her gaze about the camp fearfully at the lizards watching her. Some of the warriors fondled their own slaves more cruelly as Sophie passed them. She stood up a little more defiantly despite her best efforts to seem pathetic.

She couldn’t wait to teach these nasty reptiles a lesson.

But first she had to get through Taresk the Red. His yurt was as humble as the others, but loaded with decorations that seemed looted from his raids. Paintings and tapestries, a golden hookah, and a bronze idol of some blasphemous, sinborne god.

The lizard was not like Cougar or the lizardfolk Sophie had seen fondling their slaves outside their yurt. He wore a tattered tunic and thick straps decorated with bone charms. He was massively muscular, with shoulders almost half again as wide as Cougar’s and a much wider snout. His scales were a vibrant red, dark on the back and paler, almost white, on his abdomen. He had wicked plates of bone poking through his flesh down his back and up to his head. His yellow-gold eyes were intense and cruel, but Taresk’s claws were his most terrifying feature. The lizardman’s nails were long and curved and looked to be sharpened.

Those were weapons for battle. As dangerous as any sword or axe.

The massive lizard stood hunched over a map of Mount Nysiros examining the location of Vodena and discussing plans to attack with two of his warriors. He jabbed a nail at one of the passes through the mountains.

“Taresk,” hissed Cougar, holding open the yurt and shoving Sophie inside. “Caught thissss one on the western approach. She wassss alone. Says she saw evidence of the attack on Vodena.”

“Hmm?” Taresk looked up from the map, his pupils narrowing at the light coming from behind Sophie as he fixed her with an intense golden-eyed stare. He beckoned her closer and Cougar gave her a shove towards Taresk. She stumbled, tripped, and collided with the hard, muscular body of the massive warrior. He held her against him, gazing down at her as he wet his scaly lips with a wide, pink tongue with a forked tip. “Tell me what you saw at Vodena. What of our warriors?”

“I… I don’t know,” said Sophie, feeling her mark pulse with need that echoed in her loins. He was so strong. So powerful. She wanted him to bend her over his map table and pound his lizard cock deep into her steaming cunt. “There were screams and dead farmers, so I ran. I think the lizards were killing them all.”

His eyes narrowed as he looked down at Sophie. He seemed to be judging the truth of her words. Fortunately for her, lizardfolk were not good judges of human lying. His hold on her relaxed. He brought up a claw and stroked the hair from her face. He trailed those sharp nails lower, over her heaving breasts, to tease open her torn blouse so that he could admire her quivering mounds and stiff nipples.

“You are not from these partsss,” he hissed and flared his nostrils. “And there is a smell of witchery to you, human. Are you a witch? Do you play in the aether?”

“N-no,” said Sophie. “My aunt was a potion maker.”

“Hmmmmm.” He growled, giving her left breast a rough squeeze and leaning his snout down to flick his long tongue against her nipple. Pleasure quivered through her body. She gasped desperately.

“If Jazeth and Umok have taken Vodena, they will take all the best slaves for themselves,” interjected one of the other warriors as they watched Taresk fondling and licking Sophie.

“We will deal with them later,” said Taresk, his savage mouth pulling back into a fanged grin. “Prepare for the attack. I will test the heat of this one’s cunt first. Then I will show Sarvoth who is the great warlord and who is the arrogant false prophet relying on the bravery of others and using dishonorable tactics. Now, all of you, go!”

“Yes, Taresk,” said the two warriors and Cougar as one. They saluted him by pounding their fists on their scaly chests and left the yurt.

Sophie suppressed a smile. If Taresk and Sarvoth were at odds, she might be able to drive a wedge between them. Maybe even back one against the other. But which one should she back?

Taresk growled and turned his attention back to Sophie. She saw the evil look in his golden eyes. She might just get her head bashed in by this big lump of muscle before she could try any subterfuge.

“Please, don’t hurt me,” she cried, playing the part of a helpless damsel.

“I will do exactly as I please with you, my pretty meat,” snarled Taresk. He grabbed her by the hair and dragged her to his bed. More a pile of stolen furs, blankets, and clothing than any sort of bed. It stank of sweat and reptilian sex. There were damp spots all over as if it was rare that Taresk was not enjoying one slave or another.

“Just let me go,” whimpered Sophie, trying to summon tears to persuade Taresk of her weakness.

“Quiet,” he growled and sat down upon the bed. He pulled her into his lap, caressing her back and running his claws down her peasant bodice. His sharp nails tore down the back and the bodice fell away, leaving her breasts and back naked. She covered her chest with her arms and the lizard clicked with disapproval. “Do not hide yourself from me, girl. This cannot be avoided. But I promise. Behave yourssssself and you will not be hurt. I take what is mine. I savor the plunder. But I am not cruel. I do not hurt without reason. Now, warm one, show me your flesssh.”

Trembling, feigning terror, Sophie lowered her arms from the crushed plumpness of her breasts. The softness of them settled against her ribcage, the creamy roundness of her tits marked with red runnels by Taresk’s claws. The lizard clicked with approval as she stood up from his lap and slowly began to lower her skirt. His forked tongue flicked at the air. It was so much thicker than any lizardman tongue she had seen before.

Taresk’s golden eyes narrowed. His scaly hands grasped Sophie’s hips, turning her around to admire her firm, shapely body. He stroked from her hips down to her thighs and brushed his snout and flicking tongue against her breasts.

“Your body is not like the others,” rasped Taresk. “You fool them, but you do not fool me. You are a hard woman. A warrior. These arms. These legs. These were made for battle.”

“Not a warrior,” gasped Sophie as he caressed her legs and trailed his claws down her creamy flesh. “I’m… I’m a whore.”

“Yesssss, perhapssss,” growled Taresk. “A traveling whore. But there issss no coin here for you, my sweet. You are a prize. There is no selling or buying.”

His long tongue slithered between her breasts, curling beneath one and lifting it, then slithering to the other and constricting it, drawing the softness of her breasts against his parted snout. His mouth opened wider, and Taresk sucked. His mouth was nearly big enough to engulf her entire breast. His sharp teeth pinching at her flesh. A single bite and he could tear a gory mouthful from her body, but he only teased her. He tasted her with his tongue. His saliva dripped from her heaving breasts.

Despite her fear, both faked and genuine, Sophie found herself craving more of the lizardman’s touch. The pulsating mark on the back of her neck sent hot ripples deep into her core. It was like a sunburn on her flesh, hot and throbbing, begging to be soothed in a very particular way.

“Are you… are you the leader of the lizardfolk?” asked Sophie, her arm clinging to Taresk’s muscular shoulder as he nuzzled, licked, and sucked at her breasts.

“Mmmmmmm,” he growled, pulling her against his lap so that she could feel the slick wedge of his cock against her bottom. “To you I am the leader. Your massssster. Say it.”

“Master,” she whimpered, but pressed her bottom against his cock. Felt his slickness against her hot seam. “A warrior as big and strong as you should be master of all the lizardfolk.”

“Yessssss,” he growled, pulling her back against his chest and leaning his head over her shoulder. His tongue teased her neck, down into her cleavage, and his hands spread her legs wide. His cock thrust along her hot furrow, rose against her abdomen, and her hands fell against it. Holding him there. Stroking him.

“You sounded so wise,” she moaned, grinding against his cock. “So powerful. You should not listen to that false prophet hiding away in the village you conquered for him.”

“Ssssarvoth is a fool,” snarled Taresk. “But hissss prophecies come true. I cannot deny thisss.”

“But you made it happen,” moaned Sophie, lifting her hips and letting Taresk’s cock tease at her aching entrance. “You were the weapon he used to… ooohhhh… to conquer and enslave. But you could lead. You could win glory in real battles against real foes and not raping peasant women.”

“I do not rape you,” growled Taresk, glaring at her fiercely.

“Oh, no,” gasped Sophie, teasing her cuntlips open against the narrow edge of his tip. Smearing him with her nectar. Letting him be enticed by her warmth. “I want you, Taresk. Taresk the Brave. Taresk the Bold. I want you to… mmmmm… have your way with me.”

“Then it ssssshall be!” The red-scaled lizardman grabbed Sophie’s slender waist and pulled her down heavily onto his cock. She gasped, impaled on that huge pink wedge. Filled by his massive reptilian member. Cool and very slippery, but huge. Taresk let out a long, low hiss and a series of deep clicks that vibrated through her body. 

“Ohhhh, yesss!” cried Sophie, not even feigning her pleasure. It was incredible. One of the biggest cocks she had ever taken, yet so slippery and soft that she began to ride atop him with relative ease. Her cunt filled with his dripping cock. Her body tensing and responding to him as he began to thrust upwards. His hands moving to her breasts as her hips worked and her ass bounced against him.

“Yesss! You move like a conqueror!” hissed Taresk.

“I only conquer like this,” cried Sophie, riding harder atop him. She leaned her head back against his shoulder as he thrust upwards to meet each roll of her hips. His cock almost bulging her flat tummy. It filled her so completely that she seemed to mold to his body and lock into place. It was incredible and, to her surprise, she was the first to cum. Taresk’s head tucked beneath her arm and his long tongue reaching around her side to flick at her nipples.

“I feel it, sssslave! Cum for me! Cum for your masssster!” His mouth opened and caught her left breast in his needlelike teeth. Despite the pinching pain, she rode hard atop his cock. Pleasure bursting through her. Clutching at his cock. Filling her with a power few human lovers could give her.

Taresk held out until she had finished cumming and sunk back against his chest. He lifted her then, turning her in his arms and pinning her on her back to his bed. His tongue thrust into her mouth. Deep enough to nearly gag her. She sucked at it and tasted the strange spiciness of his saliva. His cock impaled her again. This time, her pleasure was an afterthought. He rutted into her with the force of a warrior. The confidence of a king. His cock swelling inside her with each thrust. Their mingled juices overflowing her cunt and trickling down her crack.

“Oh, yes!” cried Sophie between kisses. “You are the mighty Taresk! My master! Ruler of the lizardfolk! You are the rightful ruler! Take what is yours! Take meeee!”

“YESSSSSSS!” Taresk threw back his head and hilted his reptilian cock inside Sophie. It bulged and pulsated and thrashed like an angry serpent. She felt the jets of his seed deep in her cunt and it triggered Sophie’s pleasure as well as the ravenous hunger of the mark. They came in mutual ecstasy. Her legs around him. Her mouth open to his tongue. Her body quaking and quivering as he poured his seed deep.

Taresk was weakened by his pleasure and dismounted from Sophie. He hissed and rolled onto his back. Sophie crawled against him, squeezing her tits to his scaled abdomen. Rubbing her thigh against his shrinking cock.

“Are you done already master?” she purred, pressing kisses to his neck and shoulder.

“Taresk does not surrender so easily,” he growled. “Make me ready once more, my bouncing wench. Rub your tits against my cock. Ssssssmother it with kisses.”

“Yes, master!” giggled Sophie, bouncing to her knees between Taresk’s legs. She gathered his softening cock in both hands and squeezed her breasts against it. Urging him back to hardness was no easy task. She licked and kissed and sucked at his cock. She wanked it between her soft, squeezing tits. At last, he rose once more and Sophie climbed atop him. She was in charge and Taresk, though looking fiercely up at her, only stroked her hips and let her serve him.

She took it slow, savoring his cock, letting her own pleasure rise to meet him. When she felt the inevitable building within him, the mark on her neck throbbing hot, she began to ride hard atop him. He growled with lust, his eyes narrowing as he watched her huge tits bouncing and slapping against her ribcage. Her ass spanking against his hips. Her cunt squeezing and devouring his full length.

His clawed hands tightened on her hips and he let out a long, hissing, clicking cry of pleasure.

“Yesss! Cum for me again, master!” cried Sophie. “And in the morning you will show Sarvoth who is the true ruler of the lizardfolk!”

“It isssss meeee!” cried Taresk, summoning the strength to thrust upwards. He impaled Sophie on his spurting lizard cock and then collapsed between her thighs. His eyes rolled in his head and his tongue lolled from his fanged mouth. Sophie leaned down, her inner muscles milking the last of his load as she planted a kiss on the warrior’s handsome snout.

“I know you will take what is yours, master,” she purred. “You are Taresk the Red and you are destined to rule.”

“Dessssstined to rulllee,” agreed the lizardman as his eyes drooped shut and he began to softly snore.

Sophie dismounted from her comatose lover. She felt every bit as powerful as Taresk seemed exhausted. Not just wide awake and eager for more, but with a superhuman strength pulsing through her veins. She was amused that a few lizardmen could give her more darkborne strength than an entire goblin tribe. Just to prove it to herself, she picked up a looted chalice and crushed it in her hand like a piece of parchment.

“That will do nicely,” she murmured. “Now to free the prisoners.”

She dressed in fur-trimmed leathers in an approximation of her usual armored suit and loincloth. She armed herself with Taresk’s own weapon: a huge curved sword with a spiked handguard and a giant blade that looked like it could cleave a man in half. Under normal circumstances the weapon was much too big for her, but with the darkborne power thrumming through her body Taresk’s weapon was as light as a fencer’s foil.

The lizardfolk were preparing for a predawn raid on Vodena and had left their slaves tied or chained in their yurts. Sophie skirted around the warriors and moved from one yurt to the next, freeing the slaves and gathering them in a group. Two refused to join her. One was a madwoman and the other, a delicate flower of a girl, showed Sophie a brand on her flank and admitted, “I wish to serve my master.”

“Don’t buy into that master talk,” whispered Sophie, touching the back of her own neck. “Just because someone puts a mark on you doesn’t mean they own you. These lizardfolk are bullies. They use violence to get what they want and they will discard you when they have had their fill of you.”

“Not Xathrus,” replied the girl. “He is sweet. And he is a much better lover than my husband. Besides, my husband is dead anyway.”

“The lizardfolk killed him?”

“Xathrus killed him,” said the girl. “He saved me from a cruel old man who beat me and treated me like a slave. So why not be a slave to a master who treats me well? A master who can make me cum again and again?”

“Alright, girl,” said Sophie, feeling that her group of freed slaves could be discovered at any moment. “Live your life as you choose. I have done my best.”

Sophie backed out of the yurt.

“Good luck,” called the girl as the flap closed behind Sophie.

Sophie had no time to lead the women to Vodena. She chose the toughest and most capable of the women, a barmaid named Ivy, and told her to guide the others to the village.

“Do not stop to rest,” warned Sophie. “When you reach Vodena, warn them to expect an attack sometime near dawn.”

“I will tell them in Vodena,” said Ivy. “Where will you be?”

Sophie took a practice swing of Taresk’s massive sword. She gave Ivy and the others a confident grin.

“I have a prophet to unseat.”
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The Prophet’s Staff

It was a long journey from the lizardfolk encampment on the lower slopes of Mount Nysiros to the village of Kanos not far from the peak. There were ominous rumblings from within the mountain and the smell of sulfur and smoke hung in the air. A humid warmth seemed to worsen the closer Sophie came to the smoldering summit.

Her strength was superhuman, but she could only climb so quickly and the climb gave Sophie ample opportunity to question the wisdom of what she was doing. She had been fortunate and clever enough to outwit the rather stupid lizards, but she had a feeling Sarvoth was something different. And that there would be a lot more lizards around him. But what was he after? Slaves? Territory? The lizardfolk were only so many. A drop compared to the sea of mankind. If they made themselves into a danger to Heraklion they would be wiped out by the prince’s armies.

Madness then, she thought. Would slaying Sarvoth put a stop to this or would some other lizard like Taresk or one of Sarvoth’s loyalists take over on his bloody crusade?

“Now might be a good time for a little sign of support,” murmured Sophie, casting her eyes towards the heavens and hoping to see a shooting star sent by Mardoch. Instead, the stars were mostly blotted out from the smoke drifting from Mount Nysiros. A seemingly ominous portent for her quest. She sighed, her muscles straining and sweat slicking her body as she continued her climb.

The brutality of Sarvoth became clear as Sophie approached Kanos. There were fresh bodies of humans strung up from trees, the corpses decorated with spirals and other symbols of the lizardfolk. The flesh either butchered or mutilated for some other purpose.

Much of the village had been razed by the lizardfolk. There was a ruined wall had failed to protect Kanos as well as the ashes and blackened timbers of several houses and what seemed to be a granary or warehouse. The town proper was mostly intact, though windows were broken and lizardfolk symbols decorated the walls of many of the buildings.

Kanos was a proper town. Two or three times the size of Vodena. With a millhouse, shops, and more than one tavern. It might once have been beautiful, overlooking the land surrounding Mount Nysiros from impressive heights, but it had fallen into ruin under the control of Sarvoth. Sophie saw all this as she moved through the darkness among the buildings. Listening to the chatter of the lizardfolk in their savage tongue. Hearing the whimpering of slaves and the occasional bellow of rutting pleasure. There was little doubt that the lizardfolk had enslaved more women here.

“Really makes me miss the goblins,” murmured Sophie. “At least they knew how to treat a woman right.”

The smell of cooking meat sent another shudder through Sophie. A distinct roasting smell that might have been lamb but made her recall those hacked up corpses strung from trees. According to superstition, lizardfolk were said to eat humans. Was that the fate of their captives? Or only the men they killed in the initial attack?

Sophie did not really want those questions answered. Particularly not by falling into their hands. She could not risk a ruse like she had with Taresk. She crept closer to the center of the village. There were guards posted outside a large and once-beautiful three-level inn. The sign had been torn down and replaced with a huge spiral of red paint above the door and several lizardfolk runes. A bonfire burned in the road outside and several armed lizards congregated and chattered. Lights glowed from within the building and the windows seemed mostly intact.

This was where she would find Sarvoth. She was certain of it.

There was a general store next to the inn that seemed to have been converted to a barracks for the lizardfolk. A rickety wooden staircase climbed the back of the general store. There was a similar staircase at the back of the inn, but that one was guarded. Sophie waited for those guards to be distracted in conversation and approached the staircase behind the general store. She took off her boots and climbed the dusty steps two at a time. Wearing furs instead of armor helped her keep quiet. Nearing the top, she misjudged the balance of Taresk’s huge sword and thumped it against the railing.

She froze. Cold tension gripped her. If the moon had been out, the guards nearby would have seen her silhouetted against the light near the top of the stairs. Instead, they muttered and looked around as smoke from the mountain blotted out the moonlight.

They were too lazy to investigate the sound and after a few seconds she continued to the top and crept onto the roof. Her plan seemed foolish when she looked across the neighboring roof. It was five or more paces from the general store to the inn. She not only had to make the jump as her strength was beginning to diminish but had to do it almost silently. That heavy sword was liable to bang around when she jumped and might even unbalance her.

The idea that came to her was just mad enough to work. She stripped off everything, setting her boots aside and wrapping the sword in the heavy furs that had encased her breasts and her buttocks. She crept to the very edge of the roof, her head, shoulders forward and her heavy tits dangling above the alley between the buildings. She waited for a bark of laughter from the lizards around the bonfire and then, with all the care she could muster, she heaved the fur-wrapped sword across the gap. It thudded onto the roof of the inn. She held her breath.

“Perfect,” she whispered. Now she just had to make a naked jump from one rooftop to the other without making any more noise than a fur-wrapped sword. She walked all the way to one side of the tavern’s roof and took a running start. She judged everything perfectly. Her speed, her direction, and the force and timing of her jump. She sailed through the night air, her hair flapping behind her, curves jiggling as she came down hard on the other side.

What Sophie had not quite judged accurately was the durability of the old roof atop the inn. She collided with the shingles and her legs went right through them. She would have suffered serious scrapes and bruises but for some lingering protection of her darkborne magic. It still hurt, badly, and knocked the wind out of her as she crashed through the ceiling of the top floor.

And directly into the bed of a lizardman. Surrounded by shingles, her naked body coated in plaster dust, she lifted her head from the cushions and sat up.

The lizardman was not in the bed with her. The large suite was stuffed full of treasures, one wall decorated with a crude chart of the stars, and the lizardman was seated at a writing desk lit by a lamp. He wore an opened robe trimmed in jaguar fur. His scales were olive green lightening to the color of pond scum on his abdomen. An ugly reptile, even by the standards of the lizardfolk, with a gaunt face and a hungry look in his golden eyes.

He wet his lipless mouth with a flick of his pink tongue.

“You must be Sarvoth,” said Sophie, propping herself on her arms in the bed and making broken shingles slide off her settling bust.

“Mmmmmm.” The lizardman snuffed out a long-stemmed pipe and sat back in his chair. “You have me at a dissssadvantage, human. But that can be remedied. Who are you?”

“Sophie Almodóvar,” said Sophie proudly, swinging her legs off the bed, “and I am here to—”

She was going to tell Sarvoth that she was about to beat the scales off him with her bare hands, but the pounding on the door interrupted. Voices called out in the clicking, barking language of the lizardfolk. Sarvoth gave them a terse reply while never taking his eyes off Sophie. The voices answered and footsteps slowly retreated down the stairs to a lower level.

“They will not interrupt ussss again,” said Sarvoth. He rose smoothly from his chair and approached the bed. There was something about the confidence in his eyes that was almost hypnotic. Sophie felt a hot throb from the mark on the back of her neck. It reached down into her and elicited a whimper. “Now, tell me again, why are you here, Sssssophie?”

She resisted the urge to offer herself to him and surrender the way she had with the others. She stood up and pressed him back with a soft squeeze of her tits against his chest.

“You and your tribe have been butchering humans and enslaving women because of some prophecy. Your raids are cowardly. Your actions betray the good faith of the humans here on Mount Nysiros. The lizardfolk lived in harmony—”

“Harmony?” His eyes narrowed. “Left to the most inhossspitable parts of the mountain? Forced to farm lichen and eat wild goats?”

“I thought your kind liked it up around the summit,” said Sophie, dusting plaster off herself.

“We sssspeak to the mountain here,” said Sarvoth. “And the mountain has spoken back. It has chosssen me as the prophet to unite the tribes and come down from the mountain to the humanssss. To retake what was taken. To claim our divine right.”

“Of killing and enslaving?” said Sophie, hands on her hips. “You do not even fight with honor. You sneak into villages in the dead of night and kill men sleeping in their beds.”

“Mmmmmm.” His gaze wandered over her dusty, naked body. His tongue flicked out from his mouth. “You ssssound like Taresk. Foolsss of the same breed. I ssshould have dealt with him long ago but I thought he would be sslain leading the raidssss.”

“After I kick your scaly ass, Taresk will reclaim the ways of you lizardfolk,” said Sophie defiantly, though she had little reason to seem so confident.

Sarvoth reached a hand into the pocket of his robe and drew out a silver dagger. The blade flashed in his hand. He pressed the edge to Sophie’s throat, but only for a moment. Then he drew back.

“No. Not yet.” His smile was cold and cruel. “You might be worth something. There is ssssstrength in you, girl. Beauty, even if it is the ape like beauty of a human. You might be worth breeding. Or keeping asssss a bed sssslave. Before I mark you, I will test your worth.”

He grabbed her by her hair and threw her back onto the bed. He fell upon her with a predatory hunger, pulling her hair to expose her throat and then clamping his jaws around her neck. One bite and he could end her life, but instead his tongue flicked and slithered over her throat. He teased the dagger against her side. Her breast. Sharp against her nipples.

“Please,” whimpered Sophie, her legs parting. Her cunt eager for his cock. All the roughness only serving as foreplay to arouse her. But Sarvoth mistook her desire for surrender to his superiority.

“How easssily you weak humans ssssuccumb to my power,” hissed Sarvoth, clicking in his throat with amusement. “You sssshall be the prize of my harem. My favorite ssslave. If you fuck as well as you make an entrance. Prove yoursssself to me.”

“Yes,” moaned Sophie, caressing the smooth scales of his lean body. “Yes, master! Your power is irresistible! I will prove myself to you!”

Sarvoth let go of her hair and stood up beside the bed. Sophie did not hesitate to drop to her knees atop the broken shingles next to the bed. She stroked the swelling head of his cock as it slid from his inner sheath. The pink tip growing into a ribbed pink serpent that was wet with his secretions. The smell of him betrayed his frequent rutting. The size of his cock was impressive by human standards, though certainly small compared to the other lizardfolk she had intimately encountered.

“Let me feel the warmth of your uddersssss,” he hissed, reaching down to grasp Sophie’s breasts. He squeezed them roughly, his claws making dimples on her soft flesh as he pressed her mounds around his cock.

Sophie cooed seductively, looking up at him as she rode her breasts up and down his wet, pink cock. It poked through her cleavage and she gave the tip a teasing lick.

“I will use every warm hole,” hissed Sarvoth, fucking his cock between her breasts. “I will fill you with my sssseed. Turn you into a breeder. You will carry my clutchessss.”

Sophie had not fully appreciated what breeding with a lizardman might be like. Would he lay eggs inside her or somehow turn her human body into a vessel for his seed that would produce eggs? Humans and lizardfolk were not as well known to be compatible as humans and most other races. The darkborne mark on her neck pulsed with pleasure as if to remind her that she was safe so long as its evil magic could protect her womb.

She relaxed and moaned as she took the head of Sarvoth’s thrusting cock into her eager mouth. The lizard’s thick tail swung back and forth as he grew excited. Knocking over a chair and toppling a table beside the bed. He pounded and rutted into her cleavage, hilting against her squeezed tits and burying his cock in Sophie’s mouth.

Despite her hatred for Sarvoth’s deeds, she savored the pleasure of having her tits and her mouth fucked by the lizardman. What might have only amused a certified slut was rapturous for Sophie as she soaked in the secondhand pleasure. She felt the building tension of it, coiling inside the scaly loins of Sarvoth. It burst forth from him and into Sophie in great, energizing gushes of his oily spunk. She drank his cum even as it overflowed her mouth and spilled onto her breasts. Nursing on his prick and hollowing her cheeks with suction as she drained every drop of his cum and the energy that bubbled out with it.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, gulping the last of the salty spunk and smiling up at Sarvoth as he unsheathed his pink cock from her gooey breasts. He was panting, clicking at the back of his throat as he released her breasts and gazed down upon the mess he had made. She scooped up a smear of his cum and licked it from her fingers. “Thank you, Lord Sarvoth. Will you give me more?”

“SSssssssSSSS,” he hissed, his eyes narrowing. “What hassss come over you, human? I have never met a wench so enthralled by my cock. Perhaps the God of Fire has dropped you from the smoky skies. A slave to finally quench the fire of rage within me.”

“Ohhh, yesss,” moaned Sophie, rising to her feet and embracing the lizard. “Quench yourself! My body aches for your hot steel, master! MMM!”

She pressed a kiss to his snout. Sarvoth drew back in surprise, but then looked at her for a moment and kissed her back, thrusting his long tongue into Sophie’s mouth and tickling her throat with it. She suppressed a gag as he slid his tongue deeper. She swirled her tongue against his and sucked on the length of it. Her hand fell to the slickness of his cock and she coaxed the lizard back to full arousal. Not so much being kissed by him as being tongue-fucked in the throat by him.

She was panting and drooling by the time he pulled back and his tongue slithered out of her throat.

“Down! Onto the bed with you, ssslut!” He shoved her roughly amid the debris from the ceiling. He fell upon her once more, ravenous for her breasts. Tonguing them and sucking at them. His teeth making red marks on her creamy flesh as he slurped her breasts into his sharp-fanged mouth. He pushed apart Sophie’s powerful thighs and pinned her wrists to the bed. He glowered at her, gloating over her, as he rubbed his cock at her slick folds.

“Please, master,” moaned Sophie. “Do it! Claim me! Breed me!”

“Haaaaaa! I will judge if you dessssserve my firssst clutch!” Savorth took hold of Sophie’s ankles and bent her legs back to nearly her head. He hunched over her, using only his hips to line his dripping cock up with the entrance of Sophie’s steamy honeypot.

“Oh, yes, you need this hot human cunt,” she moaned. “Mine is the best. I promise, Sarvoth. My pussy will make you cum for hours!”

“Sssssounds exhausting,” hissed Sarvoth. “But I am curioussss to know if you tell the truth.”

“Ooooh, always,” moaned Sophie. “I can outlast any human. But maybe lizardfolk don’t have as much staminAAAHHHH!”

She cried out as Sarvoth angrily thrust into her cunt, burying his cock deep enough to prod the soft backwalls of her cove. The first thrust sent pleasure unexpectedly rippling through her body. It took a second and third stroke for her to realize it was not the darkborne mark alone, but rather something about Sarvoth’s cock that was hitting an unusual spot inside her. His next thrust drove her to the brink and the thrust after that sent her plunging over the edge into ecstasy.

“YESSSSS!” wailed Sophie. “Fuck meeee! My human pussy exists to please my lizard master!”

Sarvoth’s mouth opened in a fanged smile and he hissed and clicked with pleasure, staring down at Sophie’s splashing breasts and tickling the arches of her upwards feet with flicks of his tongue. He fucked her hard and he fucked her fast. Each stroke seemingly fueled by his enmity for mankind. His body primed to punish her and his cock driving Sophie from one peak to the next. By her third clutching climax she felt Sarvoth begin to tense. His clicking grew louder. His smile more self-satisfied.

“I will break you,” he hissed. “I will enssssslave you with pleasure! It is my destiny to sow the seeds of a new epoch of the lizardfolk! You ssssshall be my first breeder!”

“Yes! Oh, yes! Breed me! Fill me with your cum!” Such was Sophie’s pleasure that she almost willed the darkborne sign on her neck into submission. She craved Sarvoth’s cum so badly that she wanted to be bred. But as she felt his cock swelling inside her, she relented, and allowed the dark magic to guard her womb.

“Take your massssters sssseeed!” cried Sarvoth, throwing back his head and burying every twitching bit of his cock deep in Sophie’s hot cunny. She felt the powerful pulsating pleasure flowing into her and energizing her body. A moment after that came the satisfying rush of his oily cum, spurting again and again, drenching her womb, but unable to claim it with the protection of her mark. She squeezed back against each throb of his cock, draining his pleasure and prolonging the exhausting climax.

“Oooohh, thank you, mighty Sarvoth,” moaned Sophie, her mountainous tits heaving with each gasp of pleasure. “I will serve you well. I will be a good breeder.”

“Yesssss,” he groaned, slowing his strokes and easing his cock from her creamy folds. He caressed her hip with a claw. “Here I will put my mark. Sssso the others will know my favored sssslave. My brazen Sophie. I will chain you by my throne when I burn the human kingdoms to the ground.”

Sophie was too intoxicated with pleasure to roll her eyes at his ridiculous pronouncement, but she was aware of Sarvoth’s doomed dreams. She was also aware of the strength he had given her. Just a little more and she would be powerful enough to take down Sarvoth and all the rest of them.

“More, master,” moaned Sophie, turning over and reaching for his cock. He did not fight her as she took it back into her mouth. Tasting herself and his salty cum. Sucking him and bobbing on him until he was stiff once more.

“I shall have you again,” croaked Sarvoth. “Present yourself to me, girl. I shall bless your asssssss with my cock! Every hole is mine!”

“Ohhh, yessss, mighty Sarvoth,” crooned Sophie, turning over on her hands and knees on the bed. “Put that big lizard cock right up my tight little ass.”

“Little?” Sarvoth let out an amused series of clicks and smacked a scaly hand on Sophie’s plush bottom. It was true, her ass was quite big and lusciously round. Sarvoth grabbed her cheeks with both clawed hands and spread her shamelessly wide. “Look at this human hind-meat! A generous portion! SSSS! How you clench in anticipation!”

He shoved his snout lower, flicking his long tongue against her creamy buttocks and tickling the tip of his tongue between them. Down the warm valley of her crack. The reptile’s forked tongue danced against her sensitive clench and pleasure reverberated through her body. Each strike of his tongue as if against the taut head of a drum. Thumping and buzzing into Sophie’s core. Making the mark pulsate upon her neck.

“OOOoooooh, yessss,” cried Sophie, arching her back and thrusting her hips towards Sarvoth. “My ass belongs to you, master!”

“Nnnnnnnnmmmm,” agreed Sarvoth, his flicking tongue teasing its way up Sophie’s tight clench. She threw back her head and gasped with pleasure as the reptile’s wet tongue thrust past her ring and into the depths of her ass. He did not linger there for long, but each moment of his thrusting, twisting tongue inside her was a strange eternity of pleasure. She was cumming from having a lizard’s tongue up her bottom and it felt too good to be ashamed.

“YESSSSSS!” she cried, even as her ecstasy was cut short by the slither of his tongue out of her back passage.

“Now I claim what issss mine!” hissed Sarvoth, sounding angry as he rose behind her, gripping her hips in his clawed hands. His cock found the wet, gaping pink of Sophie’s asshole and he took it in a single stroke. His slimy lizard cock plunged through her clench and deep into her bowels.

“Ooohhhh, ffffuuuucck!” cried Sophie, rocking back against him as her cheeks pressed to the smooth scales of his hips. Her ass devouring his full length and twitching around his root.

Sarvoth had hardly been gentle with Sophie before but having his cock in her ass seemed to drive the reptilian prophet into a frenzy of lust. It was as if he was trying to prove that he could outlast the harlot knight. A terrible mistake on his part.

Each violent thrust of Sarvoth’s slimy cock into Sophie’s ass sent another ripple of pleasure through her body. And each ripple of pleasure through Sophie’s body granted her more strength than the one before. Darkborne strength that was compounded by her approaching climax. A fresh burst of power that surged through her until her fingers tore into the mattress and each backwards thrust of her hips almost knocked Sarvoth over.

“You hot-blooded beast! Your cunt drank my sssseed! Soon your ass will be filled with my cum and then… hssssss... then I sssshall mark you! Carve my name into your flessssh!”

“Yes, enslave me with your cock!” cried Sophie, pushing back and impaling her clutching ass onto his cock. She looked at him over her shoulder as she took each stroke with ease. She blazed with dark power as she looked up into his hateful golden eyes. “Don’t stop, master! Keep fucking me! My ass is yours! Fill it with your cum!”

Sarvoth screeched with ecstasy, his claws drawing tiny trickles of blood as they dug into the tender flesh of Sophie’s hips. He drew back his swollen prick and thrust forward again, plunging deep into Sophie’s asshole and spanking her cheeks with his scaly body. Sophie felt his swollen cock throb and jerk deep in her ass. The rush of his seed slicking his shaft as he drew back and thrust in again.

He was still cumming and she was cumming with him as he slumped against her back. He clawed at her waist. Her shoulders. He seemed to be trying to grab hold of her to keep from slipping into oblivion. But it was too late. His pleasure was too intense. With a last, rattling gasp, he toppled off Sophie and onto the bed. His eyelids drooping shut as he collapsed into a moaning sleep.

Sophie stayed where she was for a moment, still savoring the satisfying feast of pleasure she had just consumed. Her creamy bottom raised high, her asshole dripping with lizard spunk, and her face and tits pressed into the mattress as she caught her breath.

When Sophie finally stood up from the bed, she was a new woman. Her muscles were tempered steel. Her blood was the fire of Mount Nysiros itself. She bound the sleeping Sarvoth and leaped onto the roof of the tavern to retrieve her furs and Taresk’s massive sword.

She was just about to throw open the door to Sarvoth’s room at the occupied inn and unleash a bloody rampage on the lizardfolk when she heard a commotion in the streets below. Hisses and warning cries sounded. Lizard warriors stirred in their makeshift beds and emerged from houses and shops. Sophie peered out into the street below.

Taresk and his warband had returned from their encampment. The hulking lizardman stopped at the bonfire outside the inn and shouted up at the third floor.

“Sarvoth! Show yourself! Thisssss folly ends now! I challenge you for control of the tribe!”

“Mmmm?” Sarvoth stirred in the bed behind Sophie. “What isssss it? Who daresss to wake me from my slumber?”

“Taresk,” said Sophie. “You had better get up, Sarvoth. I think your reign is coming to an end.”
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Celebrations and Farewells

“Tell the ending!” shouted one of the children of Vodena.

“What happened?” cried another.

“You can’t leave it there!” pouted a tow-headed little one.

Sophie glanced over at Tobias, who sat wrapped in a blanket beside the hearth. The old man gave her a slight nod of permission. Sophie had spared the children the raunchiest and goriest details, replacing her many sexual encounters with the lizardfolk with “wrestling” and “arguments.” Which, she supposed, was the truth after a fashion.

“So, there I was, after my long argument with Sarvoth, ready to unleash vengeance upon the lizardmen. The streets were packed with them. There must have been a hundred reptiles ready to tear each other to pieces. I untied Sarvoth and he and Taresk squared off. There was going to be a fight. But then, Sarvoth played a trick on Taresk. He had magic!”

“Aether magic?” wondered one child.

“I bet it was darkborne magic,” whispered another, his eyes wide with fear. He was shushed by his mother for even speaking of such blasphemous arts. Sophie gave the kid a wink and continued.

“It was some sort of lizard witchcraft made into a bomb. He threw a clay pot of it at Taresk and tried to attack him as stinging smoke engulfed the warrior.” Sophie looked around at the kids. She made dramatic faces of the two angry reptiles. “Taresk was flailing his arms going, ‘Raaaaaaaarr!’ The smell of blood was in the air! Sarvoth had a dagger and he was going to stab Taresk right in his heart!”

Sophie paused for a moment to let the tension build.

“So that was when I intervened! I had Taresk’s sword. He couldn’t fight too well without it.”

“Is it true you killed Sarvoth?” wondered a little girl.

“Not me,” said Sophie. “Oh, I beat him good. Gave him a few slashes with the sword and then knocked him to the ground. His guards tried to stop me, and I did have to kill a couple of them, but they backed off when Taresk shouted at them. You see, it was Taresk and the others who killed Sarvoth. Lizardfolk have a harsh sort of justice and they dished it out quickly.”

“Was it bloody?” sniffed the tow-headed boy, his eyes wide with fear.

“Not at first, then they got these long black-bladed, saw-toothed daggers that—"

“I think that’s enough of that,” said Tobias. “You don’t want to give the children bad dreams. The important part is that Vodena is safe and all the people who were captured by the lizardfolk have been set free. Taresk promised not to come down from the mountain again except to trade. And we won’t go up in search of revenge.”

“Right,” said Sophie. “You kids had better get back to the celebration. Go on! I hear another round of catch the ring starting!”

“Awwww,” they chorused with disappointment.

Almost on cue, a lute began to play, and laughter echoed from the street outside. The children somewhat reluctantly headed out of the tavern for a game of catch the ring.

“Maybe it was a bad idea to tell them any of that,” said Sophie, walking to the tavern’s greasy window and peering out at the kids dancing and playing in the street.

“They will hear worse over time from the survivors who experienced it firsthand. The scars of this betrayal will last for many years to come. I can only hope that peace endures.” Tobias groaned as he shifted the blanket off his body and weakly got to his feet. Sophie wrapped an arm around him to support him as he joined her at the window. He was healing remarkably well considering he had nearly been dead a day before.

A blessing from Mardoch?

“You can do more than hope, old man,” she said, glancing at his bandaged leg. “You and your grandsons can ensure the peace lasts.”

He looked over at her with a twinkle in his eyes.

“We could ensure peace much better with a woman like you around, Sophie Almodóvar.” He took her hand and brought it to his lips. He gazed into her eyes as he kissed her fingers. “Would you stay with us? With me? I won’t be around much longer, and it would mean so much to spend my time with a woman like you. Please, Sophie.”

She looked at him and smiled gently.

“The part of the story I left out came after the battle,” said Sophie. “After Sarvoth was dead and Taresk swore his oath to me, I saw a sign.”

“A sign?”

“The smoke from Mount Nysiros parted and a shaft of light struck down from the heavens. I was bathed in golden warmth. A great sense of peace came over me. I felt all my anger and sadness leave my body. I closed my eyes and basked in the glory of Mardoch.

“I am not sure how long I stood there like that, but when I opened my eyes, I was facing west. The light above me was gone, but I saw another shaft of light. It seemed to point the way for me. I knew there was a place beyond the horizon. Mardoch was telling me where I must go to save my sister and restore my family’s honor. To gain his favor and free my soul from this curse. I saw mountains, colder and darker than here, and a ruined church taken over by darkness. I even knew the name of the place as if it had been whispered in my ear.” Sophie looked at Tobias. “It is called the Blasted Cathedral.”

She saw surprise register on his face. His gray brow furrowed and he looked away from her. He ran his hand over his scruffy cheek.

“By the Four Holy Pillars… this place you speak of… I knew it when I was young and living in Vinecio. The Blasted Cathedral was the name of a dark place in the mountains to the west. Haunted and forbidden. The Pateric church is strong in Vinecio, Sophie, but evil conspires in its streets and there is a terrible darkness in those mountains. It reached even into the church. They say the cathedral was destroyed in an unholy explosion.”

“You could show me this on a map?” asked Sophie.

“I could show you, yes,” said Tobias with a hint of reluctance in his voice. “I would ask you to reconsider, but I cannot argue against Mardoch. If the Holy Father himself wants you to go west beyond Vinecio, then you will go west.”

“I will go west,” agreed Sophie. “But not yet. Not until the morning.”

“Oh? Looking to regain your strength before you go?” He smiled slightly and lifted a graying eyebrow.

“Fighting off those lizardfolk wore me out,” said Sophie, stepping a little closer to Tobias. “I’m hoping to find some young buck, able to go for hours, to give me all the strength I need. Maybe your grandsons are around?”

“Oh, I think they’re probably busy,” chuckled Tobias, caressing her arms and letting his callused old hands follow her slender waist to her broad hips. “But I think I know someone who might be able to help you. Maybe not all night, but at least for an hour or two.”

“Really?” She pressed against Tobias, her soft breasts mashed to his coarse tunic. Her lips close to his. “Is he nearby? Is he someone I know?”

“Yes, I think you know him quite well,” replied Tobias, his hands sliding around to cradle her bottom and give her a squeeze. “But we had better get started.”

“I am feeling rather peckish,” she whispered and pressed a hungry kiss to the old man’s lips. No man with a taste for women could resist the charms of Sophie Almodóvar. Not even one as well-seasoned as Tobias. He seemed to savor the sweetness of her kiss as she pushed him back towards the warmth of the fire and began to undress him.

“Have you kept my sword safe for me, Tobias?” she asked, reaching for his belt.

“Of course,” he said. “Your magnificent blade is tucked away in the kitchen wrapped in a velvet cloth. As keen to be… ohhhhh… you meant that sword?”

“Mmmmhmmm,” affirmed Sophie, looking up from Tobias’ loins as she engulfed his cock in her mouth. He shuddered and his eyes widened as she took his stiff prick down her throat and tongued the dangling satchel of his bollocks. She closed her eyes and massaged him with her swallowing around his cock. Pulling back just enough so he could feel her silken throat caressing his tip. Her lips tight around his root. Her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him.

“Sophie,” he groaned, gently cradling her head with one hand. “You are truly an angel.”

His words sent a guilty spasm of pleasure through her body. A reminder that though she might have been momentarily favored by Mardoch, she was marked and remained a dark angel. Serving some unknowable agenda each time she took or gave pleasure.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned around him, feeling him swell deep in her throat. Wanting, more than anything, to feel the release of his delicious pleasure in the hot rush of his seed.

“If you keep at that, you will surely make me explode,” groaned the old man, steadying himself with a hand on Sophie’s shoulder.

She pulled him from her throat slowly, twirling her tongue around his tip before popping her lips free. Slightly breathless as she said, “I want you to slide your cock down my throat and pump hot cum into my stomach, Tobias. Give me every drop. Fuck my mouth and cum right in my slutty throat.”

“Oh, Mardoch forgive me,” he groaned, but there was a smile on his weathered face as he guided her back down onto his cock. He thrust forward as his cock met her lips and he buried his full length down her throat. He drew back once and thrust in again, his spit-damp bollocks against her chin. She gurgled softly around him, a hand between her thighs. Fingers digging into her cunt and squeezing against her clit as she felt the old man’s cock begin to twitch.

“Hnnnnggggrkkk!” she moaned, looking up at him through tears of discomfort.

“Ohhhhhh, Sophie,” wheezed Tobias, drawing back until his cock left her lips and then slamming his hard length back into her mouth and down her throat. She swallowed around him and felt the buzzing pleasure of his orgasm. It crackled in her perception. A rush of pleasurable energy flooding into her body as he tensed, hilted in her throat, and let loose with hot torrents of cum. The fullness grew in her stomach as she took his spurting load, fingers sloshing in her cunt as she came with him. Her pleasure fed by the power pumping through the darkborne mark on her neck.

Tobias staggered back, his cock sliding free of Sophie’s lips. He looked down at her, seeming almost ashamed as he fell into a chair beside the hearth. Sophie was still cumming, fingers pumping into her pussy and a long strand of spunk dangling from her chin into her cleavage as she moaned and rode out her climax. When the last of her pleasure was spent, she crawled on her hands and knees to Tobias slumped in the chair.

“Are you alright, old man?” she giggled, stroking his thighs, and tickling her fingers over his wet, flaccid cock.

“I’m… I’ll be fine,” he said, grinning down at her and watching her fingers in his lap. “I thought my days of this sort of thing had long passed. Not that… mmmm… not that I ever really did anything quite like this.”

“You are just lucky I have a taste for older men,” purred Sophie, wrapping her fingers around his soft, wet cock and beginning to stroke him.

“Really? An old fogey like me?” He laughed. “I’ll be lucky if I make it through five more winters.”

“Better make this one count then,” said Sophie, leaning up on her knees to kiss him. He laughed as their lips met and she stole a deeper kiss from him. Their tongues meeting as they shared the laughter. He surprised her by bringing his hands up to her breasts and filling his palms with her soft mounds. His fingers teasing and pinching at her nipples. Their kiss growing hotter as his cock grew harder in Sophie’s grasp.

“Sophie,” gasped the old man, his hands moving to her hips as she climbed atop his lap. Their bodies were lit golden by the hearth’s fire. She guided him to her slick cunt and eased her weight down upon him. They savored that union for a moment and then she was moving with the urgency of true desire. Her breasts patting against his withered chest. Her lips locked once more to his.

He did not last long. She was expert and eager and he was at her mercy. His fingers dimpling the firm roundness of her ass and pulling her down onto his cock with her hungry ride atop him. The chair creaked. He moaned against her lips. His words stifled by her tongue. His cock trembling and then surging deep inside her.

Sophie drank his pleasure in a rapturous daze. Her mark pounding spasms of ecstasy through her body as Tobias tightened his grip on her and pumped his seed deep into her clutching cunt. She kept kissing him. Kept riding him. Even as his cum churned inside her and his cock began to soften.

But only a little. She locked eyes with the old man. She saw his weakness, but his will was strong.

“So be it,” he groaned, wincing as she rode through the agony of his refractory period. He clung to her and squirmed beneath her, but she simply would not stop. And he would not ask her to stop.

“Aaahhhh! Yesss! I knew you had it in you!” cried Sophie, feeling him rise yet again.

“More than you know, my beautiful knight,” grunted Tobias and with supreme effort he lifted her from his lap and tossed her down to the floor beside the fire. He followed her down, his cock barely leaving her creamy pussy as he spread Sophie’s legs wide and began hammering into her with the desperation of a man with little time left.

It was astonishing and overwhelming to Sophie. She was already brimming with power, she did not need more, but she had triggered something in Tobias and he was asserting himself. His poor injured flesh was on the point of failing. His face pale and drenched in sweat. His hands quivering. Yet he hammered his cock into her frothing cunt with the vigor of a madman. His teeth clenched and his eyes staring madly down into hers.

“Maybe… maybe you should stop,” gasped Sophie as the old man pushed her legs back to drive deeper into the creamy snatch. His cock squeezing out more of her creampie and causing the warm foam to ooze down the crack of her ass with each stroke. He kept his hands on the backs of her knees as he sawed his cock in and out of her pussy without relent. His tight bollocks bumping her clenched anus with each thrust.

“You want it all,” wheezed Tobias. “I shall give it to you. A reward… mmmmm… for all you have done… for Vodena. For me and my grandsons. Revenge and victory.”

“Not revenge,” gasped Sophie. “Only what is right. Justice.”

“My brave knight,” gasped Tobias, falling over her and pressing a desperate kiss to her lips. His brow furrowed with his effort. Sweat trickling down his wrinkled cheeks. She stroked his arms. His shoulders. She kissed him in answer as she felt his boiling pleasure.

“Cum for me, Tobias,” she moaned, craving another taste of his energy. “Cum inside me again.”

“Until I cannot spill another drop,” he gasped. “Until… until my heart… AAAHHHHHH!”

His face was suddenly ashen and for a moment she thought his heart had given out. Then, with a deep stroke, his cock throbbed and she felt first the warm flow of his seed and then the hot, rippling ecstasy of the mark feasting upon the pleasure. The darkborne symbol flooded her with evil strength. An unholy blessing that transformed each desperate pump of the old man’s seed into another measure of power that thrummed in Sophie’s body.

“Sophie,” groaned the old man and with a last ragged stroke, he collapsed atop her. His face against her shoulder. His body and cock going completely limp.

For a moment, she was sure she had killed him. Or at least that he had killed himself. But then she heard a rattling intake of breath and she eased him onto his back among atop the furs beside the fire. He was comatose and could not be roused. She cleaned him and then herself with a washcloth and covered him with a blanket.

Then, with the old man softly snoring beside her, she dressed in her armor and retrieved Temptress from the next room. Just as Tobias had promised, the exquisite sword was wrapped in a velvet cloth. She sheathed the blade on her hip and took one last look at the old man. For a moment, she imagined heeding his words and remaining in Vodena. Staying with him and his two grandsons. Being a lover to all three.

But then lightning flashed in her mind. She saw her father dying on the floor. Saw her stepmother and her sister. The mark on Sophie’s neck throbbed as if in too was reliving the moments of its diabolical creation that long ago night at Castilla Lorica.

No, thought Sophie, I cannot seek my own happiness while my family lies in ruins and my sister is imprisoned by the church.

She walked out the back of the tavern. She could hear the town still celebrating in the streets. Laughing and singing and dancing. She turned to the stable, where her trusty horse Alberto stood ready to carry her west through the mountains to her destiny.

To the Blasted Cathedral.
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