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Chapter 1

Robyn Clemrose pinned the dainty elven adventurer Lilia to the cold stone dungeon wall. His right knee parted her long and luscious legs, pinched lightly by the high knee stockings. A short black skirt left the porcelain skin of her upper thighs exposed. She was blushing. It only made her look that much cuter.

"P-Please, we shouldn't do this…" Lilia breathed heavily.

"How can you expect me to control myself when you're dressed like that? You did it on purpose, didn't you? To tempt me. Or maybe you wanted this all along!" Robyn exclaimed, drawing a dagger up to her white lace underwear.

"It's just… you're always saving me, so I thought maybe… I… I'm sorry. You're so much more different than I expected! I can't do it after all, and I have a husband waiting for me back home!" She shoved Robyn, a little harder than he expected onto his ass, then took off running into the darkness of the dungeon corridors.

"Aaaaand cut! Alright, everyone. Take ten!" Their director, the fat winged imp Cordelius Pinkerton, flew in from the other end of the corridor with a big smile on his face.

The rest of the production crew followed suit. Skip and Dane, a rather scrawny dwarf and baby-faced human respectively, quickly began to replace the magic crystal on their cameras. The pixie, Twinkle, slumped to the ground and wiped the sweat from her face, panting as the light surrounding her body dimmed significantly.

"How was that? I better not hear that we'll need another take." Lilia returned with a haughty look, nose turned to the ceiling.

"Don't worry, baby!" Cordelius flew over and threw a woolen cloak around her shoulders. "You did fantastic! Robyn, on the other hand, you missed a line at the end there. What gives?"

Still on the ground and rubbing his ass, Robyn was going over the script with a scowl.

"What gives? The scene clearly said light shove. LIGHT! I didn't expect to be sent flying!" Robyn complained.

"Please, I hardly touched you. Now where are my aides? I need a touch up on my make-up because Robyn's breath made me all icky and gross." Lilia didn't even need to move, because a group of people immediately rushed forth to reapply cosmetics on her.

Robyn picked himself up, backside still aching from the fall.

"Robyn, pal. I need you to not mess this up. Do you know how much money I shelled out to book the Lilia Amerella? She's one of the hottest actresses in the industry right now. We need this!" Cordelius whispered out of earshot from the others.

Lilia Amerella. She was probably the cutest elven porn star around. The soft features, shoulder-length blonde hair, and innocent expression type-casted her into the damsel roles. She had tight, yet springy skin that could have only been obtained through top of the line products and constant pampering.

Her pornos sold like coffee at first light. So many people loved her work, she had a dedicated fanbase. One that Robyn used to be a part of! Too bad the personality she displayed behind the camera was exactly just that— fiction. The reality was this hoity-toity viper could poison a man with her glare alone.

To think, Robyn was excited to shoot a porno with her. He was a fan up until an hour ago when he learned her true self.

"Yeah, I know. But this chick is getting on my nerves. I'm not even sure I can get it up around her anymore!" Robyn fired back.

"Just bear with it. Adventurers Gone Wild is making a comeback with this new film, I can feel it! So, please. Don't tick Lilia off. Get her off instead," the imp pleaded before going to appease the star of the film.

Robyn threw his hands in the air. He sat down on the ground but freaked out at a rat scurrying past him. Well… Standing was fine, too.

Being an adult porn actor wasn't all that it was cut out to be. Robyn was an elf himself, born to two modest ranchers in the countryside of the Hamisburg Republic. Unfortunately, nothing about his physical appearance illustrated a hardy, labor-filled lifestyle.

He lacked the strength and magical affinity to join the Civil Guard as an adventurer or become a republican soldier. He lacked the intelligence to attend an academy. He was only as average as average could be. Average height. Average looks. Average dick size. That excruciating averageness, however, was what landed him the job as the main male actor for Adventurers Gone Wild.

Since adventurers were their core demographic, Robyn's averageness was the perfect self-insert for their audience. At least, that was what Cordelius Pinkerton, the imp director of Adventurers Gone Wild had told him. Of course, he was excited at first. Who wouldn't be?

As it turned out, the novelty of being able to have sex with hot women wore off quickly when most were mean-spirited, narcissistic twats, and probably sea deep in drugs.

"Man, I wish I had a pair of tits and a pussy. Women have it easy." Robyn sighed.

"If only that were true. Smoke?" Sienna joined Robyn and offered him a smoking pipe.

"I'm good. Don't want my breath smelling of ashes and pissing Lilia off," Robyn said.

"Like a little princess." She dumped the herbs to the ground and stomped on it with her cloven hoof.

Sienna Baron, or better known by her stage name Milky, was a tall draph woman with a big personality. She had modest ribbed horns that extended out and curved up. Her voluminous chestnut brown hair was currently in a large braid worn like a scarf around her neck. Although she was wearing a cloak, it couldn't hide her signature money-makers underneath.

Like Robyn, Sienna was also an in-house actress of Adventurers Gone Wild. They worked on plenty of adult films together, but none of them sold as well as her first big hit two years ago. Milky's Milk. A breast milk fetish flick that flew off the shelves on release and continued to earn Sienna big royalties to this day. It was Adventurers Gone Wild's most sold film to date, and they received constant requests for a sequel.

However, the star actress always vehemently refused despite Cordelius' begging, and Robyn had learned not to press her on it anymore.

"No kidding. I don't get why we couldn't just put you in it. Instead, Cordy probably went to some shady money-lenders again." Robyn groaned, recalling the last time debt collectors came knocking.

"Wait, you serious?" Sienna gaped.

"Yeah. Why do you think that half-orc is here? It isn't for our protection." He thumbed to the giant, cowled man, staring daggers at the sweating imp director.

A half-orc mafia family ran a racketeering and black market ring in Morganta City, the same city where Adventurers Gone Wild was based and where most of the studio employees made their home. They ran several clubs and taverns, but it was something of an open secret that a lot of illicit drugs and magical weaponry passed through their hands.

Although the mafia rarely dealt with civilians for fear of drawing the ire of the Republican Chevaliers, the Hamisburg Republic's elite order of detective knights, it wasn't out of the ordinary for them to also lend out predatory loans. That dude was definitely a mafioso sent to make sure Cordelius wasn't skipping town. On the bright side, he was really the only one in danger. Everyone else was safe.

"Ugh. I knew I should've stayed home. Whose bright idea was this? Sylvia?" Sienna asked.

Sylvia was the studio's secretary. She didn't come out with them today, but Robyn knew the culprit was someone else.

"Take another wild guess. Dane told me an adventurer from the Civil Guard tipped Cordy off about this dungeon. Thinks the whole dangerous setting will help sell the flick like cheap beer," Robyn said doubtfully.

"Assuming some dungeon monster won't make a meal out of us first." She rolled her eyes.

"Alright, break's over! Everybody up! We got two more scenes to film. Next one takes place in front of an ironbound door. Let's check the end of the corridor!" Cordelius corralled the production crew back to their feet.

On their way searching for the next suitable location, Robyn flipped through the script to familiarize himself with the next scene. Unfortunately, it was far too dark. The torches they were holding flickered too much and made his eyes hurt.

"Twinkle, can I get some light?" Robyn asked the little pixie.

"You got it!" Twinkle, the blue-haired pixie who helped with illuminating scenes, sat on Robyn's shoulder and brightened up. Literally. In exchange, he gave her a piece of hard candy from his waist pouch.

Twinkle shoved the sugary round morsel into her mouth. It was as big as her head, and now her right cheek bloated up. She squealed delightfully and brightened a little more.

Pixies were incredibly cute and benign creatures. Unlike their more mischievous fae cousins, the fairies, pixies liked being helpful. A trait that Cordelius took advantage of often, so Robyn brought it upon himself to accommodate her. They could be distinguished by their colorless, dragonfly-like wings while a fairy's was closer to colorful butterflies.

With a bright enough light now, Robyn went over his next scene. It involved him chasing after Lilia. He would catch up to her in front of a door to corner her. Unable to resist his advances, she would fall for him. After that, the final scene was just some vanilla sex with light butt spanking. She was expecting light spanking. Perfect opportunity to get back at her.

On their way down, everyone flinched and cowered to every distant noise. This dungeon was filled with monsters after all. They ran away from undeads down one corridor, steered clear of what was obviously a mimic at a dead end, and dodged numerous traps.

"I wish Cordelius had hired at least one adventurer." Sienna shuddered after they crossed a swinging axe trap.

Although Robyn was terrified himself, this was a good chance to show Sienna how reliable he was. A man should protect the women around him.

"We'll be fine!" Robyn assured her. "If anything happens, I'll—"

"Robyn, watch out!" Twinkle warned.

Squish!

Robyn couldn't lift his left foot anymore. A green slime oozing out between the cracks in the ground clung tightly to his boot.

"Hey, hey! That's perfect. Skip, Dane. Get a close-up on Robyn's foot from two different angles. Chop-chop!" Cordelius clapped his hands.

"Fuck you, Cordy! Help me out of this!" Robyn growled.

"We'll edit that out in post," he added nonchalantly.

The half-orc mafioso lowered his torch until the flames were practically licking the slime. It shuddered and retreated back into the cracks, freeing Robyn's leg.

"Thanks," Robyn said and received a nod in return.

Maybe this guy wasn't so bad.

"Tch. One take will have to do," Cordelius grumbled.

"If you're done fooling around, I've found a good place to film our next scene. We may have a problem though." Lilia made herself known much farther down the corridor in front of a heavy set iron door.

When the rest of the crew caught up, a signpost hanging on a nail hook warned, 'Do not enter'. Everyone turned to the director.

"As much as I'd like to get out of here, maybe we should heed the sign?" Robyn suggested cautiously.

"I don't even know the first meaning!" Cordelius ripped the sign off and tossed it over his shoulders.

He kicked open the door to a spacious chamber. Water poured from the mouths of gargoyle statues on the upper wall which travel along small channels, then into holes in the corners of the room. At the center was a circle of strange runic symbols with four unlit braziers along the ring.

"What is this place?" Sienna gasped as she walked in.

"Dunno. My non-adventurer brain is telling me that's a magic circle though. Maybe this was a ritual chamber?" Robyn wondered aloud.

"That's it!" Cordelius exclaimed at the top of his lungs.

The outburst was so loud, everyone pressed their ears shut.

"How is it that someone so small can be so loud… What's it? What are you screaming about now?" Robyn asked the director.

"The final scene is just your typical bang. Boring snoozefest, right? Buuuuut! Thinking about her husband, Lilia resists. Robyn, in a surprising twist, turns out to be an evil summoner who summons forth his lovely and succulent servant, Milky, to make Lilia submit. What do you think? I came up with it on the spot," Cordelius explained, out of breath now after his spiel.

"Excuse me, but a threesome isn't in the script. I believe I was paid to follow this?" Lilia brandished the stack of papers at him like a weapon.

Robyn agreed. "Yeah, we're at the finish line. Just film us and— Wait, a threesome?"

"Think about it." The imp threw an arm around Robyn's shoulders. "Lilia and Milky, double blowjob. Two pairs of glorious mammary goodness squeezing your whistle. You like the sound of that?"

"You're goddamn right I do!" He blew steam out his nose, already pitching a tent.

All of their flicks until now were one on ones. Sienna shot a threesome before, but it was with two other guys from another agency. This was a chance of the lifetime— until his two partners in question gave him the stink eye, rendering his erection limper than a wet noodle.

"On second thought, maybe Lilia's right…" Robyn cleared his throat uncomfortably.

"Oh, give me a break! The key to success is rolling with the punches. This dungeon provided us with a golden opportunity to improvise. Come on, adventurers! My life is literally on the line here!" Cordelius begged pathetically, casting a worried look over his shoulder.

The half-orc thug pounded a fist into his palm, drew a thumb across his neck, and pointed threateningly at Cordelius.

Sienna relented. "I'll bite, but I'm expecting a cut. Royalties straight from your pocket, Cordy."

"Kuh… Fine." Cordelius sulked, seemingly in more agony than before.

Robyn and Lilia exchanged glances, faced away each other in a huff, and reluctantly gave in.

"Fine," the two said.

As the production crew was getting things into place, the three actors gathered around Cordelius to go over changes to the script. It wouldn't be the first time they worked on the fly, but precious filming crystals were limited. They had to get it right the first time.

"All you want me to do is act all menacing inside the circle? Do we even know if it's safe?" Robyn asked.

"Why wouldn't it? The magic's probably long diminished. No one here is going to cast magic to activate it either." Cordelius tossed a pebble into the circle and nothing happened.

"Lying on the ground outside of the circle and acting demure, huh? Sounds easy enough. I just hope the amateurs can do their part." Lilia brushed her blonde hair with patronizing intent.

"Where do I come in?" Sienna shedded her cloak, revealing a buxom and shapely body underneath that never failed to get Robyn hard.

"Your role is easy. Wear this." Cordelius fished out prop leathery wings to make her look like a succubus. "Have Twinkle cast an illusion to change your skin red. After we film Robyn's part, we'll have you appear behind Lilia like you've been summoned out of thin air. Both of you will give him a double blowjob, he gives you two a facial, and then you take turns getting railed from behind. Scene ends. We all go home and wake up rich next week. Good? Yeah? Great!" He repeatedly flashed thumbs up with both hands, but the three of them were still doubtful.

They swallowed the urge to make a retort and went to get ready. The usual groupies swarmed Lilia to doll her up again. Twinkle was incanting an illusory spell to tint Sienna's skin. Skip and Dane were getting their cameras ready.

Meanwhile, Robyn rummaged through a suitcase for something an 'evil summoner' would wear. He found a black mantle with a hood to throw on, then cautiously entered the magic circle. A foot first. Nothing happened. He heaved a sigh and positioned himself in the middle to quietly recite a few lines.

"You won't escape me now, Lilia! Hmm. Maybe… Behold, my succubus thrall! No… too cringe. How about… Try resisting my decadent servant! Yeah. I think that should work." Robyn nodded to himself and noticed the cameras already facing him.

"Don't mind me, just getting some test footage in. Looking good, Robyn!" Dane grinned from behind the camera and slowly tracked his subtle movements.

"Make sure to get the good angle of my dick getting blown by Lilia and Sienna," he said with an eager smile.

"Who do ya think yer talking to? 'Course, we'll get it. Now if I can just get this damn crystal in…" Skip was trying to jam the magic crystal into the slot, but it wouldn't budge.

These tiny crystals were inexpensive yet extraordinarily valuable. Their uses ranged from alchemical ingredients, spell enhancers, power source for machines, traded as currency, and more. It even powered Robyn's new flip phone and the internet he used to egosurf himself on.

For Adventurers Gone Wild, it was used for much more… indecent purposes. Their cameras were enchanted with a scrying spell. Kind of like a spell scroll. Switching it on activated the spell, which then captured and recorded anything within line of sight into the crystal. The final product was a recording used to rewatch what they filmed. Since crystals wore down over time with each watch, frequent viewers must purchase new ones in time.

That was the adult video industry's bread and butter, and how Robyn made a living. Well, Sienna and Lilia made a living. Robyn subsisted on his paltry earnings. However, if Cordelius' hunch turned out to be correct— though it usually wasn't— then things might start looking up.

"Hey, be careful with that. It's the last one we brought, right?" Robyn asked.

"Don't worry your golden-haired head, Robyn. I'll just— oh, drats! Dagnabbit!" The crystal slipped from Skip's hands and clattered to the floor.

"What the fuck are you two doing?!" Cordelius shouted in panic.

"Sorry, Director!" Skip and Dane dove to the ground, scrambling to pick up the crystal. Their grasping fingers only succeeded in nudging it farther away until it rolled right up to the magic circle. The runes lit up like a lighthouse.

"I thought you said this was safe!" The column of light engulfed Robyn, who was still in the circle. He raced to the edge and ran into an invisible wall.

Someone banged against it from the other side.

"Robyn!" Sienna cried out, pounding the barrier that separated them.

What was going to happen? Was this the end? Just as things were about to look up—

"But what about my threesome with Sienna and Lilia?!" Robyn screamed, falling to his knees.

The light faded. Relief washed over Robyn. His hands passed through the barrier and found purchase on Sienna's bountiful draph breasts. The supple and bouncy mounds brought him great comfort.

However, Sienna looked anything but relieved. Her mouth hung open and her eyes were wide with shock.

"R-Robyn…?" Sienna muttered finally.

"What?" Robyn was getting weirded out, because everyone in the chamber shared Sienna's baffled expression. Something did seem off. Wasn't his voice just now a little higher pitch than normal? His chest was also heavier than before.

Robyn glanced down and saw breasts attached to his chest. He took both hands off Sienna and grabbed them instead. They were real. Nowhere near as big but just as soft and supple. They belonged to… him?

"You… You're a…" Lilia was having a hard time finding the right words.

Robyn's attention went to the hand mirror one of Lilia's assistants was holding. He jumped to his feet and snatched it from her. A pretty female elf with long and straight blonde hair stared back at him from the mirror. It wasn't Lilia. It was him. Gone were the average masculine features and average looks. He reached into his pants, and the lack of his average dick and balls drove it home.

"I turned into a woman?!" Robyn exclaimed in horror.

"THAT'S IIIIIIIIIT!" Cordelius bellowed, then whirled on Dane. "Did you get that? TELL ME YOU GOT THAT, YOU SMOOTH-SKINNED MEATBAG!"

"I-I did!" Dane stammered.

Cordelius plugged his eye into the camera to rewatch the recording.

"In case you haven't noticed, I'm a chick now! We need to do something about this!" Robyn pulled the director from the camera and spun him around.

"What are you talking about? This is the perfect turn of events! Can you see it? Adventurers Gone Wild: Unassuming Adventurer Transforms into a Girl! This is what it means to roll with the punches. The masses are gonna eat this up!" Cordelius practically had gold glittering in his eyes.

"No, no, no, no! This is not happening! Give me another magic crystal. Maybe that stupid circle will turn me back… Where is it?!" he asked, stomping to the middle of the room but no longer able to find the runes.

"Robyn, I don't think we're turning you back." Sienna directed his attention to the ground, where the runes of the magic circle had all but faded away.

"But my threesome! FUUUUUUUCK!" In despair, Robyn dropped to all fours and pounded her fists into the floor.


Chapter 2

A week had gone by since Robyn became a woman. She hadn't left her dingy studio apartment since getting back to the city. How could she? Almost everyone Robyn knew lived in Morganta, the city of ivory marble and sandy granite townhouses, where fountains spewed water at every avenue and plaza, where the ambitious came to find glory, and where her workplace Adventurers Gone Wild was based.

Not Robyn. Not anymore. She had to make plans to leave. Start a new life someplace far away. Farther than anyone could possibly recognize her. Maybe the boonies? Start a ranch and become self-sufficient like her folks?

"I wonder what everyone on XXXitter is saying," Robyn said, pulling out her phone to check the widely-used social media site for adult use.

The triple-X logo taunted her. This simple device powered by the web of arcane energies across the world connected people from all walks of life. Robyn had used it to follow her favorite adult actresses and friends where they often posted updates and life stories. She even ego-surfed herself often.

When the app opened, thousands of notifications and messages signified by the red dot over the icons awaited Robyn. People had flooded her inbox. Her profile description was as followed— '25, adult actor. #AGW #elf #stud. A week ago, she only had 43 followers and among them were a small handful of fans who regularly interacted with her. Now? Her follower count had ballooned up to over 9,000!

How?! Why?! It was no god damn coincidence that this happened right after transforming into a girl.

"Man… I wonder what people are inboxing me…" Robyn hesitated to select the direct message icon.

They must be messages of support, right? People who were fans of when she was a guy, reaching out after hearing about her feminization. They had to be!

Robyn opened the most recent message sent an hour ago by a profile named 'xxOrcBGC4Femxx' and was greeted with a giant, green penis. The tip was oozing cum over the vidcrystal box cover of her latest porno with Lilia. Captioned over the image read— Cum Tribute for Robyn.

"It's settled." Robyn sat up in bed. "Social media was a mistake, and I'm getting the fuck outta Morganta."

Someone rapped their knuckles against the door to Robyn's room, sending her back underneath the covers.

"Are you done moping yet? For the love of all that's decent, get out of there already. We got pornos to shoot!" Cordelius' annoying and shrill voice pierced her ears like an ice pick.

"Is that you, Cordy? I'm not leaving!" Robyn shouted back.

"Let me try," Sienna could be heard saying. "Robyn, I can smell the instant cup noodles in there! You've stacked them up again, haven't you?"

"N-No…" she replied, shooting an uneasy look at the table where two tilting towers of empty containers sat.

As if Robyn could afford to eat anything else on such a paltry income. Even this shitty apartment reflected her wealth. The cupboards had no doors because the hinges were broken. Sometimes, a mouse would scurry from one hole to another. The walls were so thin, she could hear the upstairs couple going at it every other night. Get out of here already! Split rent elsewhere!

Sienna and Cordelius started whispering, probably trying to concoct a plan on how to get Robyn outside. While they were talking over each other, she tiptoed over to the table, gathered all the cup noodles, and dumped it all out the window which fortunately faced the alley.

"Robyn won't come out as long as you're here, Cordy. How about you head back to the office and let me talk to her alone?" Sienna suggested.

"It's been a week, and I ain't waiting another damn day! I've got scenarios lined up for the next ten years with Robyn. He— I mean, she— hehe… is going to be Adventurers Gone Wild's golden goose!" the stupid imp exclaimed.

"I'm not coming out of this room!" Robyn marched right up to the door and yelled. "Do you even know what I'm going through? Every day I go to sleep, hoping to wake up from this nightmare. These tits are in the way of everything. Just one goddamn step, and they bounce like a slime. Hell… I've been pissing sitting down!"

Both of them quieted down. It was silent for a bit.

"You're right. How could I have been so shortsighted? There's a market for waterworks!" Cordelius exclaimed.

"Fuck you, Cordy! I quit!" Robyn threw her hands in the air.

"Well, I guess you won't be needing your royalties then."

The heavy jingle of kleins, the standard traded currency in the Hamisburg Republic, stopped Robyn in her tracks. When Robyn opened the door just a crack, Cordelius and Sienna were there. A fat sack of kleins rested between the imp's feet. Her jaw dropped.

"Th-That's my week's royalty?" Robyn gaped.

"110 pure silver kleins from— you guessed it, that flick of you getting turned into this bombshell babe." Cordelius nodded, flashing his gold buck tooth.

Robyn reached for the bag of kleins, but Cordelius was faster. He pinched the opening shut with his forked tail.

"If you quit, then I've got no reason to pay ya." Cordelius grinned.

"Fine, I won't quit! I'm not staying this way forever though. I get the final say about being in a film as per our contract. In the meantime, I'll be looking for a way to reverse this spell," Robyn said.

"Reverse?!" His face contorted with horror until Sienna elbowed him. "Okay. Just get your ass to the office!"

Cordelius tucked tail and flew downstairs, leaving behind the bag of money. Robyn picked up the hefty sack and gazed into the mountain of glinting silver square tiles.

"You alright?" Sienna asked.

"Heh… hehe… I am now. Tonight's round of drinks are on me!" Robyn pulled out two handfuls of kleins and breathed deeply of their metallic scent.

"I guess all the bars we visit can finally collect on your tab." The draph smirked, wiping the smile off Robyn's face.

They headed into the dirt-stained Prattle Street that was once polished white. It was named as such for the chittering lowlives that made their homes around this block. Carriages, who had no choice but to brave the cracked asphalt, always picked up the pace to get to the more aesthetic part of the city. A rank sewage stench wafted up from the drain grates.

Robyn had thrown on several cloaks, hoping no one noticed her. Unfortunately, no amount of clothing was going to hide these damn breasts. Her eyes wandered to Sienna, who was much more endowed.

Since the only clothes Robyn had were from when she was a dude, they were all tight around the chest. For once, she didn't have to tighten the lace around the tunic's collar. It would suffocate her breasts if she did it now.

"Never thought I'd end up griping about my own clothes… How are you able to walk without them flailing all over the place?" Robyn asked, peeved by how much they pinched her skin.

Sienna laughed. "Same way you kept your balls from flailing all over the place. Instead of briefs, it's called a bra. Though, you wouldn't have one since you were a guy until last week. I'd let you borrow mine, but uh…"

"Comparing tits size with me now, huh? Is it anything like how guys compare dicks size?"

"Kinda. Except we don't, you know, have an existential crisis over them being small. But what I want to know is… have you… touched yourself yet?" she whispered with a teasing smile.

Robyn straightened up and went red in the face.

"N-No! I… I mean… yes… a little…" Robyn pressed her index fingers together.

She expected her friend and work colleague to make fun of her, but the laughter died down abruptly.

"Hey, uh… I want to get something out of the way. I know you're freaking out about losing your dick. Just know that you can lean on me, alright? We're friends. Before you lost it, you've stuck that thing into me more times than I can count. If you ever need anything, let me know," Sienna said.

Right then, Robyn was reminded of the mortified look Sienna had in the dungeon. When the magic circle activated, she sounded genuinely terrified.

"Appreciate it, Sienna. Though it doesn't look like I'll be sticking my dick in you anytime soon." Robyn sulked.

The two shared a laugh and didn't notice the group of rough men surrounding them.

"Well, if it isn't Milky!" A large human man with a wreath of red hair sidled up to them.

"Oh, great." Sienna cursed under her breath, then put on a high-pitched voice. "Hey! Are you guys fans of Milky's Milk?"

Robyn's jaw dropped for the second time today.

"Why are you talking like that— oorrgghh!"

A powerful elbow jab to the side knocked the wind out of Robyn.

"Who's that you got with you, Milky? A cute little elf?" Another one of the group, his arms tattooed-up from the wrists up to the shoulders, leaned down to her with a salacious smile.

"That's just my friend," Sienna said, pulling Robyn behind her and attempting to skirt around them to leave. "We're going somewhere, so if you don't mind—"

"What's the hurry? Why don't you two spend some time with us?" The same large man who approached them first tried to put an arm around Sienna's shoulders.

"Yo, hands off. Can't you tell she's not interested?" Robyn swatted his hand away.

They were taken aback, then cracked a couple of smiles.

"You're a feisty one, aren't ya? Bet you can squeal just as nicely." He leaned in so close, looming over Robyn that it reminded her how much smaller she was.

"E-Eep… You know what? It's time to go!" Robyn grabbed Sienna's hand and bolted down the street.

"Hey—!"

Ignoring them, they raced down a couple of blocks before rounding a sharp corner. Thankfully, those guys didn't give chase. Robyn pressed her back to the wall, gasping for breath.

"Holy crap, I forgot I wasn't a guy anymore… People usually leave me alone after I speak up. How come you didn't tell them off?" Robyn asked, panting.

"As if that works… Listen, Robyn. You don't have a dick anymore," Sienna began in a scolding manner.

"You don't have to preface every talk with that!"

"Things'll work very differently for you now. Guys like them aren't going to leave you alone. Sometimes, you have to clench your jaw and put on a smile. Or it doesn't end well," she added.

"I didn't like that you had to put on an act. That's for the cameras. It was obvious they were getting on your nerves. I couldn't help it," Robyn said.

Sienna's demeanor shifted to a softer look. Her hair wasn't in a braid today, draping freely down her back and chest. She twirled a couple of locks in her finger.

"Th-Thanks…" Sienna mumbled. "But I'm a draph. You should know more than anyone I can handle myself. Anyway, let's get to the office before Cordy blows a lid."

Adventurers Gone Wild was in an abandoned storage building situated behind an ore smelting facility. This industrial side of Morganta saw little foot traffic, mainly because it always smelled like smoke. The entire side of their one-story office, once a pristine white, was now dusted gray from ashes and cinders.

Still, laborers and burden beasts pulled cut stones in giant wagons through the streets. The wealthy quarries of marble and granite which surrounded Morganta created countless job opportunities. From them came the need of the Civil Guard, a massive civilian guild that stretched across the continent made up of adventurers doing all sorts of odd jobs. Here in Morganta, their main line of work was protecting quarry laborers from monsters.

Too bad Robyn, in all her averageness as a guy, didn't have the strong body cut out to work in the quarries. Neither did she have the magic or martial talents to become an adventurer.

Which was why, as they finally reached the dusty door to their office, Robyn had taken the only job that was offered to her— an adult actor. Actress now.

"About damn time!" Cordelius exclaimed from the head of the rectangular table.

The modest conference room was filled with posters of their previous works. Though, it was mostly to cover the wall since the paint was peeling off. Copies of magic crystals printed with past films lined the shelves. On the largest cubby, a small shrine was dedicated to Milky's Milk. It consisted of the crystal on a cushion, elevated on a pedestal.

The other members of the production crew were around, too. Seven people in total, with five others on contractual rotation. Twinkle was their lighting assistant. Skip and Dane were the main cameramen. Cordelius was the company's esteemed director. Robyn and Sienna were the in-house actors.

Last but not least, Sylvia. No last name. The stone cold devilin, who wasn't with them during the shoot, currently stood at Cordelius's side. She was a crimson-skinned business woman in a black dress suit and skirt. An earpiece plugged into her right ear, always at the ready to take or make calls. Two horns, the right one blunted from an accident, protruded from her jet black bob-cut. In each hand held a clipboard, currently being written into by two tails holding pencils. Having a pair of tails was unique to the devilin race, and any who possessed two were supposedly destined for greatness. Yet Sylvia was the studio's secretary, who handled all of the behind-the-scenes negotiations.

"Seeing is believing, Robyn." Sylvia acknowledged her with a nod. "You really are a woman now. By the way, the collaboration with Lilia Amerella was a resounding success. Although, she isn't very happy about the changes to the script towards the end."

Quite the busybody as usual, that devilin.

"Yeah, well… You can blame Cordy for that. So, why's everyone here? We shouldn't have a shoot until next month," Robyn said as she sat down next to Twinkle, and Sienna took a seat adjacent to her.

The entire production crew didn't meet unless it was to film. Every other meeting, like brainstorming a scene or idea and hashing out a collab, usually cut out Twinkle, Skip, and Dane.

"Told ya at your apartment, didn't I? No point waiting for next month when we've got a treasure trove of scenarios to film. Sylvia, take it away." Cordelius snapped his fingers.

"Of course." Sylvia cleared her throat and lifted one clipboard up to her glinting, black eyes. "While you were wallowing away in despair the entire week, we've taken the liberties of drawing up several scenarios and preemptively reaching out to independent actors for collaborations. All of which will star you."

"Say what?" Robyn stared blankly.

"Firstly, and this is the director's most desirable choice: Sex Slave to Orcs," she said.

"REJECTED!"

The director slammed both hands onto the table. "Being captured by the less intelligent races is getting popular! Female adventurers fight things like orcs and goblins all the time. Deep down, they long to be defeated. To become their prisoner and made a sex slave out of. They just don't want to risk the shame associated with it. Or possibly being brutally hurt."

"And you think I do?!" Robyn asked in shock.

"I've done it with an orc before. I didn't like it, but don't knock it until you try it." Sienna shrugged.

"Th… There's no way I would…"

Robyn had seen that flick of Sienna and the orc before. The size and girth of their massive green thing… full of warts and… She shook her head before the thoughts could burrow any deeper.

Strange. Did the thought of having sex as a woman actually turn Robyn on? She squeezed her thighs together.

"Very well. The next on the list is slime play. We have contacted a slime ranch that raises non-acidic and non-corrosive slimes for all manner of uses," Sylvia suggested.

"Remove everything that has to do with putting anything inside me!" Robyn demanded as a wave of dizziness assailed her.

"Hey, hey! Do I have to remind you what our job is? What are we without porn?" Cordelius groaned.

Having sensed Robyn's hesitation, Sienna raised a hand.

"I'm taking her side. Robyn just became a girl. We can't possibly expect her to just do everything I've done. Cordy, how would you feel if we stuck something up your ass right now?" Sienna asked seriously.

"Depends. How much am I getting paid? It's all business to me!" Cordelius fired back.

"All I'm saying is give her time," the draph implored them. "She'll come around. Until then, is there something more tame?"

"Sienna… you're an angel…" Robyn muttered tearfully.

"You're not out of the woods yet. I want to see you get dicked one day." She smirked.

"Urk…"

Sylvia and Cordelius exchanged glances. The secretary's sharp eyes went to the other clipboard, quickly scanning all that must have been written in there.

"In that case, we did receive a product advertising opportunity. Tammy's Steel. Tammy Rocan specializes in forging armor for women. She recently signed a contract to work with a big enchanting company for a new line of armor. They are seeking models to try their equipment and photograph for poster display in their stores," Sylvia explained.

"I can do that!" Robyn jumped to her feet, excited for a quick pay that didn't involve sex. "What kind of equipment are we talking? Full plate? Chainmail?"

The secretary shook her head. "Bikini armor."

Robyn's excitement vanished like a candle being snuffed out.

"B-Bikini… armor?" she stuttered.

"Weren't you complaining about clothes, Robyn? Ready to try on something new?" Sienna flashed a wicked smile.


Chapter 3

Adventurers Gone Wild set off to their designated photoshoot location to rendezvous with Tammerin 'Tammy' Rocan. While everyone was in high spirits, the same couldn't be said about Robyn, still very much a woman, who dragged her feet along behind the production crew. Coming with them again was the mysterious half-orc muscle man, breathing down Cordelius' portly imp neck.

They ventured into the afternoon wilderness, a place blanketed in oak and spruce trees, under the constant threat of monsters that could jump out at a moment's notice. At least until they emerged to a beautiful scenic lake fed by two small waterfalls from the cliffside mountains.

"Yo! Took ya long enough!" a husky voice called out.

Over by the water was a pale, green-skinned half-orc woman whose wide grin was framed by two tusks at the corners of her mouth. Coarse, jet black hair was woven into dreads, decorated with wooden beads and tiny gold bands. The skin on her arms pulled taut against powerful muscles and smattered here and there with old burn scars. Likely from working sleeveless over a forge.

Tammerin Rocan, or better known as Tammy, was the owner of Tammy's Steel. By her side was a vardo wagon stocked full of equipment from her store, and the two unhitched oxens that pulled it here were drinking from the lake.

"Tammy! I'm Cordelius, director and producer of Adventurers Gone Wild. You can call me Cordy. All my friends do! We're looking forward to making money— er, working with you today!" Cordelius stuck a hand out, and the half-orc flung him up and down just from a handshake.

"Sylvia filled me in. Three grand for your girls to model my new line of merchandise. So, who're the lucky gals?" Tammy asked, searching behind Cordelius.

"That, ughh…" He shook off the daze and extended his uncrushed hand behind himself. "That would be these two beautiful ladies, right here!"

Tammy scrutinized both Sienna and Robyn, but it was the latter that stole her attention.

"Oh! That elf girl really does have a nice body! My biggest customers among the dickless are humes and elves," Tammy explained half in laughter and half seriously.

"Wait, you know about my condition?" Robyn groaned.

"Sure I do! Sylvia told me everything. Don't worry. You're gonna find out right quick how well my wares will suit ya," she said, beckoning them to the equipment wagon.

As Skip, Dane, and Twinkle went searching for the best spot to shoot, Robyn and Sienna were given the first look into Tammy's new line of armor. The half-orc grabbed the handle in the back of the wagon and pulled. Out came a long rack of clothing and armor.

"I can't believe I'm about to try out the Tammy's equipment," Sienna breathed excitement into each word. "I see so many adventurers wear them, but I've never bought any for myself."

"Heh. You're in luck, ladies. Once we're done, you're welcome to take a couple of them free of charge!" Tammy insisted.

"I don't want any of these…" Robyn muttered lifelessly.

Cordelius came pushing through to check out the wares. "You're wearing them whether you like it or not. You agreed to this already, remember? It's in the contract, pal!"

"How is stuff like this even practical?!" She pulled out a suit of bikini armor which was just a g-string made of padded gambeson.

Almost all of them paled in comparison to gear for men that protected every surface area of the body. If Robyn wore any of these, her vitals would be exposed. Hell, there were even nipple pasties in there!

"You forget the most important part. Many of these here are enchanted." Tammy picked out another bikini armor made of steel and tapped the 'breast' plate. A shimmer of energy traveled across the lingerie-like suit.

"Okay, but… why enchant something like this instead of a full suit of armor?" Robyn asked.

"Whaddya mean why? Have you any idea how expensive it is to enchant something per square inch? Besides, women aren't the only ones I intend to market to. I have a prototype for men right here." She lifted a steel crotch guard with an elastic band to wrap around the waist.

That's all it was. There was nothing else.

Robyn clenched a fist and punched her own head to knock the image away. Man, woman, or intersex, it didn't look like she was going to avoid this photoshoot.

"Anyway." Tammy stowed the crotch guard away. "Pick whatever you want to wear. There's a curtain partition around back if you prefer to change in private."

"Does it even matter at this point?" Robyn sighed at the bikini armor in her hand.

The two of them went around to the other side of the wagon. An awning had a pull-down curtain that went to their knees, and a partition board could be yanked out of the wagon to separate the space in half. When Robyn went to grab it, Sienna stopped her.

"We're both girls now. What's the harm in changing together?" Sienna asked.

"Huh. I guess you're right— is probably what you want me to say! Let go, Sienna. You just want to see me butt naked as a girl," Robyn said, pulling vainly against the draph's strength.

"Hell yeah, I do. I've known you with a dick since we started working together. I want to see what's under there now!" She ripped away the cloak, but Robyn clutched her shirt tightly to keep from losing that, too.

"Stop, damn it! If you rip these, I'll be walking home naked!"

"A small price to pay to see those elven tits and that snatch of yours!"

"No getting frisky unless it's on camera!" Cordelius shouted.

Not wanting to risk tearing the tunic, Robyn conceded to her friend.

"Fine! Just let me do it myself," Robyn said.

Sienna let go and watched on eagerly. Embarrassed even though they had seen each other naked plenty of times before, the genderbent Robyn undressed herself down to her birthday suit. She couldn't shake the nervousness, and so covered her breasts with an arm across her chest and other hand covering her crotch.

"Oh, my god. Robyn, you're hotter than Lilia. This pair of yours is something else, too!" Sienna clenched and unclenched her ten groping fingers.

"We gotta get changed before Cordy yells at us again!"

After Sienna had enough, they helped each other into the bikini armor. Robyn wore a black one with red accents. On each breast was a small piece of fabric, barely large enough to cover her puffy pink nipples. The cloth bit uncomfortably into her, causing them to pulse with pleasure from just a little movement. Below, her only protection was a thong. The string in the back sunk into the crack between her cheeks.

As for Sienna, hers was red and silver. Light bits of chainmail hung down from the bra and waist strap, appearing more decorative than anything. At least they were given greaves and bracers. That was some protection.

When they emerged from the curtains, Tammy and the entire production crew erupted with all manner of reactions. Robyn's face heated up like someone was casting a fire spell right next to her. She tugged awkwardly against the strap that bit into her breasts.

"Good, good! Those are good expressions!" Cordelius exclaimed, kicking the cameramen into gear to take some pictures.

"I've performed so many sex scenes… This is so much more embarrassing… Just what kind of perverts would buy these?" Robyn asked under her breath.

"Haha! You already answered your own question! Believe me, I have pre-orders and custom commissions lined up for the next three years!" Tammy bellowed, her muscles flexing from a bout of laughter. "Still, is it just me or do you wear that really well?"

"Not what I want to hear. Can we just get this photoshoot over with?" she complained.

They were led over to the water, using the lake and waterfalls as a backdrop. Skip and Dane began snapping shots immediately. Sienna was a natural. She effortlessly shifted from one pose to the next without skipping a beat. Meanwhile, Robyn was new to being a girl and posing as one.

"Robyn, buddy. You gotta give us more than just the shy look. Work that ass and those tits! Flaunt them!" Cordelius yelled.

"Kuh… Why don't you put these on?!" Robyn fired back. The string running up her butt was making her feel a different kind of thing. She glanced over at Sienna, who had leaned forward slightly to allow her magnificent draph breasts, barely contained within the sparse bikini armor, to hang and swing.

In an effort to impress, Robyn followed the same pose. She leaned forward and perched both hands on her knees, using the elbows to push her breasts out to appear more bountiful. Doing so caused the fabric to bite into her nipples again.

"H-How's that?" Robyn asked.

"That's great, Robyn! Really spicy pose. More like that. How about one where you show off the back?" Dane exclaimed excitedly, bringing closer with the camera.

The compliments were making Robyn feel weird. She wasn't used to this. When filming sex scenes, the attention had always been on the women. The cameras were only trying to get Sienna or Lilia's best angles. On the other hand, he and his dick were just there to serve as a glorified prop.

Now, Robyn was the center of attention. On that high, she obliged and turned around to stick her butt out. The camera came even closer. It was probably going to capture her ass and… the other hole at this rate.

A different feeling welled up within her chest. She knew other people were going to see these pictures. That was the point after all. Despite this, she planted a hand on each of her cheeks and spread them apart.

Dane was taken back. He peeled back from the camera to check for himself, his eyes staring hard at Robyn's ass and pussy. It drove her wild. A trickle of sweat ran down her thigh. She was beginning to get turned on by this, especially seeing the bulge in Dane's pants.

Then the unthinkable happened.

"You… like what you see?" Robyn asked in a seductive manner.

"Whoa, whoa! Hey, we're not filming a porn intro here!" Cordelius barked from behind.

"Sorry!" Dane straightened up.

Robyn panicked and straightened her back, too, bumping into the camera that had gotten right up to her butt. She didn't want to knock over the expensive equipment and tried to scoot away. In doing so, her foot slipped on the wet ground, and she tumbled into the water.

The cold snapped Robyn to her senses. Her mind was racing with a thousand thoughts. Why did she just do that? Sure, it felt good, but… enough was enough. Robyn stayed put under the surface of the water. Dying was more preferable than returning. With any luck, some god was waiting to receive her soul and reincarnate her into a man again. She watched the production crew's distorted faces while sinking deeper and deeper into the lake.

A minute passed. Two minutes.

Why am I not dead yet? I should be drowning already!

Someone jumped into the water. It was Sienna, cheeks inflated with air and diving straight for Robyn. She looked terrified but was awash with confusion upon reaching her.

Robyn shrugged.

Sienna threw her hands up in exasperation, grabbed Robyn, and swam up. When they reached the surface, only the draph was gasping for air.

"Oh, I forgot to tell ya. That specific bikini armor is enchanted with water breathing. Pretty neat, huh?" Tammy beamed.

"Neat, my ass!" Robyn cried and was forcibly made to face Sienna.

"I thought you were drowning down there…" Sienna breathed a sigh of relief.

The worry on her face left Robyn wracked with guilt.

"Sorry, I—"

Sienna sank into the water. Ripples were left in her place. While everyone gaped, Robyn didn't waste another second and dove in. Sienna continued to sink deeper, leaving behind a trail of air bubbles. Something pulled her by the ankles. A sort of swaying weed at the bottom of the lake was reeling her down.

They both reached the bottom, and Robyn was at a loss. There were skeletal remains of animals trapped in another cluster of kelp-like vegetation holding Sienna. The two of them yanked helplessly at the aquatic weeds, but they wouldn't budge. The draph winced. More air bubbles escaped her mouth.

Left with no other choice, Robyn pulled Sienna in for a kiss. She pushed all the air into her colleague's lungs. That should buy Sienna some time.

Robyn tried to swim back up, only to have Sienna snatch her wrist. She offered her friend a reassuring nod.

I'm coming back for you. Hang in there! Robyn tried to convey through her eyes alone.

It worked. Sienna let go, and Robyn swam up. She was about to breach the surface when Skip plunged into the water. The dwarf, clutching the camera with panic in his eyes and his stocky legs flailing about, began to sink.

Robyn swam up to Skip and pushed him onto shore with the camera.

"You're supposed to bring Milky up, not Robyn!" Cordelius sighed.

"You just pushed Skip in, didn't you? Dwarves can't swim!" Robyn growled.

"They don't? I mean— I would never! So, Skip. You get any footage?" The imp went for the camera instead of checking on his crewman.

There was no time to waste yelling at the director. Robyn searched the crowd for something— anything sharp.

"I need a knife or sword! Something really sharp to cut with!" Robyn exclaimed to everyone.

"I'm only an armorer…" Tammy said apologetically.

The other half-orc pushed everyone aside and drew a hunting knife. He kneeled down next to Robyn, giving it to her handle first.

"Thanks!" Robyn took it, but before diving back in, she shot Cordelius a glare that could kill. "Director or not, you throw someone else in, and I'm cutting those wings off your back."

"Yeesh. Alright!" Cordelius put his hands up and backed away from the water.

Robyn returned in time as Sienna was struggling to breath. She gave her another kiss, filling her lungs with air again. With a knife in hand, Robyn cut her loose. They swam back up, and everyone pitched in to pull them onto shore.

"I never would've imagined… being grateful for bikini armor…" Robyn had no energy left to complain. Swimming up and down the lake wore her down to the bones.

"See! They have their uses after all!" Tammy exclaimed.

"More like the enchantment did the heavy lifting!" she snapped in response.

"Sure, but would ya have gone down and back enough times in full plate?"

Robyn wanted to make a snarky remark, but this was a point taken moment. She sat up and was immediately tackled back to the ground by a grateful and teary Sienna.

"I thought I was going to drown alone down there…" Sienna wrapped her arms around Robyn tightly.

"Alright, alright. Can't exactly let you leave this world too soon. That'll leave me as the only in-house actress," Robyn teased, making light of the situation and earning a chuckle from Sienna.

They both got back to their feet, and Robyn went to return the knife to the half-orc. He appeared unusually shy and glanced away from her.

"I know it's not your job to save us, but thanks. That's twice now you've helped. You got a name?" Robyn asked, handing the knife back to him.

"I'm Vred. And… you might want to fix your armor," he said while avoiding eye contact.

Robyn glanced down. The bikini armor's fabric which covered her chest had slipped off, revealing two erect nipples hard from the cold swim. She went red up to her ears and covered herself with both arms.

"What's wrong, Robyn? Aren't you used to being naked on camera anyway?" Sienna laughed.

"Of… Of course, I'm used to it! Only a woman would fluster from walking around naked. Even though I'm in this body, I'm still a guy. Yeah. Th-This doesn't bother me at all!" Robyn dropped her arms but slowly became even redder and more embarrassed. She covered herself and ran behind Tammy's wagon. "Ah, fuck it! I can't do this after all!"


Chapter 4

After the gravure photoshoot, Tammy loved the pictures so much that she hooked Robyn up with some connections as thanks. Several of the armorer's associates owned and ran clothing stores. In addition to the few promised outfits from Tammy's Steel, they also gave Robyn a ton of free clothes.

However…

"Ugh. Fuck me." Robyn lifted a frilly white dress from the pile, staring at it through twitching eyes.

Everything was of the women's variety. She tossed it over her shoulder and picked out something else. This one looked like what a barmaid would wear. Another was a loose skirt and tight-fitted blouse. Where were the tunics and doublets? By the time Robyn went through them all, the pile was behind her and not a single one had piqued her interest.

"Robyn?" Sienna called and rapped her knuckles on the door. "Let's hit the streets. You can't stay cooped up in there all week again."

"Watch me!" Robyn shouted back.

Sienna kicked the door open, breaking the lock and knob.

"Gah— Are you crazy? There goes my deposit!" Robyn exclaimed.

"I'll pay for it if you go out with me. What's the harm? We haven't since you switched genders. I gotta return the favor after you saved my life earlier. Tonight's on me," Sienna insisted.

"In that case… I could go for a couple of drinks to take my mind off things," she muttered quietly. "But…"

They turned to the mound of clothes on the ground.

Robyn relented and put on the green barmaid's dress, which was fitted with an underbust corset and skirt reaching down to her ankles. The two set off into the evening Morganta armed with a bulging coin purse.

Sentinel, their usual nightly haunt, was a grimy bar built over a canal and under the shadow of the city's church. Its suspect location had seen many drunken patrons falling into the water. Fortunately, no one has drowned. Yet. They always washed up on the banks outside the city.

Tonight was just like any other night. The floor was packed and every table was occupied. Shitty beer and rank sweat permeated the air. Robyn and Sienna sidled up to the counter where two open stools awaited them.

"I thought it was a joke, but the rumors are true. You really are a woman!" A burly human with a beer-stained apron behind the counter guffawed.

"Shut up and get me the usual swill, Jack. Keep 'em coming until I can't see." Robyn rolled her eyes at Sentinel's loudmouth owner, Jackson Grindstone.

Jack filled two large steins of beer frothing at the lip and slid them across the counter. Robyn knocked one back immediately. The bitter nectar burned going down, but after a week of not having any, it might as well be honey to her taste buds and therapy to her shambled mind. She pushed the empty stein back to the barkeep and had it back a second later, filled to the brim again.

"Hey, you're gonna wanna watch how many you pound down," Sienna warned, her eyes fixed tightly on her own drink and her hand over the top.

"Hm. Why?" Robyn asked.

"Milky! I thought we saw a familiar face!"

A group of rough men, likely members from the Civil Guard, surrounded them and kicked off neighboring patrons from their seats. One large elven guy with a mohawk threw an arm around Sienna's shoulders. They all smelled of booze and were probably another drink away from falling into the canal.

"Wait a minute. Ain't you from that new flick outta that one studio… Adventurers Gone something?" a scraggly-bearded man asked Robyn.

"She is! The one that turned into a babe at the end!" another added, leaning down next to her to get a better look. "Are you really that guy or did you pull a switcheroo at the end?"

A groping hand went to cop a feel, but Robyn snatched his wrist.

"Hey, hey… The only goods you get to touch are the flicks, buuuut… I might consider letting you feel me up for a drink." Robyn grinned, tugging on her tunic to show some cleavage.

They erupted into hoots and hollers. A woman's body was a weapon. A damn fine one at that.

"Robyn, what are you doing? Don't encourage them!" Sienna whispered frantically.

"What's the problem? We're all guys here! Right?" Robyn asked and received a round of agreement from them.

The other men ordered beer, too, and they all shared drinks together. It felt good to talk to other guys for once. Before, they wanted nothing to do with him. Now, she was the center of attention. But it hadn't slipped Robyn's notice that Sienna was looking more and more uncomfortable.

"Sienna, you alright? You haven't touched your drink at all," Robyn said.

"I'm just not feeling it…" Sienna muttered quietly, keeping her hand over her drink

After taking a closer look, the same mohawk guy, who had an arm around her, was squeezing her breast. Robyn hadn't been able to see from where she was sitting, but now that she was paying attention—

"Hey, Milky~ You know what would really make this beer? How about you squirt a little something-something outta these jugs of yours? Bet it'd taste real good!" the mohawk guy exclaimed.

"You know what? Sorry, champs. We're grateful for the drinks, but it's getting late. We better get going. Right, Sienna?" Robyn gestured to the door, but the group tightened their formation to block them in.

"Going already? Night's still young! One more drink, what do you say?" the one who had been chatting Robyn up all night asked.

Take a damn hint! There had to be a way out of this… What about Jack?

The barkeep was on the far end of the counter, throwing worried glances their way. It didn't look like he wanted to get involved. Of course not. These guildies were regular patrons. He probably didn't want to get on their bad side.

Think, Robyn. Think! You got Sienna into this mess, so get her out!

"Alright, you convinced me!" Robyn snatched two beers right out of their hands. "We're gonna drink until I can't see shit anymo— whoaahh!"

She purposely spilled beer onto the two closest men, drenching their equipment wet.

"Hey, watch it!"

"The fuck— I just bought these last week!"

"Ahh, sorry… Everything's spinning and… urk!" Robyn pretended to choke back her vomit and all of them stepped away.

"This chick is wasted. What a fucking buzzkill!" one of them growled.

This was their chance.

"I gotta hurl… my bad!" Robyn grabbed Sienna's hand and hurried out of the tavern.

As soon as they were out, the two of them booked it down the block. They pressed their backs to the wall of a building to catch their breaths. It didn't look like those guys had followed them.

"Well, damn. The wasted elf-chick act really grossed them out." Sienna laughed between panting breaths.

"Guess all those times drinking myself under the table came in handy… Earlier, why didn't you say anything? You're a draph, too. You're stronger than an orc," Robyn said.

"As if I can…"

"Sure, they're guildies, but it doesn't hurt to speak up—"

"Because I've tried it before, alright? It doesn't work. I can tell them to fuck off or threaten them, and they'll think I'm playing hard to get. Sure, my hands can pop their heads like grapes, but I can't risk ruining my image. You never had to deal with any of this before, so don't pretend to know what I'm going through!" Sienna huffed.

Just looking her in the eyes returned a sharp pang of guilt to Robyn's chest.

"No, you're right… Sorry about them. I should've noticed sooner you weren't having a good time. Hell, I'm the asshole for letting them join when it was our night out." Robyn lowered her head apologetically.

Sienna glanced down at her hooves and sighed.

"Those guys probably won't buy your pornos anymore after that stunt," Sienna muttered.

"I'll cut back on the beer to make up for it." Robyn chuckled.

"You don't get it. Every time they whip their dicks out, they're gonna think about how you almost gave them your breakfast. I don't know your circumstances, but I got family to send money back to. Obviously I want to punch the assholes, but I don't want to make enemies out of the people who buy my stuff. You shouldn't either," she explained dejectedly.

Robyn reworded what she wanted to say a few times before realizing she didn't know what to say. They were a jumbled mess of thoughts. The two sat together quietly under the glinting night sky.

"Who needs their kleins? Those guys are probably paying our tab that we racked up tonight as a parting gift. Next time we go drinking, it's going to be just you and me. Maybe we'll drag some of the others from the studio along. I won't make the same mistake I did tonight. I promise," Robyn assured her.

"I'm holding you to that," Sienna said. "So… what now? Bar hopping time?"

"You're kidding me. You still want to drink?"

"Didn't you hear? Night's still young, and those guys soured my drinks earlier. You're picking up the tab to make up for it!" She jumped to her feet and extended a hand down.

"After I just said I'd cut back on drinking… Least you could've done is asked without guilt-tripping me." Robyn rolled her eyes and groaned.


Chapter 5

The next morning, Robyn and Sienna headed to the studio together. One of their coin pouches was a lot lighter than the other. Robyn held what was left of her kleins in both hands, deeply regretting her choice to bar hop the entire night.

"What are you sulking for? I recall you having just as much fun," Sienna teased.

"Sometimes I forget that draphs have way too big a tolerance to alcohol… You literally drank my kleins dry! I gotta live frugally again until the end of the week. Man." Robyn sighed heavily.

"Ah, don't sweat it. I'll pick up the tab until you get your next paycheck," she promised.

When they entered the studio, the front desk was empty. Sylvia was nowhere to be seen. Odd. But there was chatter coming from the conference room.

"Morning." Robyn opened the door into the next room. "What gives? I thought we were—"

The rest of the words lodged at the bottom of her throat. A number of men neither Robyn nor Sienna recognized were sitting around the table inside.

"Sorry. Wrong building." Robyn was about to shut the door until a red tail caught the knob.

Sylvia's tails. The devilin secretary was standing inside and beside the door.

"You're not in the wrong building," Sylvia said.

"Who the hell are they then?" Robyn asked, pointing to the table full of people and a… slime monster?

Cordelius emerged from his office. "One of them is going to be our new in-house male actor. Since your sausage is lost to the void, we need someone to fill the cumshot role."

"But that's my role! You can't just replace me. I could be turning back into a guy any moment now, and… and… That thing isn't even a person!" she complained about the pulsating blob of slime in a chair.

"I know, right! That means I don't have to pay it. Isn't that great? Saw the guild was about to kill the thing, so I scooped it up for a premium discount. It's sedated right now. Don't worry about it acting up," he explained.

Robyn and Sienna grimaced at the throbbing red jelly monster with slimy tentacles protruding from its body. Some people were into that sort of thing, but neither of them wanted to find out if they were. The rest of the prospective male actors came from a diverse background of races. Humans, elves, devilins, halfies, dwarves, and more…

"At any rate," Sylvia began, pushing the spectacles up her nose, "someone in this room is going to be working for Adventurers Gone Wild by the end of the day. Having an in-house actor is cheaper than contracting freelance or hiring from another agency. Cordelius was going to choose the slime, but I convinced him to bring you two in to get your input on our candidates. What's it going to be?"

That came as no surprise. Robyn doubted Cordelius did any vetting. She could see it in their lascivious eyes, some of these 'actors' were probably just here hoping to get it on with her and Sienna. They likely had next to no experience. It had happened before. Plenty of candidates applied to score a chance at having sex with the Milky.

Although…

Robyn squirmed where she stood. Many of them weren't looking at Sienna. They were looking at Robyn instead. Was she really that attractive to them? And why did that turn her on? It shouldn't! To think, she would be having sex with one of them on camera some day…

"Robyn, quit spacing out!" Sienna hollered from the door adjacent to Cordelius' office.

"S-Sorry!" Robyn caught up with the other three in a room she hadn't seen in ages.

They entered a small studio office that was only furnished with a few chairs, a desk, and a stinky black couch. It was the room Robyn had been interviewed in when she was scouted to become an in-house actor.

The 'casting couch' room.

Thankfully, Cordelius wasn't a sleazebag. He never touched Sienna, applying actresses, nor any hired actresses before. The crew long came to the conclusion that he was only sexually attracted to the shine of kleins.

"I guess we're really doing this…" Robyn despaired, slumping into a seat between Cordelius and Sienna.

As for Sylvia, she opened the door once they were settled in and called on an applicant to enter. A human man was first. His sleeveless shirt revealed thick, muscular arms. He came in with a big smile and—

"Next!" Cordelius waved a dismissive hand.

The man's smile flipped into a frown.

"Wait, you haven't even seen what I can do! I'm telling you, my dick is perfect for the cameras!" he cried.

"Excuse me. You're holding up the interview." Sylvia squeezed the man's shoulder from behind, brimming with the wrathful administrative fury of a secretary that despised hindrances.

Robyn, Sienna, and Cordelius gulped hard.

The not-so-veiled-threat had been heard loud and clear, and the sulking applicant dragged his feet out the door.

Sylvia called in the next person. His heavy footfalls caused the ground to shudder with each step. Robyn almost fell backwards when the giant, green orc dressed in only a leather kilt lumbered into the room.

"Uh, next!" Robyn shouted.

"What? No, not next! Who's the director here? Get in here and introduce yourself, big guy!" Cordelius beckoned him in.

"Big John," the orc said in an incredibly deep, rumbly voice.

Orcs were a rare sight anywhere. They were violent, unruly, and most of all— they stank due to poor hygiene. Half-orcs, on the other hand, were less prone to violence thanks to having the blood of other races in their veins.

While Cordelius conducted the interview, Robyn was lost in thought. She should be repulsed, but she couldn't help but feel drawn to his masculinity. The muscles on Big John made her wonder how it would feel to be pinned down underneath that mountain of meat and—

Robyn had to pinch herself to stop the thoughts.

"Hmmm. Alright, Big John. I like you because you're simple," Cordelius said.

"Thank," Big John replied.

"Orcs are in demand and a civilized one is nice to have. Being dommed by giant guys like you is all the rage for ladies with a sub streak. Next part of the interview is for you to show us your money-maker." The director hurried him with a few snaps of his fingers.

When Big John dropped his pants, Robyn dropped her jaw. A massive foot-long schlong hung between the orc's legs, and it wasn't even erect yet. Cordelius rubbed his chin and nodded slowly. It was the look of a shark wondering how much money he could make out of this.

For Robyn, as someone who intimately understood the interview process, dreaded what came next.

"Okay, you two. Get over there and kneel next to him," Cordelius ordered.

Sienna, who was used to this already, got up out of her seat and did as she was told. Robyn, however…

"What's wrong with you? Get up there," he urged her.

"D-Do I have to? That thing looks like it could club me to death," Robyn muttered.

"Come on, Robyn. The faster we get through this, the sooner we can go home." Sienna was already on her knees beside Big John.

Sighing, Robyn reluctantly left her seat to kneel by the orc's other side. She could practically feel the warmth radiating from it. Something this big… would it even fit in the pussy of a dainty elf?

They had to stay this way while Cordelius brainstormed imagining the actors going at it. The standard procedure. Robyn had done this, too, while Sienna was kneeling next to him.

Suddenly, the large orc cock twitched. It began to grow larger. The thick vein running along the shaft pulsed, filling it with blood to increase the already girthy rod of meat. Robyn couldn't believe what she was seeing, and she was in even greater disbelief that seeing it got her uncomfortably wet. She wanted to touch it, to feel how warm it was, and maybe…

"Whoa, whoa, whoa! Calm down there, buddy. What are you getting hard for?" Cordelius threw his hands up in exasperation.

"Sorry… Pretty elf make me feel funny," Big John said.

"E… Eep…" Robyn squeaked, shrinking underneath his salacious gaze.

"No can do, pal. You're out. Next!" Cordelius shouted angrily.

"Are you sure?" Sylvia turned to him with a start.

"What use is Big John's big johnson to me if he can't control it? The director decides when he gets hard, when to go soft, and when to fire the money-shot. Not the actor. We'll keep in touch if we need extras." He shooed the orc out.

It was a hard-fast rule Robyn had to learn very quickly, and she was quick to as the male actor. If he couldn't control his own erections, then he definitely wouldn't be able to control his own climax. That would ruin the shoots.

Robyn was both relieved and disappointed seeing the orc leave the room.

"Heh. What's wrong, Robyn? You wanted some action with an orc as your first~" Sienna grinned, nudging her in the side.

"No! As if!" Robyn fired back.

The next to enter was a fair-haired gnome, a stark contrast to a tall and imposing orc. He was dressed in a comfortable robe and wielded a magic staff. Judging by his outfit and slight limp, he must be a veteran member of the Civil Guard or a retired soldier. It wasn't unusual for them to apply. They were Adventurers Gone Wild's main demographic after all.

"A small fry, huh?" Cordelius leaned over the table to look at the gnome.

You're one to talk, Robyn wanted to say.

"Name's Rufus. Rufus Smalls," the gnome introduced himself in a pitchy voice.

"Mr. Smalls has been a member of the Civil Guard for three years and is a capable magister. Having him on board would make the studio's excursions to film outside of the city much safer," Sylvia explained.

Which would have been nice to have during their last two outings…

"That means we'd save costs by not needing to hire adventurers!" Cordelius exclaimed excitedly.

"As if you hire any to begin with!" Robyn and Sienna retorted.

"Alright, ladies. Get up there. Smalls, drop your pants!" The imp clapped his hands to hurry them up.

"On the bright side, this guy can't possibly skewer you," Sienna joked.

"Doesn't make the prospect of getting a dick in me any more enticing!" Even kneeling down, Robyn was still taller than the gnome. Sienna, even more so.

Rufus fiddled with his robes until it finally parted from the side. Everyone in the room gasped. Robyn followed their gazes and gaped at the third leg hanging from the gnome's crotch. His dick was so big, it was practically scraping along the floor.

"So it wasn't a limp after all!" Robyn screamed.

"Rufus Smalls, my ass. Your cock is so big, I could sue you for false advertisement," Cordelius said in the fit of laughter.

"My physician calls it Fat-dong Syndrome. Apparently, this afflicts like one-percent of gnomes in the world. Believe me, it's a lot of trouble when I'm out there fighting monsters! Everyone keeps telling me I should try and work in porn instead, so here I am." Rufus rubbed the back of his head in embarrassment.

Robyn's gaze swapped worriedly between Rufus and Cordelius. If the damn director hadn't told him to get lost yet, that could only mean one thing. But there was no way in hell that monster was going to fit inside her either!

"Cordy, you can't be serious?" Robyn asked.

"Why not? There's a market for size differences. Picture it— Puny man fucks tall, hot babes! Bang! There comes the money. Ka-ching, ka-ching!" Cordelius flicked a klein into the air and missed catching it on the way down.

"Hm. Since Mr. Smalls has a medical condition, that means the studio will also have to cover all of his medical insurance and expenses," Sylvia said.

"Say what now?" The imp popped his head up after finding the klein.

"Fair Labor Laws of the Hamisburg Republic state that all businesses operating within the republic— of which Morganta is a part of— must take over or cover the insurance of any employee afflicted with an ailment, magical or non-magical, of any kind," she recited off the top of her head.

"When the hell did we get so progressive?" he asked.

Sylvia continued, "These laws have existed for decades. Additionally, disqualifying potential employees based solely on them having an ailment violates Anti-Discriminatory Labor Laws. The studio would be subjected to heavy fines upwards of 10,000 kleins per offense. Per day."

After hearing all that, the director began to sweat bullets.

"We'll, uh… We'll keep in touch! H-How's that? You're on the top of the list if we ever need extras! You have the word of an imp!" Cordelius assured the big-dick gnome.

"Which doesn't amount to much," Robyn added vengefully, drawing a pleading look from the director.

After Sylvia escorted Rufus out, they conducted the rest of the interviews normally. Most of the applicants were given the 'next!' by Cordelius, whose self-proclaimed good eye for actors would bring Adventurers Gone Wild to the top. He said that years ago, and they were still waiting for it to happen.

"I believe next is…" Sylvia stopped talking and backed up into the room.

The slime creature slithered in, leaving behind a trail of its own secretions. Everyone snapped to Cordelius. His expression brightened up for the first time since the interviews began.

"You damn devilin midget, no wonder you were rejecting everyone! You wanted the slime all along!" Robyn accused him.

"Perish the thought! The others just didn't… strike me as a winner, that's all. Unless you want me to call that orc and gnome back?" Cordelius smirked.

"No…" She gulped.

"Wait, I'm with Robyn. No studio works with monsters because it's dangerous. You picked it up from the guild, right? It isn't even tame!" Sienna reasoned.

And she was right. Most studios wouldn't dare risk their actors, or other company actors for that matter, to shoot a scene with monsters. The risks were too great.

"Now I have to deal with two pussies instead of one! Quit getting your britches in a bunch. You don't see what I see. We're the only studio willing to go to the extremes. You know how many fetishists out there want something like this? The amount of kleins they're willing to fork over to get their hands on a monster dicking a woman? Now get over there and get on your knees like you're its bitch!" he exclaimed, breathless after his rant.

"I'm sorry about Cordelius," Sylvia whispered to the two of them. "He's stressed because the debt collectors will be coming again at the end of the month. I'll talk him down about the monster afterwards. For the time being, can you humor him so he doesn't blow off his own head?"

"We don't get paid enough for this shit." Robyn relented.

They begrudgingly went over to the slime monster and kneeled down beside it. The gelatinous red body pulsated rhythmically, causing the many protrusions to throb each time. Deep within it was a small, jagged crystal that served as its heart.

"I'm getting the heebie-jeebies around this thing. You seen enough yet?" Sienna asked their director.

"Yeah, alright." Cordelius wasn't even paying attention, too busy hugging a sack of kleins. "We'll toss the slime idea. Get outta my sight and be back tomorrow—"

Plop!

A cool and sticky sensation attached itself to Robyn's cheek.

"Oh, gross!" Robyn tried to get away, but more and more slimy tentacles stuck onto her body like an adhesive.

"It's getting on me, too! Cordy, do something!" Sienna yanked at the sticky appendages to little success.

"I'm already on it!" Cordelius pointed a camera at them.

"Fuck you, Cordy!" they shouted.

Sylvia raced up to them with her twin tails poised to strike the slime core. A tentacle fired out, knocking her into a bookshelf.

"This damn thing… N-No, don't!" Robyn cried as more appendages slithered underneath her clothes. They stuck themselves to her nipples like suction cups, sending bouts of pleasure rippling across the surface of her skin.

It was different from when Robyn played with herself in private. Using just her hands was addictive, but this sensation left her wanting more. A woman's body was amazing. She couldn't believe just having her nipples teased brought her so close to climaxing.

"God… I'm going to orgasm at this rate…" Robyn muttered.

"Ro… byn!" Sienna, who had been completely entangled by the slime, tried to scoot closer to help. She succeeded only in falling flat on her back.

This monster seemed to have other plans. It dragged Robyn on top of Sienna's body, and now she was lying on top of her coworker. Their faces were centimeters apart. Slime bound them together like glue.

"You… have to stop struggling, Robyn… Our nipples are rubbing against each other a lot…" Sienna winced.

"I can't help it… I didn't know it could feel so good…" Delirious with pleasure, Robyn started humping Sienna to feel even better.

"Oooh! That's good. Now kiss for the climax! It's gonna make for a great shot!" Cordelius urged them.

The draph managed to stomp her cloven hoof.

"Cordy, you bastard. This monster is outta control! Get us out of this damn slime— aahh!" Sienna's entire body jerked as slime prodded both hers and Robyn's holes.

"Where the hell is it poking?! I'm not ready for this!" Robyn snapped out of it, fearful of the point of no return.

The jelly-like slime appendage hardened to a more firm state. It began to push into Robyn, her entrance wet from being rigorously stimulated.

"Are you actually enjoying this?!" Sienna gaped.

"Ye— I mean, no! Sienna, what do we do? It's not stopping, and I'm about to piss myself!" Robyn shuddered.

"Don't piss yourself! I'm right under you! Just relax, breathe… You're too tense right now. Try not to clench your lower body, and just let it—"

"I'm clenching because it's trying to fuck me!" she retorted.

Squish!

Robyn and Sienna trembled. The slime repeatedly flicked at their clits and vibrated gently as though to tease them for the camera. Sienna's warm breath grew more shallow and hoarse, caressing Robyn's sensitive neck.

"Oh, fuck… It's going in… it's…!" The tentacle at Robyn's crotch was about to thrust into her until Sylvia pierced the slime core. Its gelatinous body lost form, reduced to a soupy puddle and drenching them all over. Saved at the nick of time.

A dirty giggle interrupted the two as they were catching their breaths.

"Hehehe… Talk about opportunistic footage. This will make for a great intro in our next flick!" Cordelius rubbed his grimy hands together.

The two unhappy and unwilling actors loomed over the imp, cracking their knuckles.

"You're paying us overtime for this," Sienna said.

"Or you can kiss that camera and the footage goodbye." Robyn added with seething fury.

"H-How does an extra… 1% bonus to your next paycheck sound?" Cordelius swallowed the lump in his throat.


Chapter 6

Today was the day. Robyn and the studio crew took a trip out into the forest again in the afternoon, but it wasn't for a photoshoot. It was to film her first porn flick as a woman, a vanilla MF one. Cordelius narrowed down the male applicants to a number that could be counted on one hand. None of them were hired as the designated in-house actor yet. The director had Sylvia draw up a temporary contract for a young, human man named Tomas.

Apparently, Tomas had some experience in the industry as an extra but never as a main subject— not that the male actor was ever the focus in porn flicks anyway. For the uninitiated, the logic tracked that if men watched porn for the women, then women watched porn for the men.

Wrong. It couldn't be more wrong.

Sure, there were some women who watched for the men. Sure, there were male porn stars out there. However, they were extremely rare.

Most women watched porn for the women. When Robyn first started in the industry as a male porn actor, she thought women would be fawning over her. After all, what woman wouldn't want a potent man that was good in bed?

As it turned out, women were much more emotionally in tune with each other. It was less about the appearance or sexual potency of the male actor, and more about the sensuality and pleasure the female actress was feeling on screen. If the actress was enjoying it, then so would the lady-viewers of porn.

Which was why Robyn was sweating phantom balls as they traveled to the shoot location. Being the female actress, the responsibility to appeal to both spectrums of their demographic fell on her.

"I'm going to be sick…" Robyn grumbled.

"You're not getting outta this one, Robyn. We're getting a flick of you getting dicked by the end of the day and that's that," Cordelius said.

A shiver ran up her spine. Why did he have to put it like that? She stole a glance at Tomas, the fair-haired human man two years her junior and without a strand of facial hair, who was just as painfully average as she was as a guy. Her gaze fell to his crotch. They got a good look at his dick during the interview the other day. It wasn't extraordinarily large. Only slightly above six-inches.

That was going to go inside her.

It also didn't ease Robyn's mind that someone was tagging along.

"You're not even showing up in the porno. Why are you even here?" Robyn asked her coworker.

"Why not?" Sienna shrugged. "I get to see you taking a dick for the first time. I wasn't going to miss this for the world."

"Ugh… Thanks for the support…" She sulked.

The draph's gaze wandered behind them, where five goblins and a staff-wielding adventurer followed. "By the way, who and why are they coming along? Cordy finally wised up and hired protection?"

"Yeah fucking right. The scenario has them playing wild goblins that Tomas saves me from. The spellcaster is here to set the scene."

They finally arrived at the shoot location. Trees with red and orange leaves rustled from gentle winds. Water rushed along a nearby shallow creek. The crew began to set up the scene. Skip and Dane brought boxes containing their cameras down from the wagons. While the five goblins changed into rags, Cordelius rounded up the main actors to go over the scenario.

"Everyone's read the script, right? Yeah? Good. Simple and short film. Our newly-genderswapped adventurer, Robyn, goes on a quest with an old friend, Tomas. She bathes at the creek, gets ambushed by rapey goblins, and Tomas arrives in time to save her. You two start getting frisky and have sex. Do it however you want as long as there's penetration going on," Cordelius said before leaving them to figure it out on their own.

Robyn and Tomas exchanged looks.

"Uhm… any ideas?" Tomas asked awkwardly.

"You're asking me?" Robyn rolled her eyes.

Amateur.

Wait… This was a chance to flex. Give some tips to the newbie as someone in the same industry.

Robyn threw an arm around the newbie's shoulders. "Well, I guess you were an extra until recently. Listen, pal. I've got a couple of more years of experience under my belt. Just follow my lead, and we'll make the best flick yet. People will be shooting their spunk twice a day, watching this."

"Really?" Tomas' eyes lit up. "To be honest, I was a lot more nervous than I expected… I know you used to be a guy, so it's really reassuring. Feels like I'm talking to another male actor. So, how do you want to start the sex scene?"

"Well, you always have to start with foreplay. Doesn't matter if you're with an escort, your girlfriend, or a neighbor's wife. You have to get them wet. Play with my clit and nipples, and I'll… be…" She gulped hard and trailed off.

"Is there anything else?" he pressed further.

It dawned on Robyn that this advice would be used on her later, so she turned as red as a tomato.

"I-I'm going to go get ready. Excuse me!" Robyn dipped away before it got too unbearably awkward.

However, getting some alone time proved difficult. The five goblins from earlier cast lascivious glances Robyn's way. It gave her the creeps, yet somehow excited her that they found her attractive enough to ogle.

"Robyn, buddy!" Cordelius came looking for her after she escaped the goblins' gazes.

"Whaddya want? We still have a few more minutes before the shoot." Robyn sat on a tree stump and crossed her legs.

"Yeah, yeah, we do. I was thinking about making a few tweaks—"

"Like you always do…" she interjected.

"You brought any of them bikini armors that Tammy gave ya? Since you're playing an adventurer, it'll help sell the look and be a hit," he explained.

"No, I didn't bring one! Why would I? It's like walking around in underwear. Besides, what's wrong with what I'm wearing? It should work fine."

"Tsk, tsk, tsk." The director wagged his forked tail in her face. "Lucky for us, I brought— Yeeoooooooowwwwwwwwch!"

Robyn responded by snatching the tail and lifting him up to her face.

"Let me guess… You brought the skimpiest one possible?" She squinted hard.

That it was.

Robyn put on the stupid bikini armor. Two silver plates cupped her breasts, tied together by elastic strings, and the underwear looked like shredded chainmail that clung to her waist. Tomas and the goblins were staring harder than ever, and the damn director nodded approvingly to himself like it was the single-best business decision he ever made.

"Looking like a true adventurer…" Sienna snickered into her hand.

"Yeah, laugh it up! Screw it. I have this bombshell body, then I might as well flaunt it. We'll see what's so funny when this makes me an assload of money!" Robyn exclaimed.

As everyone was getting into place, Twinkle hovered down to Robyn.

"Hey, hey, Robyn! Can I have some candy? They want me to shine real bright, and I could use some juice." Twinkle batted her eyelashes.

At least some things stayed constant.

"Sure thing." Robyn rummaged through her satchel for some hard candy. "Once we get back to the city, how about you, me, and Sienna drop by the confectionery for some caramel melts?"

"Really?! Yay! You're the best!" Twinkle brightened up like a second sun.

Two pieces of hard candy ballooned up both sides of the pixie's cheeks. She did a cute little dance, spinning in place and emitting an array of colorful lights.

"Places, everyone! Places for scene one! Goblins, get your moss-colored asses over here already!" Cordelius shouted.

Robyn sucked in a few deep breaths. The cameras were on her now. Twinkle shined light down on her from above.

"Scene one, take one, vidcrystal one— action!" Cordelius struck the clapper in front of the camera and dipped away.

Just like the script wanted, Robyn descended the bank and nervously scanned the surroundings.

"Whew. It's been a really hot day of adventuring and slaying monsters. I want to wash off, so I sure hope goblins don't show up. Especially since I'm a woman now~" Robyn followed the script's C-list quality lines to the dot.

As cringe as it was, these shitty scripts sold. She began to strip off her bikini armor in front of the camera. Unfortunately, her fingers froze. She was going to be taking this off with an audience of people. Behind her, the cameramen were likely zooming in on her right now.

Get a grip, Robyn. You've been naked in front of the cameras so many times as a dude. Just. Do. It.

Robyn loosened the laces, and the bra of the bikini armor slipped right off her chest. It dropped to the ground with a light thud. What was once a flat chest had blossomed to a pair of mountain peaks and perky nipples. Next was the bottom half. She hooked two fingers on the straps and tugged them down.

For some reason, Dane angled the camera lower. Robyn wondered why and followed its gaze. Something like a thread of saliva connected her crotch to the underwear, and it snapped when she pulled it down. Robyn swallowed hard. She was getting wet stripping in front of everyone.

Bare naked under the sun's shining rays, her nipples were starting to get hard. Her crotch… her pussy was getting moist.

For the paycheck, she told herself.

Robyn stretched both arms above her head, giving the camera a full frontal of her shapely female elven form. She entered the cool waters with the camera following close behind. Twinkle's illumination practically made Robyn's skin glow like an angel.

Despite having been naked and performed plenty of times, there was an element of thrill knowing so many people would see this vidcrystal of her. Those new followers on XXXitter were likely to watch this, too. More people would send her cum tributes. Everything she did would be sexualized to hell and back.

Knee-deep in the creek, Robyn cupped a handful of cool spring water and splashed it over herself. Droplets slid down her chest and legs, reuniting with the creek once again. It wasn't in the script, but she thought her boobs looked extra tantalizing like this.

Cordelius gestured to her from the edge of the creek.

That's right! I almost forgot about the lines!

Robyn quietly cleared her throat and said, "I'm so glad I have this incredibly voluptuous body now instead of my last one." She swallowed the cringe that Cordelius' script made her say and continued. "But, wow… Having a pussy feels so weird, it's like I'm missing something…"

Cue the goblins.

The bushes rustled. Five goblins, looking feral and disheveled, descended from the bank. Dirt covered their faces. Filthy loincloths barely enough to cover their green penises replaced their tunics and pants.

"Kekeke!"

"Female come into our turf for breeding!"

"Me! Me first!"

Their dicks became rock hard, standing stiff and at attention. Robyn froze again, completely forgetting her next line.

"Cut, cut!" Cordelius jumped in. "Robyn, what the fuck?"

"Sorry! I-I just thought… er… hearing one of them say 'female for breeding' sounds so stupid that it took me out of it, you know?" Robyn hoped the excuse would suffice.

"Who cares if it sounds stupid. Just go with it. No one's watching porn, expecting an award-winning plot!" he groaned and was on the verge of ripping his tail off.

"My bad, alright? Can we just take it from the top? I won't screw up this time," she promised.

Cordelius shooed the goblins back up, then returned to the camera with a clapper. They began the scene just fine and got back to where she stopped.

"Evil goblins!" Robyn gasped, covering her breasts with one arm and crotch with the other hand. "What are you going to do? Bring me back to your lair, take turns raping me with your stinky dicks, and filling me up… with… your…"

She trailed off. These lines were a thousand times more embarrassing than when she rehearsed them in private. Her face was so hot, the water might start boiling. First of all, why was she the one saying this as if giving them suggestions?

The goblins stood there, waiting for her to finish the line so they could continue. Cordelius was getting antsy. He might call cut again. Instead of saying the rest of her lines, Robyn scrambled for the prop sword left next to the bikini armor.

Thankfully, at least one of them was smart. He knocked it out of her hand as intended in the script and whistled for the others. They dragged her onto shore, and she rolled onto her back to face five horny goblins.

"Kekeke!"

"N-No, don't touch me!" Robyn pleaded.

Very soon, Tomas would come in and scare the goblins away. That completed their first scene.

However, Robyn was beginning to feel strange underneath the goblins' shadows. They looked convincingly wild. If this scenario was real, she would be in big trouble. The feature that most differentiated a civilized one from a feral one was the latter had longer, thicker arms in which the knuckles pretty much scraped the ground. Stories of feral goblins kidnapping women were common only around underdeveloped parts of the world.

Those who survived and escaped told of being caged and raped for months. If years, then chances were they had given birth to many goblin babies. For Robyn, had these goblins been feral, they would have dragged her back to their cave and raped her repeatedly…

Just imagining it… Her breath grew heavy and hoarse, nipples stiffened, and a wet sensation spread between her thighs.

It must have been her imagination, but what the hell was taking Tomas so long?

When Robyn glanced in the direction Tomas was supposed to come from, he was nowhere to be seen. Five pairs of hands groped all over her body and wherever they pleased. One pinched her nipples. Another rubbed her clit.

This wasn't in the script!

When Robyn fought back, a goblin pulled her wrists above her head. Two more grabbed each of her legs and pulled them open.

"Wait, stop… this is— aahh!" Robyn jerked violently when a finger flicked her sensitive clit.

They were relentless. But she… didn't want them to stop. At least until two fingers tried to squirm their way into her pussy.

"Kekeke! Female wet! She wants to be bred!" the goblin fingering her said, drawing a slimy tongue across his yellow teeth.

"No, I don't! I really don't!" Robyn retorted.

A green dick fell into her field of vision. The bulbous tip throbbed as the owner waved it up and down her face.

"Oh, yeah? Suck it, slut! Suck stinky gobbo dick! You like!" another insisted.

Would I? Robyn wondered to herself, enthralled by the erect green penis.

"Come on… Come on!"

"Kekeke!"

It ached for release. She wanted to try. It didn't help that the goblin fingering her was better than she expected. It felt good. Real good. Naturally… a nice hot dick must be even better, right? Maybe just a little, and…

"I… I… CUUUUUUUUT!" Robyn screamed, the power of her voice startling the goblins away and making their dicks limp.

"Cut? You can't say cut! Only the director can say that!" Cordelius complained.

"Fuck you, Cordy! Tomas was supposed to come in after I fell to the ground. Where the hell is he?" she asked angrily.

"Mmmrpphh! Mrrphh!" Tomas rolled out of the bushes. He was bound in rope and had a gag in his mouth.

The only one who didn't look surprised were the goblins and Cordelius.

"What the hell is that!" Robyn pointed at Tomas and stared daggers at the director.

"I wanted to spice it up, so what? Getting your honest to god reaction was just chef's kiss, Robyn. You really looked like the damsel there," Cordelius said in defense of himself.

"Hey, director?" a goblin interjected. "The other goblins and I had a talk. We're feeling iffy about calling ourselves 'gobbo'. It's kind of an offensive and derogatory name. Giggling 'kekeke' makes us sound more like monkeys than wild goblins, too."

"For fuck's sakes. Everyone has something to complain about. Look, we got the footage. Let's move onto the next, okay? Fine, you don't have to say gobbo anymore! And don't worry, Robyn, no more funny business!" the director assured them.

There better not be, Robyn thought.

They proceeded to the next scene, where the two of them would be getting down and dirty. The real deal began now. Everything before was just the set up to this moment. Robyn was freaking out internally. Cameras were set up all around them.

As soon as Cordelius struck the clapper, Tomas appeared at the top of the bank.

"Don't worry, Robyn! I'm here!" Tomas drew his sword on the way down, and the goblins made a run for it. Safe now, he helped Robyn up and held her trembling shoulders. "Are you okay?"

"I knew I could always count on you." Robyn smiled.

He scratched his nose. "Well, we've been adventuring buddies for years. I always have your back! Anyway, we should find your sword before the goblins come back—"

Robyn placed a hand on Tomas' chest and stopped him from leaving.

"What are you saying? You have my sword," Robyn said.

"B-But this is my sword?" Tomas pointed to the one in his hand.

"I mean… this one." She pressed a hand to the bulge between his legs, gritting through the urge to cringe in order to finish her lines. "Water can rust a sword, and we're right next to a creek. I should check to see if you got water on it."

"O… kay." He unbuckled his pants and dropped them.

A dick sprang up to Robyn's face. It almost smacked her on the nose. She clenched her fingers on it, causing the entire shaft to throb from a mere touch. It was so warm and hard. She should be familiar with this, having jerked off before when she had a dick. Holding someone else's felt so different. Fun even…

"So… is there water on it? Is it going to rust?" Tomas asked nervously.

Again, she nearly forgot her lines.

"N-No, it's fine. But better we sheath it just to be safe," Robyn said.

"You're right. We should put this sword away. Somewhere safe like your mouth!" Tomas suggested.

Here it comes. Just do it, Robyn. You're supposed to put it in your mouth. Put it in your fucking mouth and suck it.

Robyn took the plunge and clamped her lips on the tip. It wasn't as bad as she thought. Sienna had given her plenty of blowjobs before. Maybe she could apply the same technique, starting with some tongue play around the glans.

A quiet moan escaped Tomas. His knees buckled a little. Robyn sucked his dick with more fervor, working her way up and down the shaft, licking the tip, and rubbing it against her inner cheek. She could tell by the squirming and twitching that he liked it, and she liked that it was making him feel good.

Soon, it throbbed like crazy and something with a warm, gooey texture spread across Robyn's tongue. It tasted bitter. Taken back by the foreign substance in her mouth, she recoiled and coughed. Thick white streaks dribbled down her chin. When she wiped it away and glanced into her palm, she knew right away that it was Tomas' ejaculate.

"I actually sucked a guy off…" Robyn muttered in disbelief.

To the side, Cordelius mouthed the word 'line'. The scene hadn't ended yet, but Robyn was in too much shock to remember.

"I think we should find another sheath for my sword!" Tomas ad-libbed on the spot.

"W-What do you have in mind?" Robyn followed up.

"Maybe we can try… the sheath between your legs," he said.

"I think you're right! We should— huh? Between my legs?" She wasn't prepared and panicked when Tomas pushed her to the ground.

A strange sensation rubbed against her slit. It was Tomas' dick, readying itself to plunge in. They were about to finally have sex. She shut her eyes and laid there like a dead fish, utterly petrified. It was then that something clicked in Tomas' mind.

"I almost forgot," Tomas whispered and nodded reassuringly. "Foreplay, right?"

Before Robyn could protest, Tomas lowered himself between her legs. A wet tongue ran across her inner thighs, sending her into a bout of shivers.

"Mmm!" Robyn slapped two hands over her mouth.

No way did that feel good. It was amazing. Just when she thought it couldn't get any better, Tomas licked her clitoris. She shuddered intensely. Fireworks went off in her head. It knocked the air from her lungs and left her gasping for breath.

The camera suddenly appeared over them. More specifically, over Robyn. She stared right into the lens and saw her reflection. A woman in heat, her chest heaving from every breath, face red up to the tips of her pointed elven ears.

Robyn threw an arm over her face to hide. Her other hand found purchase on a patch of grass and clenched, threatening to uproot them.

"I'm almost done, Robyn. Just checking to see if your sheath is ready for my sword!" Tomas said between her thighs.

"Hurry… I… I want to… cum!" Robyn found herself saying.

Two fingers parted her pussy open, and Tomas pushed his tongue into her. The hot, meaty feeling of it drove Robyn insane with pleasure. This pleasure that she didn't know existed until she changed genders. She couldn't suppress her voice any longer.

"Tomas… I'm cumming! I'm— aahhhhhhh!" Robyn ripped the grass out of the ground. She grabbed his hair with both hands and squeezed his head with her thighs. The quivering wouldn't stop, and she continued to orgasm for a full minute.

Everything became fuzzy. That was the best climax of her life. More than all the experiences she had as a guy combined. And it wasn't over yet. There was one last act. When Robyn opened her eyes, however, it wasn't Tomas she saw. Instead, four goblins surrounded her with their dicks in hand.

Tomas was a short ways away, pinned to the ground by a goblin on top of his back. Meanwhile, the other four goblins were stroking their meat. She was too stunned to say or do anything.

"I'm cumming!"

"Me, too!"

"Take it, elf slut!"

They fired their loads all over Robyn, painting her white in goblin spunk. Some shot right into her mouth but mostly over her chest and face.

"Aaaaand cut! Great expression at the end there, Robyn. Folks are gonna love the deer in the headlights look with cum all over ya!" Cordelius flashed a toothy smile, but she was seething too much to think straight.

"CORRRRRRDYYYYYYYYYYY!" Robyn yelled at the top of her lungs.


Chapter 7

Robyn and Sienna were in the middle of packing, but only one of them was airing out their grievances.

"I can't believe that fucking imp! He fessed up about having a separate script when I grilled him. Tomas and I had no clue. What the hell? I want to just… arrghhh!" Robyn tried to rip an old shirt, but this body of hers was still painfully average in strength. Maybe slightly less so now.

"Welcome to the porn showbiz, Robyn. You didn't have to deal with it before, but start expecting it now that you've got tits and a pussy." Sienna smirked.

"Have you been dealing with this?" she asked.

The draph nodded. "For years. Milky's Milk was the last straw for me. I put the hoof down."

Robyn had no idea. In fact, she was beginning to feel guilty that Sienna dealt with this for far longer.

After packing everything into suitcases, the two of them carried their stuff outside where an old wagon waited. Twinkle sat atop one of the suitcases already loaded into the back. They threw the rest in and were ready to leave, but Robyn faced the apartment she had called home for the past few years.

"So long, you decrepit old shit. Time to move up in the world." Robyn bid farewell and joined the others in the wagon.

The two oxen began to move, and their wagon lurched onward. Robyn and Sienna took turns feeding Twinkle sugar cubes along the way to Rambeaux Promenade. The granite streets in this part of Morganta City were much cleaner. Street lights actually turned on at night. Guards patrolled regularly to keep crime in check. No one was going to mug or pickpocket Robyn's hard-earned kleins up here.

They rolled to a stop in front of a series of townhouses that made up an apartment complex block. Not a single window in sight was broken or boarded up with planks. People were even dressed in clothes without holes in them!

Having earned enough royalties from the last two films, Robyn was ready to move out. Sienna willingly dropped down a level of luxury to move in with her. That way, Robyn could split enough on rent and still have money left over.

It took the entire morning, but they moved everything into their new place an hour past noon.

"I'm so beat!" Robyn slumped down on the couch.

"Me, too…" Twinkle laid flat on top of Robyn's head.

"You're tired? I did all the heavy lifting!" Sienna put both hands on her hips.

The place was by all accounts small, but still significantly larger in comparison to Robyn's old studio. This apartment had two bedrooms, a bathroom in each, and a living room with an adjoining kitchen.

"Seriously, Sienna. Thank you so damn much for moving with me." Robyn smiled.

"No sweat. Besides, this apartment costs a lot less than my other one. That means more kleins to spend on leisure." Sienna mimicked Cordelius' gesture of rubbing his money-grubbing fingers together.

"And there's the real reason." She rolled her eyes.

Something did trouble Robyn. Sienna would never have been okay with moving in if she was still a guy. Well, it made sense why. She was a guy at the time. However, for Sienna to be willing now was giving Robyn the vibes that she might stay a girl forever.

"Looks like we still got time before work." Sienna lifted a clock above the fireplace that showed half-past one. "Wanna drop by a candy store first?"

"Yes!" Twinkle flew off Robyn's head and nodded energetically.

Unpacking the rest would have to come later. Until then, Robyn was eager to check out this side of Morganta. She threw on a new woolen coat and followed them out of the building.

"Guys, wait up!" Robyn exclaimed while fiddling with the lace on her hood.

A harsh bell rang out when she stumbled into the street. Something lifted Robyn off her feet as a horse and carriage raced past inches from her face.

"You can't go running around in Rambeaux. It's how you're going to end up as paste," Sienna scolded, lowering Robyn back to the ground.

"M-My bad…"

There were a lot more vehicles up here, a stark contrast to the slum-like block Robyn lived previously in Prattle Street. When the number of wagons, carriages, and carts dwindled, they darted across the road before it became busy again.

The candy store, along with numerous other shops, were only a short walk away from the new apartment. A bakery, grocer, fishmonger, textile shop, and even… an adult video store. Robyn stopped in front of the window, showcasing the most popular flicks of late. Stuff starring succubi and incubi dominated the shelves. The next most popular were common fetishes like foot stuff, breast milk like Sienna's Milky's Milk, and group play involving multiple female actresses with a single male actor. Vids of Lilia Amerella, that stuck-up cunt, were among them.

"Eugh. We're around enough porn, aren't we?" Sienna frowned at her most popular work on display.

"Hehe! Even though Robyn's a girl now, she's still got all her boy-horny urges." Twinkle teased.

"I just want to take a peek. You guys go ahead! I'll catch up," Robyn said, entering the adult video store.

The place was your regular old tiny, brick and mortar store. It was made up of aisles from front to back with shelves of pornos. They were sorted by genres written on little wooden signposts hanging by rusty hooks.

A couple of guys entered after Robyn, shuffling past while in conversation about who their favorite actresses were. She pulled the hood further over her face. Sienna and Twinkle were wrong about why she wanted to come in. It wasn't about buying porn. Nay! Though, she was a little curious about what her favorite actresses were up to.

The purpose… was to stroke her own ego!

Robyn began at the 'Elves' section. As an elf, her stuff was likely to be here. However, she couldn't find a single thing. It was mostly filled with Lilia. Elven Damsel and the Big, Strong Orc. Busty Elf Caught by Horny, Wild Goblins. Your New Step-Sister is a Bratty Elf. Affectionate Elf Mother Gives You a Footjob. Hot Elven Babe Kicks You in the Nuts. Trapped in the Dungeon of the Demon Lord.

These were all Lilia's works to name a few. Suffice to say, she was one of the more popular elven actresses in the industry at the moment. A large part of that was due to the sheer repertoire in genre and fetishes she dealt in.

"I can do it, too… How hard can it be?" Robyn picked up the vidcrystal box of Busty Elf Caught by Horny, Wild Goblins and turned it over. She was treated to box art of Lilia being gangbanged by four goblins, taking it in the mouth, back, and holding a green dick in each hand. It made her blush hard.

The very sight reminded Robyn of the shoot with Tomas and the goblins. She pictured herself in Lilia's place. It could have been her being gangbanged.

"No! What am I thinking? There's no way I'm going to let goblins gangbang me. Moreover, I'm not giving a single klein to Lilia. I bet she's rolling in dough already…" Robyn hesitated to put the box back and hugged it to her chest. "This is for research."

Now, where was Adventurers Gone Wild's stuff? They were nowhere to be seen.

Robyn searched up and down this aisle and the ones adjacent, but she couldn't find her stuff. Only when she returned to the 'Elves' section did it occur to her where they were. In a small pyramid stand separate from the shelves were her two works. Only a few boxes were left.

The first was titled in small texts, Cocky Elf Adventurer Gets Turned into a Girl! And in significantly larger texts, IN COLLABORATION WITH LILIA AMERELLA, like Cordelius wasn't confident that it would sell otherwise.

"Thanks, Cordy." Robyn rolled her eyes.

The other was named Ditsy Genderbent Elf's Romantic Quest Interrupted by Goblins! Not exactly the most creative titles, but it got the point across.

Judging by how few left there were, people actually bought her stuff. At this rate, Robyn might actually make it big and become a porn star.

"So, I was saying… There's this new girl. Apparently, she used to be a guy!"

Two guys turned the corner into the aisle. Robyn made an about face and pretended to browse the opposite shelf.

"I'm telling you, I don't care about anyone else. The only one I care about is Dame Gwenevier," a human man said.

Dame Gwenevier, a succubus porn star, who won the hearts of men and women alike with her extraordinarily sultry performance in every flick. Her works were so popular, they needed an aisle of their own. All of her titles were a hit. Even Robyn couldn't help but own a few of her vidcrystals.

"Here it is!" The other, a young elf gentleman that looked to be an adventurer from his sword and buckler, picked up two boxes from the Adventurers Gone Wild stand. "Seriously. Watch it. Best case, you'll like a new chick. Worst, you bust a nut and put it away."

Suddenly, Robyn was extremely interested in their conversation. Both of them were looking at the scene stills on the back of the boxes. She scooted closer, keeping her back to them.

"What's the gimmick? They swapped the male and female actress between cuts?"

"No, man. This guy legit turned into a girl. Tits, poon, everything! The actress is the best part— I mean, the sex scenes kinda suck, but she really sells being all shy and stupid about it!"

Robyn snuck right up behind them to listen better. Shy? Stupid? She was doing her best here!

"Wait, the new one says there's no penetration! What gives?"

Next time. Next time for sure. Robyn silently apologized and vowed to get some actual intercourse sex in.

"Well, the first one has a sex scene with Lilia. The guy hadn't changed into a girl yet. In the second, the girl gives a steamy blowjob to her adventurer buddy before goblins—"

"Alright, alright. I get it. The title gives away the premise anyway… I'll buy 'em just so you get off my back about… it…"

The two of them turned around and stared straight at Robyn.

"Can… Can we help you?" the elf asked.

"N-No! I was just… going to grab this…" Robyn awkwardly reached for a box behind the stand, but they were gawking a lot harder than before.

The elf especially. His gaze flicked between Robyn and the box in his friend's hand.

"Hey… You look familiar. Are you…?"

"Just your imagination!" Robyn cried as she raced for the exit.

"Oi!" an angry goblin clerk shouted. "You gonna pay for those? Or do I gotta call the guards?"

Robyn glanced down at the three vidcrystal boxes in her hands. She slinked back to the counter and paid for them.

"You into goblins, huh?" He smirked, revealing jagged yellow teeth. "How about you come back after closing, toots?"

"Uh… No, thanks." Robyn grabbed her stuff and shamefully emerged from the adult video store.

What was that all about?

Robyn pulled the vidcrystals out. Two of them were her works, and the third was… Right. The Lilia Amerella goblin gangbang porno. No wonder. Well, time to chalk this place up as a store to never come back to.

Not to mention…

"Good going, me. Paying for my pornos with the royalties I made from them…" Robyn sighed.

Better catch up with Sienna and Twinkle. The large, wooden lollipop sign on top of the store was a dead giveaway. Through the window, Robyn saw her coworkers confronting a couple of floating balls of light. No, that wasn't right. They were the ones being confronted. Twinkle was hiding behind Sienna and looking distressed.

Robyn entered the candy store in a huff.

"Who's messing with my favorite pixie?" Robyn growled.

Three fairies spun around, facing her with sharpened fangs and vibrant butterfly wings.

"Huh? Who's the broad?" The pink fairy tapped a candy cane against her shoulder.

When Robyn searched Sienna for answers, a shrug was all she offered.

"We were picking out some candy when these fairies came in picking on Twinkle. Like I said, no one's fighting anyone. It's also three on three, and two of us have you beat in weight class." Sienna folded her arms.

"Uh. I think the weight class was skewed before I even got here," Robyn added.

"I-I-I'm sorry if I caused any trouble, Chilla! I won't show my face here ever again. I swear!" Twinkle buried herself underneath Sienna's hair.

The pink-haired fairy stuck one end of the candy cane into her mouth. She grinded it down to a point and brandished the pointed end at Twinkle.

"Tch. You pixies are always so sweet and sugary. Still working for that monkey imp for free, ain't ya? I bet you'd agree to becoming someone's cock sleeve if they asked nicely!" she taunted.

The other two fairies erupted into shrill laughter. Robyn had enough, and went to stand between them and Twinkle.

"Whaddya want, knife-ears?" Another fairy, this one blue and with flowy ribbons in her hair, flew up to Robyn.

"It costs literally nothing to be nice. That's why we love Twinkle. She'd never hurt you. Me, on the other hand… I happen to have a size fetish." Robyn grinned.

All three fairies flinched. They fell for the bluff and bolted.

Robyn turned around feeling all triumphant until she saw her coworkers staring back with disgust.

"You have a size fetish?" Sienna asked, her judging eyes as narrow as slits.

"Is that why you like hanging out with us, Robyn?" Twinkle peeked out of Sienna's hair and was very red in the face.

"NO, DAMN IT! That was obviously a lie to get them off our backs!" Robyn exclaimed.

Their eyes fell to the vidcrystal boxes in her hands.

"These are my own flicks! I-I just wanted to see how I did. Sheesh. Some thanks would be nice…" she muttered.

"You say that like buying your own porn is any better." Sienna chuckled and turned to Twinkle, consequently moving her hair that was the pixie's cover. "Who were those jerks anyway? Do you know them?"

"Yes… Chilla and I used to be really good friends! M-Maybe I did something to upset her? S-Should I go and apologize to them?" Twinkle pressed her index fingers together.

Fairies and pixies had a complicated relationship. They were night and day. These tiny fae folk typically lived over at Firelight Plaza, in small birdhouse-like homes attached to trees. Due to fairies being the more aggressive of the two, they often formed gangs and strong-armed pixies into bitchwork. In exchange, pixies had less of an opportunity being taken advantage of by other races.

"You didn't do anything, and you have nothing to apologize for," Robyn said.

"The fairies are the ones who should be sorry." Sienna nodded in agreement.

They bought Twinkle an extra hefty bag of caramel melts and hard candy. Nothing cheered a pixie up faster than a mouthful of sugary goodness. She was back to smiling and dancing on Robyn's shoulder in no time.

As night fell, Twinkle thanked them for today and returned to Firelight Plaza. Robyn and Sienna retired for the evening to finish unpacking. As soon as Robyn bid her draph roommate goodnight, she jumped into a new comfy bed and hid under the fresh, woolen sheets.

"Now that we're alone… Hehe… ehehehe…" Robyn brought out the vidcrystals she purchased today.

Magic might have completely transformed her into a woman, but she still very much suffered from the plight of a man's sex drive. As a questionably healthy individual with a slightly higher than normal libido, the dead of night was the best time to put those urges to rest by watching porn.

Robyn brought her entire collection built up over the years during the move, but she had seen them plenty of times already. Blew quite the many loads in the past, too. Those were displayed neatly on a shelf underneath the window. Tonight, she had three choices, and they were laid out on the pillow in front of her.

Two of them were the flicks Adventurers Gone Wild shot, and one of them was the Lilia goblin gangbang. She swallowed hard, mulling over the choices. Her eyes wandered to the one with Lilia.

"This is just for research…" Robyn repeated what she had said earlier today and pulled the vidcrystal out of the case. It was fashioned into an elongated shape of a diamond. A thin line ran horizontally across the center. She fitted it into the pronged setting of a small brass receptacle with several lenses around it, then twisted the top half of the crystal and placed it on the floor.

Immediately, a vivid and almost real image projected into the empty space at the center of Robyn's room. The scene began with Lilia in the company of three male goblins. They were drinking heavily, passing beer around like there was no tomorrow. Their voices were so clear, it was almost like they were speaking right next to Robyn.

Inebriated, the four of them started getting frisky. Robyn was getting into it, drawn in by how the goblins toyed with Lilia, and she stroked their green dicks in return. Groping hands kneaded her breasts and fingered her pussy.

Robyn did the same to herself. With one hand at her crotch and the other squeezing her nipple, she timed it in pace with the goblins.

"Yes! Ahh! Fuck me!" Lilia moaned.

As expected of a porn star, Robyn thought.

No one cared about the acting, only how hot it looked on screen. Even the orgasms were faked. The actress' orgasm, at least. The actors' and their jizz were real. However, Lilia's damsel act made it sound so hot. Fuck her for being a cunt in real life, but god damn almighty did she know how to put on an act.

"I can be better than that…" Robyn muttered as she fingered herself more intensely. "I… mmh… I, ahh… I'm getting close…"

"How ya liking gobbo cocks, ya slut?" one goblin asked the elf.

"I like it…" Lilia and Robyn answered together.

"We're gonna shoot our spunk all over your face, so open wide!" another added.

"Ahhhh!" They climaxed at the same time, but unlike the actress who shut her mouth for the facial, Robyn opened up instead as if to catch their ejaculate and recalled what happened during the last shoot.

The orgasm left Robyn trembling in bed. She was spent, but the gangbang in the vidcrystal was still going.

Then the door creaked open.

"Hey… Robyn, buddy…" Sienna poked her head in, bright red in the face. "Uhm… do you mind keeping it down next time?"

"T-TELL ME THAT SOONER!" Robyn tossed a pillow at the door, but Sienna shut it before getting hit.


Chapter 8

The scene had been set. A dilapidated stone tower in the middle of the forest, covered in a tangle of vines and overgrowth. The door had been busted open and rested flat inside. Tree branches swayed to the occasional gust of winds playing a chorus with their rustling leaves. In the distance, a wolf howled.

"And… action!" Cordelius signaled.

Kneeling within the first floor of the old tower was a young, bright-eyed human archaeologist. He inspected a pile of books on the ground that had been knocked off the shelves. Shuffling movement behind him caught his attention. He gazed back to find an elven woman running up to him in slow-motion, hair fluttering, and dressed in a priest's habit. She sat down on a fallen bookcase and kicked her foot up on another. The length of her slender leg separated the archaeologist from the book pile he was inspecting.

"I see you don't have a healer here at your dungeon." Robyn smiled.

Tomas glanced around the ruined tower, baffled. "I'm not in a dungeon, this is a watchtower."

"No adventuring party is safe without a healer," she insisted and nibbled lightly on her lower lip.

"The entrance is literally five feet away, lady… What… What are you even doing here?" he asked.

Tomas was about to get up until Robyn pushed him back down.

"You can relax. You're safe now. Your healer is here." Robyn winked.

"O… kay." Tomas slowly and reluctantly returned to rifling through the books.

Meanwhile, Robyn kept a half-hearted vigil over the floor. She suddenly shot to her feet and lit a censer hanging from her waist. Smoke and fragrant fumes billowed out, quickly filling the room.

"Get out of the dungeon! There's a monster!" Robyn cried.

"A m-monster?" Tomas coughed violently from the suffocating smoke.

"Come on, get out!" She grabbed his hand and pulled him out of the tower.

"Wait, there's no monster inside the tower. I can clearly see through the smoke!" he fired back.

Both of them glanced back inside. The smoke was already beginning to clear.

"Aren't you glad you had a healer here to save you?" Robyn pulled him a little farther away from the tower entrance.

"I… guess?" Tomas shook his head as if snapping from a daze. "Wait, no! I think you should go. There's obviously no need for you to be here."

She sidled right up to him and said, "I think I should stay and give you a blowjob for your troubles."

"Oh… okay." He nodded.

Robyn proceeded to suck Tomas off for the remainder of the scene in a series of super close-up fellatio shots. By the time they were done, her stomach was churning with ejaculate.

"That's a wrap, everyone! Great work today!" Cordelius exclaimed.

"Whew. You were really going at it," Tomas said, tossing Robyn a bottle of water.

"Thanks, but we've only been doing blowjob flicks… My jaw is getting kind of sore." Robyn rinsed her mouth and spat.

Their last two pornos were just sucking and fondling. The previous one, Sienna had joined for a double blowjob. Tomas, that bastard. Living Robyn's dream. Unfortunately, it wasn't a dream she could live anymore as a woman. Especially as a woman without a dick.

Although blowjob-only flicks sold decently, they didn't make bank like penetrative sex did. Cordelius and Sylvia were likely holding back on Robyn's account.

"Hey, Cordy!" Robyn stormed up to the director, who was in the middle of a discussion with Sylvia.

"Oh, well if it isn't the Blowjob Queen Robyn. How's my favorite fellatio girl?" Cordelius grinned.

"Don't go giving me weird titles like that. Besides, Blowjob Queen already belongs to the lamia, Yaya. Damn, I would've loved to have done a scene with her before I lost my dick… More importantly, I got a bone to pick with you. When are we doing an actual sex porno next?" she asked.

Both of them regarded her with surprise.

"You have a sudden change of heart?" Sylvia adjusted her glinting glasses.

"Robyn watched a porno where Lilia got gangbanged by goblins that got her interested," Sienna said, waltzing up to them with a teasing smile.

"No, I didn't! Okay, I did watch it, but… th-that's not the reason! A guy needs money. I might be a chick now, but I still want to rise to the top of the charts. That means… even if I have to… have sex… like this." Robyn grew less and less confident after each word, but money signs had replaced Cordelius' pupils.

"Robyn, my golden goose! Why didn't you say so sooner? Sylvia, I want you to cancel all my meetings this week and work out a shoot first thing tomorrow!" He rubbed his grimy hands together, and Robyn was suddenly not so confident anymore.

"Are you sure?" the secretary asked cautiously. "Tomorrow noon, you have—"

Cordelius brushed Sylvia off and pulled Robyn aside.

"That sounded important. Sylvia's the studio secretary for a good reason," Robyn said.

"Ah, Sylvia sticks to the book too much. When you wanna make money, you gotta break a few rules. You like money, too, don'tcha? That's how you moved up to a sweet new pad. Now imagine, you rise to the top of this industry as a porn star like the Blowjob Queen Yaya or Lady Allison… Hell, like Dame Gwenevier and live in a castle!" Cordelius tapped Robyn's chest with a clawed finger.

Living in a giant castle, surrounded by beautiful women, eating food that wasn't scrounged up from the trash heaps… All it took was to be like—

"HOLD ON! Yaya and Allison? Dame Gwen? I wanted to be like Donnie Sins! Man… it's dawning on me that I might be stuck like this forever." Robyn sighed.

"Well, you don't have a dick now to be the next blacksmith, teacher, doctor, adventurer, demon lord, or parallel world hero. Am I missing anything else that he did? Whatever. Not everyone can be Donnie Sins, but there can only be one Robyn. Stars ain't the limit to how far you can go as an actress," he said, throwing an arm around her shoulders and the other waving across the canopy.

"None of that tracked, and I can tell you're just trying to convince me into staying as I am. But I do like money!" she exclaimed excitedly.

Cordelius wanted to get to shooting right away. He already had a scenario in mind. Unfortunately, they were missing a couple of key ingredients. The director needed a mage with the ability to create traversable portals, and it was up to Robyn and Sienna to look for one after returning to Morganta.

At a bargain, stated the frugal yet excessively greedy imp.

"Why am I coming with you again? This is going to be your flick, not mine," Sienna said.

"I'll have an easier time finding someone to help with the Milky around. Besides, money I make goes into our bar hopping fund. You don't have to do anything. Just walk with me. Even Twinkle is down!" Robyn pointed to the pixie on her shoulder, who was sucking on a lollipop.

"That's Twinkle though. She's fine going along with anything as long as you give her sweets. Actually… quit dragging her into your gimmicks— and by extension Cordy's— by bribing her with candy." The draph frowned.

"It's okay, Sienna! I want to be here. I love hanging around Robyn!" Twinkle beamed.

While Robyn flashed a smile back, Sienna heaved a sigh.

"You don't even know what Cordy wants to do and just go along with it. What if it's something stupid?" Sienna asked.

"The imp wants a portal. Probably to go somewhere picturesque for a shoot. What could possibly go wrong?" Robyn shrugged.

"A lot," she muttered under her breath.

They arrived at the Civil Guard guild house located a skip and a hop outside of Morganta. It was a civil center which served as the headquarters for those gifted with magic and a talent for martial combat. People who had little interest in employing themselves as city guards or republic soldiers, offered their services in exchange for monetary compensation and sometimes even trade skills.

This life was one that Robyn couldn't be a part of. Especially not with her miserably average physique. However, they had come today not to become adventurers of the Civil Guard, but to acquire the services of one.

Robyn kicked open the door and shouted, "I'm looking for someone who can cast portals!"

Crickets.

The adventurers of Civil Guard spared Robyn half a second of attention before returning to their drinks, card games, and conversations.

"Uhm… If you're looking to put in a quest form, I can help you over here!" A bespectacled woman with orange hair tied in a bun waved to them from the front counter.

They awkwardly made their way to the receptionist after Robyn's outburst. The human woman had shining pearl earrings hanging from her earlobes and a beauty mark underneath her lip. The name tag on her chest read Lorna.

"S-Sorry." Robyn bowed apologetically. "We're with Adventurers Gone Wild, an adult film studio. Our good-for-nothing director sent us out to hire an adventurer that can cast portals."

"That means you will be looking for mages! Let me just draw up a notice… How much will you be paying for this service?" Lorna asked.

Robyn and Sienna traded glances.

"How much did Cordy say he was going to pay?" Sienna asked.

"Beats me. I think he was expecting free labor," Robyn said, then tensed up from Lorna’s burning glare.

"Surely, you don't mean to mistreat or underpay our agents. Adventurers of Civil Guard are represented by powerful guild unions. It would be a shame if we had to put your employer and company on a blacklist," Lorna explained in a polite manner sharpened to a fine edge.

The two of them gulped hard. Thinking to escape, Robyn noticed that Twinkle was missing from her shoulder.

"Huh? Where'd that little light bulb go?" Robyn panicked.

"I see her with someone." Sienna pointed to a table where Twinkle was chatting up a geeky elven man, who was dressed in blue robes and wielded a thin wooden staff.

When the pixie saw them staring, she tugged on the elf mage's sleeve to bring him over.

"Hey, guys! This is Nelson. We adventured together a while ago, and I was just telling him that we needed a mage," Twinkle said.

"Since when were you an adventurer?" Sienna asked.

"Ehehe. I'm not really. I just helped light their way through a dungeon. Saves them from buying torches and lanterns!" She puffed out her tiny chest.

"It's n-nice to meet you all!" Nelson belted nervously. "I know how to cast portals. As for compensation, I'm fine with service swapping for Twinkle's help again in the future. I-I-I'm also a f-f-fan of your work, Ms. Robyn, so… I'd l-love to help on set…"

They turned to Lorna for confirmation.

"I suppose if you're okay with it, Nelson, then that's fine." Lorna sighed.

"That's great! A fan of mine, too? Man, am I glad to have you on board!" Robyn stuck her hand out to shake.

When they clasped hands, Nelson shuddered all over.

"I'm never washing this hand again…" he said dreamily.

"Please wash your hands…" Robyn recoiled.

"Get used to it." Sienna snickered at her expense.

Together, they signed off on the quest notice that Lorna drew up. Twinkle would exchange her skill services with Nelson and in return, he provided Adventurers Gone Wild with portals. Now that the paperwork was out of the way, the four of them headed to the studio where a skeleton crew consisting of Cordelius, Skip and Dane, and Tomas, were waiting.

"You must be the mage! How ya doing? I'm Cordelius, director of Adventurers Gone Wild. Just call me Cordy!" Cordelius went to shake Nelson's hand, but the elven mage backed away. The director shot a confused look to his actresses.

"Guy's a fan of Robyn. Doesn't want to wash his hand after getting a handshake from her." Sienna sneered.

"Fan of Robyn's, huh…" He rubbed his chin in a way that Robyn didn't like, because it meant the imp was scheming something.

"Focus, guys! This is going to be my first time having… ugh… sex as a girl. I want to get everything right. Where's the script, Cordy? It's gotta be something cool if the scene involves a mage's portal," Robyn said, eager to start and already seeing money in her future.

"Sure is, and I got it right here. Take a gander. I wrote the script myself after brainstorming with the others. I'm rather proud of it, too!" The director handed her a two-page script.

Robyn was giddier than Twinkle in a candy shop. However, as soon as she laid eyes on the script, that smile flipped upside down.

"Help me, step-adventurer. I'm stuck in the portal?" Robyn recited monotonously while glaring at her director over the top of the pages. "Is this some kind of joke?"

"Joke? Perish the thought! We're combining the two fastest growing porno tropes into one banger! What's not to like?" Cordy asked.

"We might as well throw a mimic in there, am I right?"

"That's a great idea! Maybe one of my old contacts has one…" He scratched the stubble on his chin.

Robyn put a hand to her face and groaned.

"Hm? The scene has you half-way through a portal. Is that safe?" Sienna asked worriedly.

"It is!" Nelson insisted. "If the portal begins to close for whatever reason, it will pop you out on whichever side of you is heaviest."

"I'm not an adventurer, you are. If you say it's safe, that's good enough for me." Robyn shrugged.

Cordelius pulled Nelson and Tomas aside, whispering to them about something out of earshot.

"I-I can't possibly!" Nelson exclaimed, going red up to his ears.

When Robyn grew suspicious and approached to eavesdrop, their conversation stopped abruptly.

"Anything you wanna share with the class, Cordy?" Robyn folded her arms.

"It's nothing. Just going over the script, you know how it is!" Cordelius clapped his grimy hands to get everyone's attention. "Alright, crew! We cobbled the shoot together on short notice, so we'll have to make do. Nelson, open a portal to somewhere in the forest. Anywhere's fine as long as it's safe. You'll go through it with Dane. Skip and Tomas stay on this side."

Nelson did as instructed. Meanwhile, Robyn went over the script again. She was sure Tomas was supposed to be on the outdoor side of the portal. Was that what they were talking about just now?

A portal, as tall as an average human man, opened and almost looked like a painting of the forest— until a hummingbird flew into view, cocked its head at them, and then flew away. Nelson and Dane entered, and the cameraman began to set up his filming equipment. Skip did the same on this side.

"Keep your clothes on and go in, too, Robyn. Chop, chop!" Cordy clapped again, but this time in her face.

"I'm going to clock you over the head with the clapper if you do that while I'm stuck in the portal." Robyn begrudgingly walked through it.

Her feet found purchase on the forest's firm soil. Trees surrounded them. Birds sang from the branches above. A curious fox darted out from the brushes. It ran off when Dane set up the legs of his tripod.

Robyn finished scanning the surroundings as her gaze settled firmly on the nerdy mage's rock hard erection. It poked so far out his pants, she wondered if he was going to last the entire shoot without wanking off.

"It's okay, you know? I won't blame you if you do." Robyn pointed to his boner.

"Eh? D-Do you mean…" Nelson stammered.

"Taking care of your hard on, man! If it's going to blow, just do it," she insisted.

"Hey, Robyn! What are ya waiting for? Stick your upper body through the portal. Nelson, close it down just enough to make it look like she can't get out," Cordelius yelled from the other end.

Damn impatient imp.

The portal began to close. Robyn stuck her upper body through, returning to the studio room with the others. The top rim of the portal stopped an inch or two away from her body. It felt like she was lying flat on a table.

"Oh! This is so cool!" Robyn laughed, kicking her legs and flailing her hands.

"How's it feel being in two places at once?" Sienna playfully clasped Robyn's hand.

"Weird. I'm like floating in water and lying on a hard surface at the same time. Portals, am I right? How do they fucking work?"

"Can you hear us from over there?" Cordelius shouted into the portal gap.

"Yes, director! Camera's ready!" Dane confirmed.

It wasn't exactly the most comfortable position, but at least Robyn was glad about not needing to move much.

"We're good to go then," Cordelius declared. "Ready, Robyn? You and Tomas are just finishing up a quest. Tomas enters the portal, but when you do, it closes and leaves you stuck."

Right. The stupid script.

Sienna backed away to watch from the sidelines. Twinkle illuminated the room for the camera. Cordelius hit the clapper and signaled for Robyn to begin.

"Help, step-adventurer… I'm stuck in the portal and can't get out." Robyn rolled her eyes.

"Cut! Robyn, pal. How am I supposed to believe you're stuck? Put a little more emotion into it!" Cordelius yelled.

"Well, gee. I didn't know we were trying to win a Best Adult Actress award. Maybe it's the fact that I can pull myself out of the portal that's breaking my immersion. Or me calling Tomas step-adventurer of all things— What the hell is step-adventurer even supposed to mean?!"

The imp clapped both hands over Robyn's cheeks.

"It means money! The shine of kleins. An ability greater than adventurers to buy whatever your heart desires! Do you want to make that bag or not?" Cordelius asked.

"I do!" Robyn answered, her eyes blinded by riches.

"That's what I like to hear. Now be convincing! Take it from the top, everyone!" He twirled a finger in the air and returned to the director's chair.

Everyone got back into place and restarted the scene.

"Help, step-adventurer! I'm stuck in the portal and can't get out!" Robyn cried like a damsel in distress and fought the cringe deep in her soul.

"Hold on. I'll get you out!" Tomas grabbed both of Robyn's hands and pretended to pull.

Neither of them were budging as intended.

"It… It's not working… I'm scared! You're not going to leave me, are you?" Robyn asked.

"Of course not. You know I would never leave you! Wait, I know a way to get you out. Here. Wrap your lips around this!" Tomas dropped his pants and waved his dick in Robyn's face.

"Oh, step-adventurer. You're so smart. What would I ever do without you?" she said, flashing a smile.

This is so stupid, but it's for the paycheck!

Robyn licked Tomas' dick dripping wet with her saliva before sucking on it. His whole body shuddered. After making a few pornos of just blowing him, she had become intimately familiar with what really cranked his gears. Focusing her tongue on the glans made his knees buckle. But as expected of a budding porn actor, he held off from ejaculating too early.

"You're going to have to suck harder… if you want to pull yourself free from the portal." Tomas winced and was on the edge of climaxing. He jerked his hips back as though trying to yank Robyn out of the portal. She stretched her lips to do the silly duck-face sucking.

However, Tomas staggered back and his dick popped out of Robyn's mouth. Also intended. Cum squirted all over her face. Now to look sexy by licking her lips. Before she did, it became a little drafty in the back. A pair of hands had pulled her dress up and underwear down.

Who was it? Dane? Nelson? This part wasn't in the script!

"H-Hey, there's something going on back there—ouumpphh?!"

Tomas shoved his dick back into Robyn's mouth and said, "Don't worry, Robyn! I'll get you out in no time!"

Now isn't the time to continue the script, you idiot! she thought.

Someone was rubbing their dick against her unguarded and bare crotch. She couldn't protest with a dick in her mouth and while the cameras were rolling.

Pleasure nipped at Robyn's body whenever the hard thing brushed over her clit. She was reminded of the goblins from the porno the other day, and how much the actress appeared to be enjoying it. Did getting penetrated like that feel good? She only knew how it felt doing the penetrating.

Being stuck for real in this uncompromising position wracked Robyn with a mixture of anxiousness and excitement. Everything came to a stand still when the dick slid right into her pussy.

"MMMMMMRRPH!" Robyn lurched forward, her eyes snapped wide open.

Whoever was behind her had shoved it all the way in. She felt his hips against her butt. It really happened. Her virginity as a woman had finally been taken, and she didn't even know who helped themself to it.

"Robyn? Are you okay?" Sienna asked.

They kept thrusting and thrusting. Robyn couldn't answer Sienna with Tomas's dick in her mouth.

Was it always supposed to feel this good? All those times she had done it with other women as a guy, did they feel the same way? She heard that first times were supposed to be painful, but the pleasure got better with every thrust. Her eyes rolled back. Every gasp of air was followed by a cute, twitchy moan.

"Robyn… You're looking a lot sexier somehow…" Tomas whispered.

"Oh, Robyn's getting into it! That's the spirit! Skip, get a close-up. Tomas, jizz on her face! Jizz on her now!" Cordelius barked orders around the scene.

Stop. Don't stop. Stop. don't stop. Robyn wasn't sure what she wanted. If sex was this good as a woman, she might not want to go back—

Tomas pulled his dick out of Robyn's mouth and shot his load over her face again. At the same time, a budding pleasure within reached its peak.

"I'm cumming! Someone or something is screwing me from behind… it's making me cum… Nghh— aaaahhhhh!" Robyn convulsed like crazy, orgasming from being penetrated.

Her mysterious partner climaxed, too. Something warm gushed into her quivering pussy. It was their ejaculate. It had to be. Although Robyn wanted to savor this incredible, floaty feeling a little while longer, the sound of many heavy footfalls stormed the room.

A half-orc kicked open the door. Vred. Half a dozen thuggish half-orcs built like oxes cruised in after him. They were dressed in fine clothing, mostly vests and suits. All of them had a button pin on their broad chest with the symbol of two crossed axes.

"We're in the middle of shooting a porno here!" Cordelius shouted at their unwelcome visitors but choked at the next man who strutted in.

He was a half-orc just like the others, but larger and scarier, dressed in a dapper white suit, and had on a pair of shades. A silver band wrapped around his protruding right tusk.

"Cordy," the half-orc began almost like a disappointed parent. "You were supposed to meet with Don Gordia today."

"Oh… Th-That was today? Sorry about that, Stitz! I thought the meeting with Don Gordia was tomorrow! Ahaha… ha…" Cordelius tried to laugh it off, but the half-orc named Stitz picked him up by the tail.

"That's why we came to remind ya. Take the elf chick. The rest stays put," he ordered his gang.

"Sorry about this." Vred grabbed Robyn's hand and yanked. As soon as she slipped out, the portal closed shut.

"Robyn!" Sienna tried coming to her rescue when two half-orcs got in the way. "You don't want to find out how much stronger a draph is compared to orcs, and you're not even half their size."

"Don't worry, Miss Milky. We ain't planning to touch a hair on your friend. Cordy, on the other hand, we can't promise he comes back without missing a few molars," Stitz said.

"Really?" Her demeanor softened. "Well… if you mean that—"

"Worry about your director, too!" Cordelius cried.

It wasn't until Robyn was thrown onto a couch did she come to her senses. She shielded her eyes from the bright white and gold interior. They weren't at the studio any longer. Crystal chandeliers hung from the ceiling. There were other tables around, but the room was mostly empty and the only occupants were those that surrounded her and Cordelius. At the far side of the room, a bartender was in the middle of wiping down the counter. In addition to the jazz music being played by magical, self-performing instruments, it sounded like someone was being beat up in another room. Was this… a club?

Directly across from them was a fat half-orc, who took up the entire other couch and was dressed in a pin-stripe gray suit. His second chin was a slab of green dough ready to be thrown into an oven. He had a cigar pinched between two thick fingers adorned with large, gem-studded rings.

Flanking the plump half-orc were a dozen other half-orcs, all glaring ahead. Robyn only recognized Vred. Another in a white suit, whose name she learned from Cordelius was Stitz, ignited his finger to light his boss' cigar.

"W-Where are we?" Robyn asked.

"Sh! We're about to be six feet under if you don't shut your trap!" Cordelius whispered, face caked in sweat and voice trembling.

The largest half-orc in the room muttered something almost inaudibly to the one in white.

"Welcome to Club Reguard. Don Gordia wants to know where's his fucking money," Stitz relayed.

Robyn sat straight up. The blood in her veins went ice cold. They were the Twinned-Axe fucking mafia, the ones Cordelius owed money to. No wonder Sylvia was so reluctant about canceling the meeting.

Corrrrrrddyyyy, you stupid greedy imp!

"I-I have it! I swear on my grandma's grave. The kleins you gave me were an investment, you see. We were in the middle of making good on your generous charity before your men interrupted—"

Don Gordia whispered to Stitz again.

"Charity implies a no return on investment," Stitz continued speaking on behalf of the don. "The money we loaned you wasn't charity. You were supposed to meet us this morning. Since you didn't show up, we came looking for you. And your pockets are looking a little light. Fortunately for you, Don Gordia is a merciful man. If you can't pay the first installment today, we have mana-sucking leeches that can help you make some quick cash."

Robyn and Cordelius gulped hard.

Mana-sucking leeches drained someone's mana right out of them and stored it in a harvestable sack. The process was extremely painful. They were also very illegal.

"Hey, uh… If Cordy's the one who owes you money, then I don't really need to be here… right?" Robyn asked timidly.

The crime boss frantically beckoned to Stitz with his free hand.

"Don Gordia asks if you want anything to drink from the bar?" Stitz asked.

"Eh? Erm… Y-You got any nice frothy beer?" Robyn said the first thing that crossed her mind.

"I'll take a Morganta Rum!" Cordelius exclaimed, but the glares from Stitz and Don Gordia shut him up.

A few moments later, the bartender came by with a giant stein of beer. Foam and froth dribbled down the side of it onto the expensive granite table. Robyn wasn't sure why they offered her a drink, but she could never turn down good beer. The refreshingly cold liquid slid down her throat like the first morning gulp of water.

"You must be wondering why you're here," Stitz began in his don's stead again. "Don Gordia first wishes to express his sincerest apology if we scared you. We weren't lying when we said no harm will come to you, Robyn Clemrose. However, we are very aware of Cordelius' spending habits and brought you along to cut a deal."

"Deal?" Robyn and Cordelius echoed curiously.

Vred shooed the goons into the back room until only himself, Don Gordia, Stitz, and the bartender coming back with another full glass of beer remained.

"The truth is, Don Gordia is a fan of yours," Stitz said.

"Well, why didn't you say so! Oh, Don. You may be half orc, but whatever your other half has good tastes! Lemme get you an autograph—" Cordelius reached for a notepad sitting on the table until a knife plunged into it, right between his index and middle fingers.

"Not. You." The white-suited, half-orc growled.

"Wait, then me?!" Robyn gasped.

Don Gordia squirming like a little girl and his cheeks turning red answered her question. That must mean he watched the pornos she filmed— Wait. A fan of when she was a dude, or currently as a chick?

"We're willing to postpone Cordelius' first payment and pay you for your services, Miss Robyn. This is a very gracious offer. Don Gordia is the one taking the hit on it. Consider this deal a… favor to the mob," Stitz explained.

"W-What exactly do you mean by my services?" Robyn asked, gulping hard and wondering if Don Gordia wanted to sleep with her.

Was that even possible? The half-orc was huge! She had the body of a dainty elf— well, it was dainty even before, but still… What else would a mob boss want with an objectively attractive woman like herself?

"We would like to create a statue of you naked for use in Don Gordia's club," Stitz said.

"That's it? What if I refuse?" Robyn asked for curiosity's sake.

All three half-orcs shot a look at Cordelius.

"Then we mana-drain the imp first," Don Gordia finally spoke at last in a slow, menacing drawl, "cut him into pieces once he's drained up like a husk, and feed him to the demon hounds."

Cordelius turned to her pleadingly. "Robyn, buddy! Remember when I picked you to be the main actor for the studio?"

"As much as I'd like to see Cordy's comeuppance, he's my employer. I'll take the job. I get to earn some kleins while I'm at it, too." Robyn got up intending to shake the don's hands, but everyone gawked at the wet and white stain on the couch where she was just sitting. "Uh… oops. I-I was in the middle of a porno shoot, alright?"


Chapter 9

The favor to the mob was a simple one. All Robyn had to do was stand still. Meanwhile, a few sculptors under Don Gordia's employ chipped away at a marble block with magic. What she didn't anticipate was for this to be so embarrassing. Only a light see-through shawl wrapped around her shoulders draped down her lithe, elven body. She should have been used to being watched, especially as someone working in the porno industry. However, the sculptors, Don Gordia, and Vred stared so hard, she couldn't help but feel… strange.

Robyn was getting wet. A trickle of sweat— or at least she believed it was sweat— slowly slid down her thigh. Even Vred, as green as a half-orc could be, was red in the face. His pants bulged, too, revealing a shapely outline of his erect member.

Get a grip, Robyn… Now isn't the time to get horny! she told herself.

Unfortunately, after getting unscriptedly dicked earlier and surprisingly liking it, Robyn couldn't stop thinking about dicks now.

The shawl slipped a little. One of the sculptors stopped. Robyn was about to pull it back up when Don Gordia lifted a hand to stop her. He whispered to Vred.

"Don't move. I'll fix it for you," Vred said.

"Th-Thanks," Robyn mumbled quietly and stayed still.

Vred came up from behind to pick up the fallen shawl. Robyn shuddered to the touch of his rough fingers brushing against her skin. Standing underneath his much larger shadow no less, made her feel incredibly small and helpless. If someone like Vred or Don Gordia seized the chance to take advantage of her, there would be nothing she could do. The thought of that somehow thrilled her.

It wasn't the first time Robyn had been in the company of people larger than herself. But she was a he all those times. Why was she so much more conscious about it now?

"Are you doing alright?" Vred asked quietly.

"Yeah…" Robyn glanced over her shoulder and answered him while panting heavily.

The sound of leather squeaked and stretched to their limits. Something hard poked at Robyn's rear cheeks. Vred was frozen solid in place, and she realized right away that it was his hard on.

Don Gordia looked peeved and made shooing motions at Vred. Maybe he was too embarrassed to show an erection in front of his boss.

"Sorry!" Robyn exclaimed. "The shawl keeps slipping off. Is it okay if Vred stays to hold it in place for me?"

The sculptors shrugged, and although the don probably preferred to ogle Robyn without one of his men in the way, he eventually waved his hand. Vred breathed a sigh of relief, which meant that gesture was a good thing for his life. Though… not so much for his throbbing erection.

"What's the matter, big guy? This bombshell elven body of mine too hot for you to handle?" Robyn teased.

"It just happens sometimes…" Vred muttered.

Well, who wouldn't get hard standing right behind a porn actress with a smoking body? Robyn lamented all those times she prematurely popped a boner during a shoot, and the scenes had to be retaken. She also understood the pain of a boner left unchecked.

Vred twitched when Robyn very, very gently started humping him. She shifted left and right, up and down to stimulate his penis with her butt. The movements were so subtle, neither the sculptors nor Don Gordia noticed.

"W-What are you doing?" Vred asked in panic.

"Relax, man. I'm getting you off before the blue balls hit. Besides, you don't want to shamefully show your hard on to your boss, right? Just consider this a freebie for saving me from the slime and lending me your knife," Robyn reminded him.

"You really don't have to, but… nnh…!" He swallowed a gruff, half-orcish moan that made Roybn tremble with delight.

No wonder Cordelius always wanted her to moan and grunt during sex scenes as a guy. Women liked men moaning just as much as the other way around.

But damn. Was it just her imagination, or did Vred's dick get a lot bigger and harder? She was getting wetter, too. It didn't help that her nipples tensed up and became extra sensitive. The sculptors' eyes went to her crotch. They saw the trickles running down her inner thighs. Rubbing her ass against Vred's thick rod of meat had gotten her hot and bothered, so it wasn't sweat…

"Hey, the sculptors are almost done. What are you hanging in there for? Just cum already!" Robyn whispered.

"I'm trying, but it's embarrassing to let it out when my boss is right there!" Vred grumbled back.

Eventually, Robyn felt the familiar throbbing sensation of penis at climax. Behind her, Vred tensed up and clenched his jaw. A wet spot formed on his leather pants. He continued to rub between her cheeks, leaving behind a light trail of sticky goo. Don Gordia was none the wiser, but the focused sculptors recoiled when they realized what had happened and kept quiet.

They finished the statue around the same time Vred did. While Don Gordia marveled at the statue's likeness of Robyn, his henchman covered his pants with the shawl and quickly dipped away into another room.

"Alright, crisis averted at least…" Robyn sighed and finally dressed herself.

Don Gordia clapped his jeweled hands twice, and Stitz returned to the floor with Cordelius in tow. The half-orc mafiosos whispered something to each other that drew a breath of relief from the imp.

"The don is happy with the statue and says it will be a fine addition to Club Reguard as the centerpiece. Your payment, Miss Robyn. 2,000 kleins and lifetime VIP membership to Reguard." Stitz handed her a stack of paper notes and a gold card with the name of the club on it.

Robyn's jaw dropped. "Two grand in a lump sum and lavish treatment at one of the most popular clubs in Morganta? Holy shit. Cordy, you should owe money to the mob more often!"

"Yeah, yeah. Laugh it up, pal." Cordelius rolled his eyes.

Everyone froze to the sound of a scuffle outside of the club. Don Gordia motioned Stitz to go check it out. He drew a billy club and casted protective magic over himself, but when he got to the door, it swung open and knocked him out.

"Robyn! I'm here to save you!" Sienna stormed in, holding a bouncer by the throat and another unconscious by the scruff of his neck.

"I'm also here!" Twinkle brandished a toothpick as her weapon.

"You guys are here to save me, too, right?" Cordelius pointed to himself.

The worried draph and pixie ignored Cordelius and skidded to a halt. They stared blankly at the statue.

"They turned Robyn into a statue!" Twinkle cried in horror.

"I'm right fucking here!" Robyn shouted from the side.

After explaining the situation, Don Gordia looked the other way to Sienna and Twinkle's siege of Club Reguard. Everyone narrowly avoided a bloodbath, and Robyn learned today that Sienna was, in fact, able to toss half-orcs around like ragdolls.

"Wow. It looks just like you. There's even some sweat trails along your inner thighs to show how wet you were, ya pervert. Your nipples are hard, too!" Sienna doubled over from laughter in front of the statue.

"Quit staring so hard! I was sweating from, uh… standing still! And… and, obviously the nipples are hard. It's a statue!" Robyn complained.

"I'm not sure about you folks, but I've had enough of this place— great place though, Don Gordia! Love what you did with the interior. I'll have your money ready next month for sure. Count on my tail!" Cordelius tried to shake hands with the half-orc but was given the cold shoulder.

When Vred got back with a new change of pants, Don Gordia ordered that he escort the members of Adventurers Gone Wild back to the studio. Sienna, Twinkle, and Cordelius entered the building first, but Robyn lingered outside.

"Hey, Vred… Uh… Sorry about earlier. I don't know what came over me," Robyn said, rubbing the back of her head.

"D-Don't mention it. Actually, before I leave…" Vred cleared his throat and brought out a vidcrystal case of one of her pornos. "I was wondering if I can get your autograph?"

"So, you were a fan after all! Sure thing. As long as you don't get all weird on me like the last fan I met." She gladly signed her name across the box cover.

The half-orc looked at the signature like it was a gift from the gods. It made Robyn feel good to be adored.

"Thank you! I hope you continue to make more!" Vred exclaimed.

"You bet. I'm taking this sexy body of mine to porn stardom, just you watch! Oh, and you're pretty cool. Let's hang out sometime." Robyn winked, unwittingly shooting a cupid's arrow through Vred's heart and causing him to pop another boner.


Chapter 10

"So, Robyn Clemrose. 25 years of age. In good health, if not in need of a little more cardio a few times a week, and… transformed into the female gender," Doctor Seether said, glancing up from his clipboard.

"It's true, Doc. I lost my pool stick and billiards. But I got these decent melons and a money-making clam in exchange!" Robyn exclaimed proudly.

The old, human doctor flashed a troubled look past his thick glasses. Doctor Gerald Seether was his name. He ran Hopeland Clinic, a hospital managed by the clergy of Hope's Church and where Robyn's insurance covered.

Today, Robyn decided to drop by the hospital for a check-up. Sienna strongly insisted. After getting creampied raw— and Robyn had yet to find out who— she figured picking up some contraceptives and getting checked for diseases would be the smart thing to do. It was routine for someone in her line of work anyway.

However, this was the first time coming to the hospital since the genderswap. Robyn had avoided it all this time, but extenuating circumstances demanded she come. After all, the risk of getting pregnant would put an end to her career.

"Unfortunately, Miss Clemrose, you becoming the opposite gender voids your insurance. I won't be able to help you until it's resolved," Dr. Seether explained apologetically.

"What? How does becoming a woman screw over my insurance?" Robyn leaped to her feet and cried.

"As you know, Hope's Church offers individuals and companies a variety of health insurance packages. Seeing to the health of different genders, non-genders, and transgenders requires different tools and fields of specialization. It also states here that Adventurers Gone Wild had picked the lowest tier insurance, 'Some Hope' for you. As a male," he added.

Cordy. That greedy fucking imp.

"I can't believe he didn't bother updating my coverage! Wait… You're telling me, all that time my employer had me covered with a poor bloke's insurance? Just to have your finger stuck up my ass every few months?" Robyn asked.

"That's a rude way of putting it. Don't underestimate the importance of prostate health! If you like, I can enroll you into another insurance suited to your… new form as an individual, separate from your workplace. From the lowest to highest, it will cost 50, 200, and 500 kleins per month respectively. The lowest offers—"

"Fuck it. I don't want Some Hope. Give me the highest tier. I'll have Cordy compensate me later," she said.

Poor Tomas probably has the same shitty insurance now.

Dr. Seether scribbled into the clipboard and left. He came back a few moments later, beckoned Robyn to follow him to another room, and had her sit down on a strange chair that held her legs up and spread apart. This was already a lot different than bending over to have her ass prodded.

"While the paperwork is being processed, I can see you right away since you're already here. Make sure to pay at the front desk once we're done. Otherwise, the church might send collectors after you," the doctor warned.

"Is that really what a church does nowadays… Anyway, what am I expecting? You going to stick a finger into my pussy instead of my ass?" Robyn asked.

"Something like that. You enrolled into the highest package, 'Best Hope', so we're going to be more thorough," he said.

"I think this clinic needs to fire whoever names your insurance packages…"

The door swung open. A blue slime woman dressed in a black, short-sleeved habit entered the room. A white coif, specific to the Hope's Church sisters, wrapped her neck and shoulders.

"Hiya! Sorry I'm late, Dr. Seether. Is this our first patient for the day? Nice to meet you! I'm Clarissa!" The excitable humanoid slime bowed.

"Uh… There's a saying for this. Three is a crowd?" Robyn shot the doctor a look for answers.

"Clarissa is Hopeland Clinic's best nurse. She's going to insert an appendage into your vagina to better determine your health," Dr. Seether explained.

Before Robyn could process what the doctor said, Clarissa was already between her legs. A long, wriggly tentacle emerged from the slime's gelatinous body. Panic set in.

"Wait, wait, wait! You're going to stick a slime tentacle into me? Is that sanitary?" Robyn asked.

"Don't worry!" Clarissa winked. "We slimes are slightly too acidic for germs to take root on us, but not enough to damage your insides if it's only for a few minutes."

The tentacle plunged into Robyn's hole. She threw her head back and clenched the armrests. It went in. It went all the way in. The cool, throbbing slime appendage effortlessly slithered in and out of her. First, a dick yesterday. Now, a slime…

"Oh, god. I'm starting to feel weird… This is… mmh…" Robyn laid back and let it happen.

"Clarissa, are you doing your job properly or just getting her off?" Dr. Seether asked nervously.

"I'm doing my job properly! It's not my fault the patient is so sensitive!" Clarissa fired back.

"I-I am not sensitive!" she contested. "Your slimy tentacle is just… so thick, and… feels like— aahh!"

The doctor excused himself and waddled awkwardly out of the room. Clarissa's tentacle was getting too intense. When Robyn instinctively tried to close her legs, two more tentacles sprung out and pushed her apart by the knees.

"Sorry! Don't close your legs. I'm almost done, so hang in there a little while longer," Clarissa said.

"Fuck… No problem… Take your time." Robyn breathed heavily after each word.

Though, it might not be much longer before she climaxed. This feeling was insane. Mind-blowing even. Each time Clarissa's tentacle throbbed, it brought Robyn closer. There was a famous lesbian porn star by the name of Thousand-Arms Jenny. Like Clarissa, Jenny was also a slime woman. Because of her many appendages, she was often cast in lesbian orgies and made countless actresses climax at will.

This… This must be…

"Alright, we're finished!" Clarissa yanked her tentacle right out.

"Not so fast… Nngghh— I'm cumming!" Robyn's eyes rolled back, brought to a quaking orgasm from having the slimy appendage wrenched out so quickly.

"I'm back…" Dr. Seether returned in time to find Robyn flushed red and twitching.

After everyone recomposed themselves and Robyn recovered from her orgasm, Dr. Seether read off Clarissa's findings. Overall, healthy. No magical or non-magical diseases present. Not pregnant either.

"So, uh… We're done, right?" Robyn cleared her throat.

"Yes, and here's your prescription for contraceptives. Take the note to the front desk and pay your insurance while you're at it." Dr. Seether handed her a note and sent her out.

Robyn did exactly as the doctor instructed, acquired the potion medicine to render herself temporarily infertile, and snatched a handful of free condoms on the way out of Hopeland Clinic. Might as well make that insurance worth it. She glanced up to the cloudy skies and sighed, still in disbelief over climaxing in front of the nurse.

"I might need to find a new hospital." Robyn sulked.

Hopefully this embarrassment wouldn't last forever. Robyn would hate to actually find a new physician. Ever since the royalties started rolling in, her standard of living had been rising ever so slightly. That had been a plus. But she was still far from the lap of luxury that the porn stars in her field have worked hard to achieve.

Time to take the insurance debacle up with Cordelius. That stingy bastard. Putting her on the lowest tier just because she was a guy at the time, and then having the gall not to change it…

Robyn turned the corner into the street where the studio was located and stopped cold. A group of knights and a carriage guarded the front of the building. She gulped hard. They were recognizable by the double-ended spear on their green tabards. The Republican Chevaliers, the elite of elite knights of the Hamisburg Republic.

What were knights of the republic doing here? It couldn't possibly be…

"Is Cordelius getting canned for taking mob money? I got to see this." Robyn stepped out and was immediately apprehended.

"This one works for Adventurers Gone Wild, doesn't she?" one guard asked.

"I think so… Lemme pull out a picture." The other brought out a whole vidcrystal case of her porno instead, then nodded.

"Wait, I think there's a mistake—"

They dragged Robyn in by the arms. The main room was empty, but there were a couple of silhouettes in Cordelius' office. Both Chevaliers let her down in front of the door and remained right there to keep her from running. The guy who had the vidcrystal case reached forward to open the door. Left with no choice, she entered the room and came under the frosty gaze of two more Chevaliers inside.

One was a tall, human woman sitting behind Cordelius' desk. The other was a young halfling man, and he stood at her side with both hands behind his back. Their tabards, though same in color as the ones behind Robyn, only the woman had gold accents and the spear was framed by gold laurels.

Cordelius, Sienna, and Twinkle were sitting on chairs pulled in from the other room. The only one standing was Sylvia, who had her back to the wall and clipboard tucked underneath one arm. She looked surprisingly unbothered given the situation.

"You stand before Lady Vanessa Durang, Marshal of the Republican Chevalier's Third Legion." The boy chevalier's voice came out shaky and nervous, like a child trying their hand at playing adult.

"Very good, Squire Jayson. You may leave the room now. Wait for me outside," Lady Vanessa said.

"Huh?" Jayson spun on her like he couldn't believe what she said. "B-But, my lady. As your squire, my place can only be by your—"

"I can handle it from here," she assured him tersely.

The squire straightened his back, saluted, and marched out along with the other two.

"What the fuck did you do this time, Cordy?" Robyn whispered.

"Hell if I know! The Chevys showed up out of nowhere and barged in!" Cordelius replied, trembling more than when he met with the mob.

"Now that we are alone…" Lady Vanessa stood up and came around the desk, staring Robyn directly in the eyes.

It was so quiet, they could hear the barker on the streets.

"Robyn Clemrose, I'm your biggest fan!" she exclaimed passionately.

"Huh? HUH?" Everyone's jaws dropped.

The image of the righteous knight that was Marshal Vanessa Durang shattered in an instant, replaced by a glittery-eyed, squealing fangirl. She grabbed Robyn's hand and shook with a strong vise.

Vanessa was a towering woman. Her short, dark brown hair would have been a bob if not for the sides flaring out. A blue jewel fashioned into a dove pierced her right earlobe. It was the crest of the Durang family, who had close political ties with the Hamisburg senate.

"N-Nice to meet you… I hope you wash your hands, too…" Robyn blurted out.

Having a female fan would have been great, if Robyn was still a guy. However, judging by Vanessa's reaction, it was precisely because she wasn't a guy.

"To meet the Robyn in person at last… I instantly became a fan when I saw the porno of you being surrounded by goblins. That delicate and petite body of yours… defiled by wretched creatures I oft drench my sword of their blood in. Oh~ If only I was like you. I want to be taken so violently and humiliated, too!" Vanessa cried enviously.

"Help! We have a real pervert in the house!" Robyn tried to pull away, but it was in vain against Vanessa's greater strength.

"Ahem. Marshal, I would like to remind you that the studio is on a schedule. Please save the fangirling for when we hold fan meet-ups or visit conventions," Sylvia said to everyone's surprise.

"By my forked tail. You were in on this? Why didn't you tell me!" Cordelius complained.

"Because you would have forgotten it anyway. The marshal has been sending countless letters asking to meet with us. Only recently did I find time to slot her in," she explained with professional poise and a sneaky swipe at her boss.

Countless letters? Where were people like Vanessa before Robyn became a woman?

"My apologies." Vanessa let go of Robyn's hand and cleared her throat. "I've come to ask for a request. I'm interested in sponsoring and producing your next film. All expenses will come out of my pocket, your studio will retain sales rights, and my name will remain anonymous."

"Oh, ho-ho! You got my full attention now, lady knight!" Cordelius leaned forward in his seat.

In the world of porn, there sometimes came a moment of great relief or trepidation for its actors and actresses. When a benefactor was willing to drop an ass-load of money to see their idea come to life, it was usually to sate their own fetishes and kinks. This was great for a studio or production company, since the finances were taken care of by said benefactor. However, since Robyn already got a taste of what Vanessa had the hots for…

The Chevy continued, "I want Robyn Clemrose to star in a film as a Republican Chevalier, who, during an excursion, is defeated and taken advantage of by real savage brutes like orcs in the wilds!"

Usually, what the benefactor wanted wasn't what the ones to be acting in it wanted. But this time, after discovering such a passionate fan and recently learning how great sex as a woman could be, Robyn had her interest… piqued.

"Hold on, what do you mean real?" Sienna confronted the knight. "In case you missed it, the adventurer in Adventurers Gone Wild is in name only. You'll be putting Robyn in harm's way!"

"Naturally, a few of my most trusted confidantes who can keep this a secret shall protect you. We will provide protection to guard the crew," Vanessa explained.

That didn't just mean having sex with one. It likely meant sex with several… deep in the forest… with god knows what lived out there.

"I… I'll do it," Robyn said.

"You will?!" Vanessa and Sienna snapped to her with wildly different expressions.

"Well… Obviously," she began after recomposing herself, "I want to know all that it entails and what safety measures you'll be taking. I'm planning to take this female body of mine to new heights— until I get back to being a guy, I mean! That's the end goal. For now though, I gotta make potions out of herbs with what I have. Also, I just paid a premium for better health insurance, so Cordy and I have some words to mince over compensation."

"Oh. Ahh… You know how it is! We've been busy filming and—"

"Need I remind you of the Fair Labor Laws of the Republic?" Sylvia appeared behind him, cloaked in the shadow of wrath incarnate.

By the end of the day, Vanessa handed the finer details off to Cordelius and Sylvia. Robyn got her premium health insurance covered by the stingy director. Everyone retired home for the day.

Too bad there was no rest for the wicked. To shoot something so ambitious, Robyn needed a little training. Who better than her own colleagues and acquaintances?

"So, you want to bring three guys over to gangbang you and have me coach you to act better? Here I thought you were trying to be nice by making us dinner." Sienna raised a brow from across the table filled with food fit for a lord.

"It sounds like a great idea! I'm in!" Twinkle exclaimed while tearing into some taffy.

"Please, Sienna! You're one of the most successful actresses I know in this business! I want to catch up to the likes of you, Lilia, and other porn stars while I still have this body!" Robyn pleaded.

Roasted boar, quail eggs, fresh crunchy greens straight from the farmer's market, mead, mead, and more mead. For Twinkle, just because Robyn liked the tiny pixie's company, she bought a huge bowl of mixed candies.

"How did you even afford all this?" Sienna asked, tossing a handful of quail eggs into her mouth.

"Mob dropped me a fat sum of kleins for letting them make that statue of me, remember? I might've also flashed the grocer in the market. Man, having tits is great! If I flaunted my dick, someone would sic the guards on me," Robyn explained without a hint of shame.

"I still think you should reconsider doing that pervy Chevy's thing. If you ask me, nothing good ever comes from a sponsorship," she said.

"Aw, come on. Can't you be happy for me that someone was a crazy enough fan to do this? If I don't take on bigger and wilder roles, I'll never hit the big leagues!"

"I never said I wouldn't help! Just don't say I didn't warn you…" The draph frowned. 


Chapter 11

It was the middle of the night. Most of the city was asleep by now. A carriage rolled past the street in front of the apartment, its wheels grinding against the cobblestone. Tonight, Robyn had called over the only three men she knew in the city.

"Alright, gents. I'm enlisting your help to get me oiled up and ready for an important shoot. Consider yourselves lucky, just don't take this to mean anything beyond that!" Robyn explained.

"I-I can't believe I'm in Robyn Clemrose's home…" Nelson, the elven mage friend of Twinkle's, started huffing the air like a dog.

Joining him were Dane and Tomas. All three sat awkwardly in Robyn's room that was made more cramped with Sienna and Twinkle in here, too.

"So, what exactly are we doing?" Tomas raised his hand to ask.

"We're going to have s… se… ahem. Sex!" Robyn mustered enough courage to get it out.

The three of them froze. Their jaws slackened. Nelson tipped over and fell backwards.

"Wait, you can't be serious?" Dane flustered and turned as red as a tomato. "I thought we were going to talk about a shoot or something. You… You want to have sex with us?"

"Don't pretend you haven't been getting hard during the shoots, Dane. I see your erections. Tomas, too. I've only been sucking your dick, but it's going to go inside me eventually. Better get it over with now. As for Nelson… I honestly didn't know who else to ring up. But before we get any further, which one of you bastards porked me during the stuck portal porno?" Robyn folded her arms and glared at them with the fury of a demon.

Dane tensed up, and Nelson jumped to his feet. Robyn knew it had to have been one of them. They knew she knew, since they were the only ones on the other side of that portal.

"It… It was me…" Nelson confessed.

"Thought you could take advantage of me, HUH?" Robyn cracked her knuckles on both hands.

"I'm sorry! When you told me to just do it, I th-thought you meant it as an invitation!" he exclaimed apologetically.

"I meant to jerk off! Sheesh. I'll let it slide because it was a misunderstanding, but unless I actually tell you to stick it in my pussy, don't stick it in my pussy!"

Off to the side, Sienna and Twinkle snickered under their breaths. Robyn whirled around on them, and the two pursed their lips.

"Okay, team." Sienna cleared her throat. "Robyn wants some practice because her next big shoot is a gangbang. Let's start with the blowjob. Tomas and Robyn, you both are experienced enough to know how we're acting for the camera. Depending on the angle, you kind of have to finesse your body to face the audience. So, everyone whip your dicks out."

"Yeah, very funny." Robyn rolled her eyes and kneeled down.

All three men dropped their pants, Dane and Nelson more awkwardly than Tomas. They were rock hard. A stark contrast to Robyn, who turned into jelly at the sight of two more dicks than she was used to. They were so shapely and different. Nelson's dick was straight half-way, then curved up in the second half. Dane had a thicker tip but slightly thinner shaft which looked like a club.

"What's wrong, Robyn? You've seen plenty of dicks before even as a guy," Sienna teased.

"Shut up! I was part of the giving end, not the receiving end!" Robyn fumed, steaming from her pointed red ears.

"Well, you are now. So grab two with your hands and start giving head to the third. Doesn't matter who. Just pick someone and start going at it," she instructed amusedly.

Robyn swallowed her hesitation and picked Tomas first. His was the most normal-looking one, slightly above average than she used to be. She was also accustomed to blowing him. After getting a good sucking rhythm, she put her hands on Dane and Nelson's throbbing dicks.

It was finally happening. Robyn was getting it on with more than one person. Outside of a porno shoot, too. The fact that they weren't doing it for money or for the studio made it all the more exciting. Glancing up, the lustful gazes of her sex partners turned on the faucet between her legs.

"That's it, Robyn! Don't face the guy you're sucking off straight on. Tomas, that goes for you, too. Angle yourselves so that we can see more of Robyn. Dane, unbutton her blouse. Let's see some tits!" Sienna was getting more into it after each instruction.

Tomas shifted to the side, closer to Dane, giving Sienna a clear straight look at them. She would be where one the cameras get positioned. Soon, Dane had Robyn's blouse open and her breasts in plain view. That was apparently too much for Nelson to handle. Strings of ejaculate landed on her hair and face.

"Hey, watch it! You almost shot cum in my eyes!" Robyn complained.

"Sorry, I can't help it! I'm still in disbelief that I'm getting a handjob from Robyn Clemrose… in person— nngh!" Nelson shot another load, this time getting it all over her breasts.

Robyn, Sienna, and Tomas fell silent. The three of them stared at Nelson in disbelief. There was something about him that he hadn't noticed about himself. Something that was abnormal for men in general.

"Hold still," Robyn said, shuffling away from Tomas to position herself in front of Nelson instead.

"Huh? Wait— ahh!" Nelson shuddered in ecstasy as soon as Robyn put his dick into her mouth.

This thing was still rock solid. His legs nearly gave way, so she backed him into the wall and continued sucking.

"I must be in heaven… Getting a blowjob from my favorite actress… Your mouth is so hot… I'm going to…!" Nelson blew his third load down her throat, and it was still erect.

"What's with your dick, man? You came three times in two minutes. How are you still so hard? I had to take elixirs to keep it up when I had a dick!" Robyn wiped the cum dripping down her lips.

"Isn't… Isn't this normal?" he recovered enough of his senses to ask.

"It's not normal," everyone replied at once.

"Nelson, if you learn to control your climaxes, you'd make for a highly sought-after actor. Studios love an actor who can shoot multiple loads without going soft. Cordy might even hire you, which means you get to keep having sex with Robyn," Tomas whispered.

"Don't give the guy any ideas!" Robyn interjected.

"Sex with… Robyn…" The fan shot one final load without anyone touching him and slumped to the floor, passed the fuck out.

Robyn patted Nelson on the cheek, but he was down for the count.

"Look at him. He's still hard even while unconscious," Sienna said.

"Might have a problem on his hands if he doesn't eventually go soft," Tomas warned.

"That's not our problem. You and Dane are still raring to go. Next is the actual fucking. Who's up first?" Robyn braced her hands on the bed and stuck her butt out to them.

Tomas and Dane played a quick game of saber, archer, and lancer. Tomas won. He positioned himself behind Robyn, and Dane got onto the bed to get his dick sucked. However, when Tomas rubbed the tip of his dick against her pussy, she angled away and had second thoughts.

"What's wrong, Robyn? Getting cold feet?" Sienna asked.

"C-C-Condoms! We need condoms, right? I'm not about to become a mom," Robyn said, even though she was on contraceptives.

"Oh, in that case… How about these condoms I got from Sword & Sheath?" Tomas fished out from his backpack a couple of boxes of some outrageous-looking condoms. "I got Goblin Feels. It's ribbed and full of warts for women's pleasure! Lightning Wyrm, which provides small shocks to both partners. Or this! I got my hands on a Cockdom Prosthetics prototype made with slime and living earth. This one is Equus Schlong. When I put on the condom, it inflates up to look like a horse—"

"What the fuck kind of a pervert do you take me for?!" She slapped all three boxes out of his hands.

"Wow, what? These are new S&S stuff? Cockdom Prosthetics isn't even out yet!" Dane picked them back up to check out.

"Yeah. Cordy and Sylvia penciled me in for a commercial shoot with them later next month. They've been sending me new products to try on," he said.

Sword & Sheath was the undisputedly most popular condom brand in the world. They made some crazy stuff as evidenced by the condoms Tomas had shown them. Although their main sell were condoms, S&S also designed and manufactured dental dams, lube, sex toys, and more.

But what the hell? Cordelius never got in touch with them to get Robyn a commercial shoot. Was there something Tomas had she didn't? Well… other than a dick and pair of balls now…

"Robyn, look at this!" Dane pulled an Equus Schlong condom over his dick, and it bloated up to a foot and a half long pink cock with splotches of black along the shaft.

"It actually works! S&S is genius!" Tomas exclaimed, putting one on himself.

The two sparred using their giant horse cocks as swords.

"My coworkers are idiots…" Robyn put a hand to her face.

"Don't lie." Sienna nudged her from behind. "If you still had a dick, you'd be doing the same shit."

"No… I wouldn't… Q-Quit screwing around already! Do you want to keep cock fighting or do you want to fuck me instead?" she yelled.

They begrudgingly pulled off the Equus Schlong prosthetic condoms and put on normal ones instead. Robyn waited anxiously. She felt Tomas' hand on her hip again, and the other hand slowly guided his wrapped penis into her pussy. As soon as the tip slipped in, her whole body shuddered.

"Whoa, Robyn! Did I put it in too fast? Sorry!" Tomas apologized.

"I'm fine… Just a little sensitive, I guess. Keep going," Robyn encouraged him, clenching the bed sheets with her fingers.

This sensation was insanely pleasurable. It was much better than when Nelson had shoved it in during the stuck porno. Eventually, their hips connected. Tomas had gone as deep as he could go, and Robyn was in ecstasy. An orgasm rippled through her in waves just from him putting it in. She wondered how her own pussy felt. Judging by the brief moaning quips from Tomas, it must be good.

"I'll start moving now," Tomas said, and as he did, Dane brandished his own dick in front of her face.

Without any need for instructions, Robyn began giving him head. Sex… with two men. One in front of her, and the other behind. This was a spit-roast, the most common sex position two guys and one girl could perform. Sienna had taken this position before. Did she enjoy it this much, too?

"Come on, Robyn! We need you to make some noise. The guys will love it!" Sienna exclaimed.

"Go, Robyn! Go! Go, go, go!" Twinkle pumped the pom-poms in her hands, illuminating the scene with her cheers.

Robyn recalled all the times she was with Sienna. With actresses from other studios and agencies. They faked their moans. However…

"Mmh… shllurrp… shllrpph… Ahh… More, faster…" Robyn found herself saying with a mouthful of dick.

However, she wasn't so sure these coquettish moans of hers were as forced.

"That's it! You're so much hotter when you moan!" Sienna whooped.

Egged on by Robyn's pleas, Tomas picked up speed. Whenever their hips clapped together, she saw stars. It brought her closer to another orgasm, and since she was still sensitive from her earlier climax, this one was building up stronger than the last.

"I'm cumming, Robyn!" Tomas warned.

"Me, too… I always thought she was good at blowjobs during the shoots… Now I know how lucky you've been, Tomas…" Dane facefucked her with wild abandon.

He wasn't holding back either. He held Robyn by her head, thumbs stroking the length of her pointed ears. It drove her crazy. She had never been massaged there before. The assault at both ends knocked Robyn over the edge. Hot cum squirted down her gullet. Tomas dug his fingers into her butt. She convulsed intensely and came harder than ever.

"Sho… guud… I'm cumming… I'm cumming! Cumming as a girl ish amashing! God, just pound me more— aaaaahhhhh!" Robyn's eyes rolled to the back of her head.

Everyone went limp in bed, catching their breaths. Robyn in particular wouldn't stop twitching as aftershocks of her climax kept going.

"Huuu~ Robyn! If I didn't know any better, you're a natural at getting fucked. Instincts?" Sienna smirked.

"In… Instincts, my ass!" Robyn retorted.

The guys were basking in the afterglow of sex.

"Robyn, you were so tight at the end there…" Tomas said, wiping the sweat from his brows.

"My turn!" Dane slipped on a Goblin Feels condom and swapped places with Tomas.

"Wait… Not that condom! I need to rest— ahh!"

The three of them continued well into the night and long after Sienna and Twinkle went to sleep. Before Robyn knew it, she had passed out from exhaustion.

Robyn awoke in the morning, naked in bed after having sex with Tomas, Dane, and— well, Nelson lost his chance by passing out. The three of them were sprawled all over the room. She sat up and grabbed her head.

"Fuck. I got fucked by guys and liked it…" Robyn groaned.

Knock! Knock!

That sounded like it came from the front door and not the bedroom door. Robyn threw on a long, baggy shirt that reached down to her knees. She ran her fingers down her hair to get the knots outs, but it only hurt instead and so gave up.

The knocking came again.

"Coming!" Robyn's legs were shaking intensely and her hips were sore. Damn Tomas and Dane. They fucked her way too hard last night. She braced her hands against the wall, slowly making her way to the door. When she opened it, Vanessa Durang was standing before her.

"Miss Robyn, I have brought you your—" Vanessa's eyes snapped open. A jet of blood shot out of both nostrils. She fell back and hit her head on the corridor wall behind her, then crumpled to the floor.

"MA'AM?!" Robyn cried.

The Republican Chevalier picked herself up unsteadily. When Robyn thought to step out and help, she noticed Squire Jayson standing there scowling.

"Forgive me." Vanessa wiped the blood from her nose. "Upon seeing your disheveled appearance, my mind was briefly overwhelmed by fantasies of what could have happened to you."

"My lady, we shouldn't dawdle for too long," Jayson reminded her.

"You're absolutely right. Miss Robyn, the purpose of our sudden visit is to give you the regalia of a Republican Chevalier. It is tailored to your measurements." She gestured down the hall, where two more chevaliers were bringing in an armor stand of their standard suit.

"This is for me?! Wait, is that okay? To be wearing it around in public?" Robyn asked.

"You most certainly should not wear it in public! It's for… Lady Vanessa's request," the squire said in a hushed tone.

Right. The porno shoot. The marshal wanted her to put this suit of armor on to act the part of a Chevy.

"What's going on?" Tomas asked from behind Robyn.

"Is that a Republican Chevalier?" Dane gasped.

The three guys poked their heads out of the room to get a peek, not at all expecting a marshal of the Republican Chevaliers to be at the door.

"There's nothing to see here. Get back in my room and stay there!" Robyn told them.

"Th-Th-Th-Three men in your room?!" Vanessa exclaimed, spewing blood out of her nose again.

"It's not what you're thinking! Er… Fuck. Well, it is what you're probably thinking…" she stammered.

"I shall… remember this… always." The marshal collapsed to the ground and twitched her final death throes.

The two Chevys carried the armor rack into the apartment, then returned to help their marshal to her feet. They marched away, but the squire stayed behind with some final words to say.

"Remember, this stays between us. If Lady Vanessa's reputation is besmirched by any misbegotten rumors regarding her predilections, I'll know it was you." Jayson turned his nose up and followed after them.

"Damn. Who stuck a ribbed dildo up his ass?" Robyn slammed the door shut.

Every piece of the Chevy armor had been taken off the rack. Tomas wore the helmet, Nelson had on the chainmail and tabard, and Dane was trying to get the gauntlets and greaves on.

"Hey, hey, hey! Get your mitts off my armor. You heard the Chevy. It's mine! You all had your fun last night running train on me, so get going! And keep what happened last night and what you saw this morning a secret!" She took every piece of armor back and shooed them out of the apartment.

Once they were gone, Robyn tried it on herself. She put on the light, woolen undergarment first. The chainmail shirt went over next. After putting on the greaves and gauntlets, she threw on the tabard to complete the look. The whole thing was heavy. But by god, did she look good in it.

The sound of keys jingled from the other side of the door.

"You think Robyn's awake?"

"That horny bitch is probably going for round two—"

The door swung open. Sienna and Twinkle paused at the doorway with bags of groceries in hand.

"Guys, look! I'm a Chevy— Shit! HELP—!" Robyn tipped over and fell flat on her face. She tried to push herself up, but the weight of the armor was too much to handle. Instead, she flailed a hand up to her friends.

"Robyn, what the hell are you doing?" Sienna loomed over her and asked.

"Wow! Your new armor looks so shiny, I can even see myself!" Twinkle giggled in front of the helmet.

"Ughh… A little… help first?" she cried.


Chapter 12

"Alright, team. It looks like we've got some time before Robyn's gangbang. We can squeeze in a shoot that I've been meaning to do for a while now. It's called the Bang Carriage. Yeah? Sounds like there's money to be made, right?" Cordelius asked.

Everyone in the room heaved an exasperated sigh.

Cordelius had called for an emergency meeting today to get one more film in before Marshal Vanessa Durang's sponsor porno. It was another one of his dumb ideas he hoped would go viral or start a trend to make him boatloads of kleins.

"We'll take the bait, Cordy. What the fuck is Bang Carriage?" Sienna rested both arms on the table and laid her chin down on them.

"Glad you asked! It's something I came up with last year. Picture this— You're walking down the street in the middle of the day. Some fancy-schmancy carriage cruises by, but wait! The whole damn thing is rocking left and right, back and forth. The passengers inside are moaning like dying dragons, and the stagecoach is wondering why he didn't listen to his parents about becoming a baker—"

"Cordy, get on with it!" Robyn interjected the long-winded story.

"Sex! In a carriage! We'll film you getting the hots on while in the carriage. It can be a whole series and shit!" he explained passionately.

Robyn, Sienna, and Tomas exchanged unimpressed glances. The idea was bound to fail. It already sounded stupid.

"First of all," Robyn began as the self-elected representative of the trio, "we don't even have a company carriage. We got a shitty wagon out back. Second, even if we did, we don't have any livestock to pull it. Thirdly, have you seen how bad some parts of the streets are? You want to film us having sex in a carriage going over bumps and cracks, crowds of people shouting all over the place, and possibly getting caught by the city guard!"

Cordelius responded with nothing more than a smug grin. That look alone ticked Robyn and Sienna off.

"Aw, great. Cordy's got that stupid look again." Sienna groaned.

"Take it away, Sylvia." Cordelius snapped his fingers.

"We've acquired a carriage initially bound for the scrapyard. A friend of mine, who works for a Hamisburg senator, told me that her employer would be throwing it away after acquiring a new one. It is in good condition, if not in need of a little cleaning," Sylvia explained.

"That's great and all, but what about something to pull it? Or are we filming stationary?" Robyn asked.

"Oh, no way!" the director chimed back in. "We have to be on the road. Lucky for us, Robyn, your parents came in clutch."

Tomas and Sienna snapped to Robyn, who wasn't sure if she had heard that correctly.

"Wait, what about my parents?!" Robyn jumped to her feet.

"I contacted them about borrowing a few horses. They were more than happy to oblige and are bringing them in today," Sylvia said as a matter of factly.

"TODAY? Er… Did… Did you tell them about…"

"I did not, and neither was it my place to." The devilin shook her head.

Robyn dropped back down onto the chair and exhaled a long breath. She hadn't told her parents about this change yet. They were older ranchers folks who reared horses for a living. Neither of them particularly minded that she went into the porn business. In fact, they were surprisingly supportive. At least in the way parents could be when their kid did porn as a career. Her change in gender, however, was an entirely different matter that she hadn't found the opportunity to bring up yet…

"You worried about what your folks think?" Tomas asked.

"Ah… It's a little complicated," Robyn replied anxiously.

They followed Cordelius and Sylvia out front, then around to an alley between the studio and a warehouse. Parked there was a large carriage, the body painted red and with blue accents. It wasn't just any old carriage like the ones that filled the streets. This once belonged to a senator, and even bore the triple bell symbol of Hamisburg on the doors. Though, some of the paint was peeling off.

"She looks better inside!" Cordelius opened the carriage door, revealing a lavish interior of silken drapes and woolen cushions.

It was pretty spacious. Maybe too much space for just a single senator, but he wasn't going to need it anymore. The seating was one long couch arranged as a crescent around the back. Wine stains were aplenty, including other unmentionables that only someone like Robyn and Sienna recognized. There was also a fine oak table in the middle. As the saying went— one man's trash was another porn studio's prop sex wagon.

Bzzt! Bzzt!

Robyn's phone started ringing. She drew a sharp breath. Everyone leaned in to check the caller. It was Ma.

"You aren't gonna let your mom go to voicemail, are ya?" Cordelius asked.

"Kuh…" Robyn accepted the call and lifted the phone up to her ear, then—

"ROBYN, SWEETIE! YOUR PA AND I ARE 'ROUND THE CORNER OF YER WORK!" Ma boomed from the other end.

Everyone poked their heads out of the alley to find a middle-aged elven couple riding through the streets on a rickety wagon. They were pulled by four of their beloved horses from the ranch. While the others emerged to meet them, Robyn stayed behind in the alley.

"Mr. and Mrs. Clemrose, you two are looking well!" Sienna greeted them like she was their daughter.

"Aww, Sienna! You cute little calf, you. How are you? How's my boy?" Ma asked, climbing down from the wagon.

Sienna turned in Robyn's direction and frowned.

"I'm right here, Ma…" Robyn stepped out at last to her parents gasping.

"I knew it! I knew my boy went and became a girl now!" Pa exclaimed from the wagon.

"Huh? You… You two knew?" she stammered.

"Oh, sweetie." Ma came up to Robyn and placed a loving hand upon her shoulder. "You know how small Limber is. The whole farmstead and town knows! We can't walk any which way down the road without a farmhand having tugged one out on ya!"

Everyone behind Robyn erupted into laughter. She put a hand to her face and groaned. That was information she could have gone her whole life without hearing. She could never look at any of the farmhands the same way ever again. Well… the same was probably true of them for her…

"This is great, love! Ma and I've been worried you might never get a woman. As you are now, there's plenty of bachelors around we can introduce you to!" Pa guffawed.

"Have a little more faith in me when I was a guy!" Robyn retorted.

Ma was Nireen Clemrose, an elven woman who looked stern by appearance only. Long, curly orange hair gathered to one side and pinched by a scrunchie draped over her right shoulder. She wore a light brown country dress and a white shawl. The elven man doubling over in laughter was Pa, George Clemrose. In the 25 years Robyn had been alive, she never once saw him wear anything other than denim overalls and a white shirt.

"You're right, dear!" Ma put an arm around Robyn's shoulders and turned to face Tomas. "Is it this dashing young man here? First thing you did after becoming a woman was find a boyfriend, ain't that right?"

"No, Ma! Sheesh… Tomas is my coworker, so get off my back!" Robyn groaned, shrugging her mom off.

"That's how it starts, kid. First, ya work together. Then you're in the back of the stables whinnying like the mares!" Pa exclaimed.

Robyn covered her deeply red face. Maybe it would have been less embarrassing if they disapproved of this change instead. Her parents had a lot of gifts to give, all of which came from Limber. A basket of eggs, some cornbread, cheese, jerky… Everyone was happy to receive them.

"You may've heard from your bosses already. We're here to lend ya two horses for yer carriage. Take Thunder and Billy. Ya raised 'em yourself, so they'll be more accustomed to ya. Pa and I will be explorin' the city a'fore we head home. Don't y'all have too much fun now, ya hear? Buh-bye, Sienna!" Ma hopped back onto the wagon, and Pa got their two remaining horses to mosey on.

Sylvia waved to them as they left.

"I see what you mean by 'complicated' now," Tomas whispered.

"Yeah…" Robyn replied, exhausted from just being around them.

Off to the side, Twinkle and Sienna went to play with the horses. Billy was a white stallion with some grayish discoloration over his face. Thunder, who had a fine black coat, was his mate. She was named that way for how thunderous her clopping could be. Robyn went over to stroke both of their heads, and they leaned into it like old times. When Twinkle got too close to Billy, he tried to bite her whole.

"Wahh! Not me! Here, try this instead—" Twinkle offered a sugar cube the size of her chest, but Thunder chomped the pixie and sugar both.

"TWINKLE!" Robyn and Sienna cried.

They pried Thunder's mouth open to free Twinkle, who was fine if not a little covered in horse slobber.

"Uegh… horsies are mean…" Twinkle groaned.

"If you're all done screwing around, it's filming time!" Cordelius kicked everyone into gear.

The entire studio pitched in cleaning the carriage. They pulled the table out and replaced it with plenty of bedsheets for cushioning. It would have been in the way otherwise. After Robyn harnessed Thunder and Billy and hitched them to the carriage, the crew was ready to set off for their shoot.

Robyn and Sienna waited on the corner of the street, dressed in skimpy attire. High heels to accentuate their curves, sparse tops where their breasts were practically spilling out, and short shorts to expose as much bare legs as possible. This side of town was deserted, but the few people who were around stared at them hard.

"God… where are they? I feel like I'm about to be arrested for indecent exposure out here," Robyn grumbled.

As though on cue, the carriage rolled up to them and rang its bell. Cordelius and Sylvia were sitting on the coach's seat. A camera between them pointed inside from a slat behind their seat. Another camera peeking out from the window was already filming Robyn and Sienna. The door to the carriage opened up, revealing a finely-dressed Tomas looking like some nobleman.

"Where do you ladies need a ride to?" Tomas asked in a pompous manner.

"We're hoping to get across the city, but we don't have any money. Think you can help two girls out, and maybe we can pay you back another way?" Robyn asked coquettishly.

"I think I know just the way," he said, pulling back to let them in.

As they entered, Robyn could already hear Cordelius giggling. Not because of how silly this scenario was, or how cringe their dialogues were, but from fantasizing about how much he would make from this stupid shoot.

Dane, who was behind the camera facing outside, slowly turned to follow them in. Twinkle was hanging from a little hook on the ceiling, likely there as some sort of coat hanger, and illuminated the interior with a pleasant light. Once Tomas settled in, he unbuckled his pants and whipped out his business.

"Looks like we're going to have to work for it, won't we?" Robyn nibbled on her lower lip as the script instructed.

"You're right. I wouldn't expect anything else from these dirty lords to take advantage of people like us," Sienna replied with a sultry drawl.

They undressed and obediently crawled up to Tomas. Sienna sandwiched his face between her enormous breasts. Meanwhile, Robyn performed a boobjob on his throbbing dick.

The carriage began to move. Judging by the sound of trade and traffic, they were in a much more crowded section of the city. What were Cordelius and Sylvia thinking? This shit wasn't going to fly with the guards if they got caught.

"How are we doing, sir~" Robyn asked and proceeded to deepthroat him.

"You're doing—"

They hit something hard that jostled the carriage.

"Hauucck!" Robyn choked on Tomas' dick stabbing her uvula.

"S-Sorry!" Tomas whispered.

"Whoops! Hit a bump in the road! We'll edit that out in post. Keep the scene rolling in there!" Cordelius yelled from the front.

"Left!" Sylvia shouted frantically. "Cordelius, go left! There's a series of—"

Thud! Thud! Thud! Thud! Thud!

Tomas repeatedly stabbed the back of Robyn's throat with his dick when the carriage kept running over something.

"...Ditches…" Sylvia sighed, then glanced in. "Is everyone alright?"

"I'm not alright… I just got assassinated… Swap… My throat… it needs a break…" Robyn coughed.

"Leave it to me!" Sienna suddenly grabbed Robyn by the waist.

"Eh—?!"

Her coworker laid Robyn flat on the ground facing up. A thick, draph tongue lapped at her pussy. Assailed by pleasure, Robyn rolled her eyes back. At the same time, Sienna was bouncing on Tomas' dick.

That lucky bastard, Robyn thought. She wanted to have a threesome with two hot women, too. But this… Being eaten out was a lot better than she expected.

"You like my prime steak?" Sienna asked Tomas.

"Oh, god… Yes!" Tomas exclaimed, throwing his head back and planting two hands onto her ass.

"Sienna… How are you… so good at… this— nngh! I'm getting close!" Robyn grabbed the draph's horns and was beginning to see stars.

"Heh. You know I've done some lesbian stuff before. Welcome to being a chick. Just lay back and enjoy this." She made her tongue do a swirling motion on Robyn's clit.

That was the straw that broke the camel's back.

"Aahhh! Fuck! Holy shit, fuck, what the fucking— I'm cumming! I'm fucking cumming from your tongue— aaaaahhh!" Robyn convulsed in bouts of ecstasy.

Everything was floaty again, like she was on a cloud of bliss. How come none of the boys did this for her during the gangbang? Getting eaten out was on a whole other level of pleasure. Damn. Maybe they needed to do a lesbian shoot with each other.

The carriage grinded to a halt.

"Shit. City watch got their eyes on us. Just be quiet in there," Cordelius warned.

Robyn, Sienna, and Tomas slapped a hand over each others' mouths.

"Is that Senator Virgil's carriage?" a guard outside asked.

"I didn't know he was in town," another added.

"Gentleman, gentlemen!" Cordelius began with an excessively fraternizing tone. "You're mistaken. We're not driving the senator around. This is just—"

The sound of steel being drawn interrupted him.

"That carriage belongs to a Hamisburg senator. Possession of one with the Hamisburg crest is tantamount to impersonation of a republican official. Where did you get your hands on that?" an irate guard questioned.

"Uh. Crap. S-Sylvia?" Cordelius stammered.

"I had no idea," Sylvia whispered.

So, taking this carriage was illegal after all! They were fucked. Robyn was sweating bullets.

"Why have we stopped? I highly doubt we've reached our destination yet!" Tomas shouted angrily, his voice taking a lower note.

"S-Senator Virgil, is that you in there?" The guards sounded like they were struck with fear.

Sienna and Robyn gawked at Tomas. No way was this working.

"Yes, it's me! Why wouldn't it be? I'm on my way to scrap this carriage for a new one and hoped this would be a quick trip. But no. I just had to be interrupted by charlatans!" Tomas positioned himself behind Robyn and plunged his dick into her soaking pussy, slickened from Sienna licking it so much earlier.

"W-What are you doing?" Robyn panicked, but being penetrated after climaxing so recently left her all tingly and unable to resist.

"Just trust me," he whispered.

"We're terribly sorry, Senator! We only wanted to confirm it was you. We were only suspicious is all!"

Tomas did the unthinkable. While pounding Robyn from behind, he lifted the window just enough to push her part way out. She came face to face with three guards, whose eyes snapped open and burned the image of her into their minds. Heat rose up to her face. Especially to her groin.

"Can't you see I'm busy? If you're quite satisfied, leave me!" Tomas ordered.

"S-Senator…" Robyn squealed as she was getting close to climax. "I'm going to cum again… Please, don't make me orgasm in front of them!"

The guards clicked their tongues and waddled away with erections behind their trousers.

"That's Senator Virgil, alright…"

"What a lucky sonofabitch."

Getting fucked in public was too much bear. They were even doing it in front of people. Robyn slapped a hand over her mouth and moaned into it. Just then, Tomas pulled her back in and slammed the window shut. She was lying on top of him, twitching from climax and struggling to catch her breath.

"Whew… Way to go, Tomas. How did you manage that?" Sienna sighed.

"Senator Virgil is the representative from my hometown of Corrinth. It's sort of an open secret that he's a debaucher," Tomas said.

"That explained the stains on the couch…" Robyn sat up and wiped the sweat from her brows.

Sylvia opened the slat and apologized.

"Forgive me. I should have done my due diligence. My friend must have neglected to tell me for fear of slandering her boss," Sylvia explained.

"Who cares. We got some great footage, didn't we, Dane?" Cordelius rubbed his greasy hands together and grinned.

"Wait, you're not seriously using that! We literally just filmed ourselves committing a crime. If it comes out that Tomas was impersonating a senator, it's your head on the chopping block!" Robyn yelled.

"Hey, that's a gamble I'm willing to take!" He tossed the vidcrystal up and down.

Little did Adventurers Gone Wild know that their debut of the Bang Carriage would shake the porn industry, spawning countless derivatives to match its wild success. Much to the dismay of taxi carriage drivers around the world, they would have to deal with couples having sex in their vehicles for years to come.


Chapter 13

On this fated day, Robyn was finally going to film her most ambitious porno yet. A shoot in which she gets gangbanged by a tribe of orcs in the wilds. Her mind wouldn't stop swimming with fantasies of what was going to happen. They were big people, and Robyn was a small elf. Naturally, that meant their dicks were going to be proportionally big, and she only had experience with dicks of the modestly-sized variety!

Few actresses have attempted this, and the ones who succeeded always came away with a top seller. Sienna had done one before, but the orcs were somewhat civilized. Still, she made a killing in sales. After all, anything taboo sold well. Especially if supply was low.

As their wagon rolled over the bumpy and uneven terrain, the distant sounds of wildlife chattered back at them. Its wheels groaned like a dying beast, protesting to what the studio crew was subjecting it to. Sienna and Robyn sat in the bed of the wagon along with their filming equipment. Skip and Dane were polishing the camera lenses. Twinkle merrily gobbled down pieces of hard candy, a gift from Vanessa Durang.

A couple of Republican Chevaliers rode alongside them on their horses. Marshal Vanessa was accompanied by her loyal squire, Jayson, two more Chevys, and a cleric who introduced herself as Ayiesha from the Civil Guard. They promised to protect the production crew in case anything were to go wrong, and that was a load off Robyn's back.

"I can't believe I'm going to witness the Robyn Clemrose being ravished by savage orcs IN PERSON! I'll cherish these memories for the rest of my life…" Vanessa muttered with unhinged depravity.

"I can't believe I'm going to be having sex with not one, but several orcs." Robyn mumbled.

"Scared?" Sienna asked.

"Honestly? I-I feel excited," she said, fidgeting eagerly in her seat.

"Haha! Did turning into a girl also turn you into a big slut?"

"Don't call me a slut! I'm doing it for the kleins! Also, I can't help the way my b-body feels…"

No, wait. It was a little strange. Even when Robyn was a guy with more testosterone than blood in his veins, he was never this horny before. Not enough to feel excitement about having sex with orcs at least. Something had changed, and that ritual circle was the cause. It might have done more than just switched her gender.

"Oh. By the way, Robyn." Sienna leaned in and lowered her voice to a whisper. "Orc dicks average twelve inches, are as thick as your wrists, and have fat veins running along the shaft that feels good."

Robyn shuddered intensely and felt her pussy clench a little. If it wasn't already wet, it was now. Damn it, Sienna.

"We're here, and boy does it stink!" Cordelius exclaimed, pinching his nose shut.

The smell of unshowered musk reached them before the tribe came into view. A break in the trees revealed the orcs living around the ruins of a guard tower, surrounded by spiked barricades. Orcs stopped what they were doing to watch them coming in. A few younger orcs popped their heads out from tents made of animal leathers propped up by large branches. Others sat around fire pits chomping into bloody cuts of meat.

The orc race were tall, muscular humanoids with bigger biceps than their brains. Green and brown was a common skin tone among them. They preferred to live outdoors and away from civilization. A penchant for battle and competition made it difficult for them to form large communities without in-fighting, so their numbers tended to be few.

Although orcs did sometimes attacked caravans and travelers, incidents had fallen in recent times for fear of retaliation by Republican Chevaliers and the Civil Guard. Forced to channel their aggression and strength elsewhere, it has led to some unique adaptations. Beyond the barricades, the orcs were pumping irons and lifting weights. One was benching a large animal bone with stone donuts placed on each end. Another was bicep curling the axle and wheels taken from a wheelbarrow. Three were doing squats with large pieces of lumber.

Yes. The orc race, men and women alike, had turned into muscle-headed gymbros, sculpting their bodies to peak masculine forms. Consequently, encounters with orcs as of late had led to a certain Marshal and other women to… daydream about serendipitous rendezvous. Right now, Vanessa Durang panted so heavily, Robyn could hear her throbbing heart.

When the crew pulled up in front of the barricade, the adult orcs put their weights down to pick up primitive clubs and axes.

"Stay your hands unless you wish to lose them!" Vanessa snapped from her daze and drew a longsword, causing the other Chevys to follow suit.

"Bloodfangs, back! These are the stonewallers I am expecting." An older orc with graying sideburns and a cloudy right eye stepped out of the dilapidated tower.

The orcs obeyed. They put down their weapons and lifted the barricades away for the production crew to enter.

"You must be Chief Dolta of the Bloodfang tribe?" Vanessa asked, pointing her sword in his direction.

"I am Dolta. Please, come in. As of today, you are friends of Bloodfangs. Welcome!" Chief Dolta smiled.

"Nice to meet ya. I'm Cordelius. You can call me Cordy. Looking forward to making money with ya!" Cordelius stuck a hand out.

Dolta shook Cordelius' hand, flinging the imp around like a ragdoll.

"Ughh… I gotta stop offering handshakes to people ten times my size… Anyway, this here is Robyn. Adventurers Gone Wild's actress that you and your tribe will be making a mess— er, I mean, starring alongside!" he explained as Robyn descended from the wagon.

"Hmm. Elf, just like you mentioned. Very pretty. Breedable, too." Chief Dolta nodded with a hand to his fuzzy chin.

"B-Breedable?" Robyn gulped.

The old orc beckoned a few of his people over. Four orc men in their prime, broad chests glistening with sweat and dressed in nothing but tattered kilts, presented themselves.

"Bloodfangs' most virile. They are at your disposal," Dolta said.

All four orcs started flexing in various poses to show off their musculature.

"We ready for you anytime, pretty elf."

"Me can bench her easy."

"Nice… to fuck me— I mean, MEET. MEET YOU!" Robyn corrected herself in a panic.

As the crew went around setting up the scene, Vanessa and Jayson helped Robyn into her Chevalier regalia. The armor was heavy and difficult to move around in. A testament to the strength of a Chevy. Meanwhile, Sienna was trying to calm her down.

"Robyn, you have got to relax. It won't look good if you're tense the whole time," Sienna said.

"Easier said than done. I'm about to get railed by four orcs. Fuck. I'm having second thoughts, but I'm also getting turned on. What's wrong with me?" Robyn asked herself.

Something crashed to the ground. They turned around to see Vanessa twitching in the dirt, and Squire Jayson fanning his marshal.

"My lady, are you alright?!" Jayson cried.

"Robyn… r-r-railed by orcs… I don't want to wake from this dream…" Vanessa mumbled deliriously.

"If you don't get up, you're going to miss the show!" Sienna hollered to the unconscious Chevy.

Vanessa sprung back to her feet in a blink of an eye.

"I won't miss this for the world!" she roared.

Robyn heaved a sigh and noticed the cleric admiring a cluster of flowers on the ground. The young, human woman was dressed in a full chainmail shirt and half-plate over her chest. A modest kite shield rested on her back, and a flanged mace hung from a sling on her waist.

"Ayiesha, right? What brings a cleric along to a porno shoot?" Robyn asked.

"Ah, hello~" Ayiesha spoke in a slow and airy, not-all-in-the-head manner. "Marshal Vanessa hired my services to provide healing and other support. Don't worry, Ms. Clemrose! If you catch any ailments, I have the spell Greater Restore to remove them. Also covered in my contract are, but not limited to maiming, decapitation, general trauma, broken bones, burns, lacerations, grievous wounds whether fatal or non-fatal, resurrection, and possession by wraiths, ghosts, poltergeists, and evil spirits. Oh, but mental afflictions are beyond my skills. Sorry!"

"Were we expecting a whole ass war?! Man… Well, I'm glad to have you here… I guess? If you don't mind me asking… how much did the Chevys hire you for anyway?"

The cleric thought for a moment, like the number must have escaped her or something.

"I believe it was 5,000 kleins. Or somewhere in that ballpark!" Ayiesha answered casually as though it was a paltry sum.

"Spared no expenses for our safety, I see…" Robyn was getting dizzy just thinking about 5,000 kleins in a lump sum.

Cordelius and Sylvia shouted to them that they were ready. They followed the two outside of the Bloodfang tribe camp to go over the script one more time. It would begin beyond the barricade with Robyn confronting four orcs. The two extra Chevys who came along were going to be unconscious to imply that they had lost the battle. Robyn would offer herself to the orcs in exchange for them not hurting the Chevys. She was going to be brought into the tower, where they would have their way with her.

"Where are the orcs now?" Robyn asked.

"Over there." Sylvia pointed to a terrified Skip and Dane as the orcs flexed their muscles in front of the cameras.

"Come on, ya big stupid lugs! It's time to get filming!" Cordelius shouted at them.

While the crew and actors were getting into place, Robyn gave herself a pep talk. This was going to happen eventually. It was just for two hours. Next week, she was going to be swimming in kleins. When she looked up, Cordelius gave the signal to begin.

"Kuh… You barbaric orcs won't get away with this!" Robyn cried, pretending to be injured by clutching her other arm.

"Orcs too strong for puny knight lady. Now we crush your puny knight friends!" One of them picked up the unconscious Chevy by his arm.

"Wait! Don't hurt them… Please. I'll do… anything." She swallowed hard.

"Anything?" Another orc came up from behind, his emanating body heat was getting her all hot and bothered.

As they led Robyn away, a Chevy came to consciousness.

"Marshal… Leave us… save yourself!" he pleaded.

"Don't worry. I'll protect you both. You’re my precious subordinates after all." Robyn smiled before being dragged into the tower.

The orcs threw Robyn inside, which was cleared for the scene. Only some crates and barrels containing their grains remained. They took off their loincloths, giving her an eyeful of their giant orc cocks. At this point, she could hear Vanessa panting heavily again from behind the camera crew.

"Whoa!" Suddenly, Robyn was upside down. An orc held her by the ankles, and his dick was in her face. The thing was veiny just like Sienna said.

"Start sucking, knight slut!" he growled.

"Disgusting…" With the blood rushing to Robyn's head, she timidly began licking the orc's thick rod.

"Hahh… Wonderful… It's so good…" Vanessa whispered.

"Will you shut up already?" Cordelius hushed her.

It was hard to get this big orc dick into her mouth. Her jaw was already starting to ache. A familiar sensation jolted her senses. Above, the orc ripped her underwear away and was giving her cunnilingus. The fat tongue slobbered and lapped up her pussy, soaking it in his saliva. That wasn't part of the script!

"Mmm! No, don't lick there!" Robyn struggled but couldn't budge.

Another orc grabbed her head and made her suck him instead. Since his was smaller, he managed to shove it into her throat.

"Mmmm! Shlrrp… shluurp… Cough! Cough! You're not getting away with— mmmrpphh!"

This was the roughest Robyn had ever been handled. It felt so good. Being powerless was amazing. Her pussy wanted it, and the dick she was sucking throbbed in her throat. She was cumming. She was going to climax so hard— a flood of jizz poured down her throat at the same time, but since she was upside down, it all came spilling back out.

Robyn fell to the ground, coughing up globs of cum.

"Is that… all you've got? As a Marshal of the Republican Chevalier, I won't be beaten so easily!" Robyn growled.

The third and fourth who had been hankering to get some action, pounced on her. They pulled off pieces of armor while she was pinned to the ground. The straps snapped and metal crunched like paper cups in their hands. The only things left on her now were torn pieces of clothes. One orc held Robyn's wrists behind her head, and the other positioned himself on top of her.

Here it comes, she thought.

A mountain of green and sweaty muscles loomed over her. He smelled exactly like he looked. However, this position turned her on the most. The orc guided his dick to her entrance. Just looking at the size, she couldn't imagine it would fit.

"Yes, yes, yes! Fuck her! Fuck her like she's your pocket pussy and ruin her!" Vanessa yelled maniacally.

"Someone get her outta here!" Cordelius groaned.

"Alright, Miss Durang. Let the pros do their thing." It took Sienna to cover Vanessa's mouth and carry her away.

Thrust!

It filled Robyn up in an instant. The large, orc cock throbbed inside her tiny pussy, which had only seen action from regular-sized penises before. Until now.

"Oooh! Small elf… so tight!" the orc said.

"Nngh… Not so hard… do it slow…" Robyn winced.

In one ear and out the other. The orc, spurred on by his fellows watching, began to thrust hard and fast without any regard for Robyn. He wanted only one thing— to dominate her.

Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap!

"Aahhh! Stop! Seriously… You're going to break my pussy! It's too… nngh… big for me to take!" Robyn's eyes rolled to the back of her head.

Every thrust punched deep. It hit her womb like a jackhammer. Robyn was losing her mind. Her pussy was getting numb to the pain, but not to the pleasure. Her breasts were squished against the orc's sweaty chest as he pistoned into her.

"Me cumming! Going to get you pregnant with my strong orc seed!" he exclaimed.

"Stop, stop! Outside! Do it outside— aaahhhhhhhh!" Robyn climaxed harder than she thought possible.

The orc's load continued pumping. When he pulled out, steaming hot cum poured from her pussy. She laid there, twitching like a dying animal.

"Don't worry. If they break your hips, I can heal you!" Ayiesha assured her from afar.

"That's not— ahh!" Robyn got spun around and laid flat on her belly.

A second orc replaced the one who had just finished. Lubricated by cum already, her pussy accepted another dick much more easily. But since she had just orgasmed, the sensation left her convulsing with pleasure.

"I just came! I need to rest! Just a few seconds— nnngh!" Robyn beat her fists to the hard ground as the orc pounded her with the same enthusiasm. Harder, though. As if trying to show up the last one.

Two thick hands clenched around her neck, making it harder to breathe. Choking play also wasn't in the script! These damn orcs were just doing whatever they wanted!

However, as the lack of oxygen slowly robbed Robyn of consciousness, the pleasure of being fucked intensified.

"You like, elf? Me can tell by your face," he said.

"God… Yes… Harder! Fuck my tight elven pussy…!" Robyn squealed.

The orc turned her head and kissed her. She tried to push him away, but he was too strong.

"Mmm! Pretty elf tastes good!" He shoved his thick tongue into her mouth.

"Shtop… no kisshing— shllrrp… chuup…" Robyn was going to go crazy, even her lips had become erogenous zones.

Soon, another load of cum gushed into her pussy. She lost consciousness amidst the shocks of her climax, then awakened to the other two orcs spitroasting. Suspended by a dick in her mouth and pussy, they railed her repeatedly.

The four of them took turns, switching to all sorts of positions. At one point, Robyn and an orc were having sex in the sitting position, tongue-tied, and straddling each other like a pair of lovers. In another, she was held aloft, nipples pinched until they ached. And her favorite, having her hair pulled while being fucked from behind.

"Nngh… Ahhh! Ahh! Yes! I'm addicted to your orc cocks! I won't be able to cum from anything else ever again!" Robyn moaned.

"We make love to you everyday if you agree to be orc slave. What you say?" an orc asked, pinching her face between his fingers.

"I'll be your… slave… so please fuck me more!" she exclaimed, no longer sure if these words were part of the script or from herself.

By the end of it, they all posed together. Robyn was covered head to toe in cum. There were bite marks on her tits. She flashed a peace sign in each hand.

"Go on, slut knight. Tell others you belong to us now," the bigger of the four orcs ordered her.

"This is… my resignation letter to the Republican Chevaliers… I will henceforth be… these orcs' personal cocksleeve," Robyn half-consciously recited her final line.

"And cut! That's a wrap everybody! Sienna, grab Robyn and find a trough to throw her into," Cordelius said.

Everything was so light. Robyn was too exhausted to get up or move. Her hips were sore and pussy even more so. However, the orcs guarded her aggressively from Sienna.

"Change of plans. We like pretty elf."

"Yeah. Me keeping her as mate!"

"She going to have my babies."

"We breed her daily from now on!"

"Hey, hey, hey! We had a deal. Where's Dolta? You green pricks ain't keeping my golden goose!" Cordelius shouted.

Well, this wasn't exactly unexpected. These orcs were too strong to fight. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad. The sex was phenomenal. Don't have to worry about money anymore—

A brawl broke out before Robyn realized it. The four orcs were lying unconscious on the ground.

"Tch. That will teach them to think twice." Vanessa walked by and spat on them.

"Don't worry, Robyn. I'm not letting you be breeding fodder for orcs." Sienna lifted Robyn up, not minding all the jizz. The draph's knuckles were bruised, and she sounded winded, too.

"Did you fight?" Robyn asked.

"Heh. Told ya, didn't I? Draphs are strong as fuck. Let's get home and give your orc-ravaged pussy some rest," she insisted.

Apparently, Chief Dolta had no part or clue in those orcs' plan, but a thorough beating put them in their place. Good sex made people go crazy, it seemed. Marshal Vanessa Durang loved the film so much, she vowed to sponsor Adventurers Gone Wild again in the future.

One week after Robyn's orc gangbang porno released, she finally caved and watched it with the crew at their studio. She was red in the face the entire time, in disbelief that she sounded like a bitch in heat. But the biggest surprise was that it topped even Dame Gwenevier's most recent porno, Dommy Mommy Succubus Drains You Dry, which was expected to take first as always. Much to Robyn's embarrassment, the banner on every popular pornsite featured her covered in orc jizz. Vidcrystals were flying off the shelves in box stores.

The name Robyn Clemrose was trending on XXXitter, which was ablaze with discussions about the rising elven porn star. Cum tributes of dicks squirting their loads onto the vidcrystal box art filled her timeline. The DMs in her inbox were desperate guys hitting on her. Just this morning, she had hit 45-grand followers. After coming into the studio to meet with Sylvia and Cordelius, they checked the stats on the company computer to find Robyn at 50-thousand followers.

"I can't believe this is me…" Robyn groaned into her hands.

"You looked like you were having fun! Maybe that's why so many people enjoyed it, too!" Twinkle suggested from atop Sienna's head.

Everyone seemed to agree and expressed the same sentiments that Robyn was a real slut during the shoot.

"How many times do I gotta tell you, this isn't permanent. Soon as I find a way to turn back, I'm taking it!" Robyn exclaimed.

"I'm going to be sad when Cordy starts booking your shoots with more orcs. Maybe I just need to put on some prosthetic orc condoms from now on," Tomas wondered aloud.

"Like I said— ahh! You know what? Fuck you guys!"

Unfortunately, no one took her seriously anymore. Robyn was about to protest some more until a knock came from the front door. All eyes turned to Sylvia, who usually handled guests and visitors of any kind.

"Strange. We're not expecting anyone. I'll go get it." Sylvia got up, but she drew a sharp breath answering it.

Since it was unusual for the world's greatest secretary to ever get flustered, everyone turned their heads. Sylvia was backing up into the room, followed by a succubus who's incredible beauty stole their breaths away.

Standing at a cool six feet was a woman of perfection, dressed in an expensive night-blue gown, whose poise exuded as much confidence as she did eroticism just by existing. Two smooth scarlet horns sprouted from her upper forehead to give her an extra two inches in height. Her skin was a pale gray with a pinkish undertone. Deep lavender hair draped freely down to her waist. Leathery, bat-like wings currently furled against her back were decorated with silver chains along each spine.

"Dame Gwenevier!" The entire room gasped.

"Hello, lovelies!" Dame Gwenevier greeted in an excessively sultry manner, the trademark soundbite that was in all of her porno intros.

"D-D-D-Dame! We weren't expecting you!" Cordelius shot Sylvia a look, and she shook her head, a sign that this was an unexpected visit. "If we knew you were coming, we would've made ourselves more presentable. Bought you a gift!"

"Oh, please. I won't be for long. I merely wanted to personally congratulate Robyn Clemrose on her wonderful shoot. My lovely, it was such a delectable show. Not just a treat, but a feast for my eyes to see you so lost to the moment of pleasure," she explained, lips curling into a seductive smile.

"Thank you! I've watched all your videos, Dame Gwenevier. You're my favorite actress—"

In a gust of wind, the succubus flew into the room and loomed over Robyn. A warm hand lifted her up by the chin. The dame's gaze glinted with lust.

"I'll be in Morganta for a few days. Maybe we should get to know each other a little more… intimately?" Dame Gwenevier asked.

"Hah… ha… " Robyn's mouth flopped open and closed like a fish out of water. She wanted to say yes, but the answer was caught in her throat.

"I'll let you think on it. Don't be a stranger now." She winked and strolled out the door with her tail waving them goodbye.

Everyone crowded around Robyn who was still too dumbstruck to formulate a thought. With Dame Gwenevier gone, so too was the oppressive atmosphere of lust.

"That was Dame fucking Gwen! SHE recognized YOU!" Sienna exclaimed, shaking her by the shoulders.

"Robyn, pal. You have got to score a shoot with her. This is a chance of a lifetime to catapult Adventurers Gone Wild to stardom! IMAGINE THE KLEINS. IMAGINE THE FAME. IMAGINE IT!" Cordelius yelled in her face.

"Hey? You okay?" Tomas snapped his fingers in her face a few times.

As soon as Sienna let go, Robyn tilted over, hit the ground, and fainted with the biggest lady-boner possible.


Chapter 14

"What do you think, Twinkle? Does it look like I'm trying too hard, or should I show more tits?" Robyn asked in front of the mirror.

"Hmmm. A modest look can get the imagination running a lot more wild!" Twinkle suggested, who was herself in a gown made of white lily and red rose petals.

Of course! A succubus like Dame Gwenevier had seen the depths of the darkest ass crack. Some cleavage wasn't going to turn her on. After all, it sounded like she liked Robyn for her demure and bashfulness. Twinkle was right. Modest was the way to go. This forest green dress was already showing plenty of skin from the lack of arm sleeves and a thigh split. Robyn laced up just as Sienna entered the room.

"I'm ready! How do I look?" Sienna had put on a bare-shoulder, green and maroon dress with a corset to pinch those slightly pudgy curves.

Robyn and Twinkle applauded how well Sienna rocked the dress, causing her to blush and scratch her cheek. They had made plans to meet with Dame Gwenevier at Club Reguard. Since Robyn had a gold membership card, she could easily impress the succubus porn star with a VIP treatment.

Life was finally going great for Robyn. She couldn't believe that all it took was for her to become the opposite gender. Her confidence had since surged to an all-time high, boosted by porno sales, compliments, and constant attention online and on XXXitter.

"Huh? Robyn, were you expecting a package?" Sienna asked as soon as she opened the door.

"I ordered something, yeah. But that's way too small to be it." Robyn grabbed the box and cut it open.

All three of them looked inside. It was just a vidcrystal of Robyn's latest porno with the orcs, lathered in dried cum. Their curious expressions morphed into disgust in less than a second.

"Ewww! It smells, too!" Twinkle flew to the other side of the room and pinched her nose shut.

"Who the fuck? It doesn't even have a sender!" Robyn slammed the thing into the trash bin.

"Shit like this happened to me, too. Right after debuting Milky's Milk. People sent me glass jars and asked for my breast milk. Ugh." Sienna rolled her eyes and shuddered.

Hopefully this didn't become a regular occurrence… They needed to take out the trash anyway. Robyn tied the top, and brought it with them downstairs to toss into the dumpsters. Their carriage was already waiting by the curb to ferry them to Club Reguard.

"I'll be right back. Just gotta chuck this," Robyn said.

As Sienna and Twinkle boarded the carriage, Robyn went to the dumpsters located in an alley behind the apartment complex. On the way, she sensed someone sneaking up behind her. It must be the creep who sent the cum-caked vidcrystal box.

Well, they had another thing coming. Just as she got to the dumpster—

"Freeze, you weirdo! Keep your jizz to yourself!" Robyn whirled around on them and spun the trash bag over her head like a bola.

"Calm the hell down. It's me!" The cloaked figure pulled back the hood to reveal themself to be Lilia Amerella.

The bag flew out of Robyn's hand and hit the wall, causing the contents to spill out. A startled cat darted away yowling.

"What the fuck was that about?" Lilia asked, making a face.

"F-For defense. More like, what are you doing following me?" Robyn questioned back.

"I see you're still a woman ever since our collab. Judging by your sales number and last week's trending on XXXitter, a pair of breasts and a vagina is suiting you better than a pair of balls and a dick," she teased with patronizing intent.

"Oh, I get it. You're here to scope out the competition. We're both elves who play the damsel role. Getting threatened by me coming up on you?"

With every passing year, more and more people are dipping their toes into the porn industry. There was a lot of lonely folks out there and porn served as an escape. Obviously, not all were going to make it in the industry. It had its dark spots. However, the draw was in how lucrative it could be.

"Puh-lease." Lilia scoffed indignantly and rolled her eyes. "It's not me you need to worry about. I'm here to warn you about Dame Gwen. She visited you, right?"

"How'd you know that? You been following me?" Robyn put up her guard now.

"Because she visited me before, too. When one of my pornos took the number one spot from her a year back. Look, I could care less about you. But from one actress to another, you should steer clear from her," she warned.

There was more Lilia wasn't saying. Robyn stared hard at her but couldn't glean a single thing.

"Wait, I think I know what this is. You're jealous, aren't you? I got Dame Gwen's attention. You fucked up trying to impress her last year. Now you want to sabotage me from rising to the top." Robyn smirked, having figured Lilia out.

"Huh? How thick is that skull of yours? Why would the biggest porn star in the world care about someone like—"

"Sorry, Lilia." She walked past and gave her a pat on the shoulder. "I got a succubus to impress. If things work out for me, and I score a lesbo collab with her, I'll remember you when I'm at the top alongside the Dame Gwen.

"Hey!"

Robyn ignored Lilia and returned to the others, who were looking a little bored.

"What took so long?" Sienna asked.

"Just some weirdo was following me. Don't worry. I told 'em off," Robyn said.

They arrived at Club Reguard as the sun was coming down, and the nightlife around Rambeaux Promenade picked up. People of the middle to higher class, who have a little more money to toss around, were out in their finest clothes to schmooze and play. The club was along a wide, boulevard strip with many casinos, clubs, bars, and other establishments of ill-repute catering to every vice.

"Damn. I heard Club Reguard was popular. I didn't know it was this popular." Sienna squinted at the long line of people waiting to be let in.

"Don't worry, ladies. I got us." Robyn flashed her gold card.

The three of them strolled past jealous onlookers until they were stopped at the front by two beefy half-orc bouncers. When Robyn showed them the card given to her by their don, the bouncers stepped aside to let them in.

They were greeted first by music from a gnome jazz band, then by the almost nude statue of Robyn— the centerpiece of the club. It filled her with immense joy that some people were even making conversations about it. An elven host dressed in a tuxedo led them through the bustling floor to a sectioned-off area with less people, but where the seating and furniture was much more lavish. Their booth was surrounded by walls of flowers and vines. The velvet-lined sofa curved around a sparkling table made of marble.

"As a gold card member of Club Reguard, your first three bottles are on the house. Snacks such as nuts, candy, fruits are completely free. We also have women and men— or of the mixed variety, if you prefer— to keep you company. Normally, their companionship will run you between 200-500 kleins an hour depending on their popularity. Gold star members have priority pick and at a 50% discount. Would you like the list?" the host asked, handing the brochure to them.

"I'll take one bottle of your finest, beer for me and the draph, some sweet nectar for the pixie, fruits and candy, and I'd like two cuties at your recommendation on my lap," Robyn ordered for her group.

"Of course." The elf nodded.

"Oh, one more thing! We have another guest coming. You may have heard of her before. Dame Gwenevier. She's a succubus."

"I'll keep an eye out for you," he said with a professional smile.

"Look at you." Sienna nudged Robyn once the host was gone. "You're sounding like a real snooty cunt."

Robyn brushed her friend's hand away. "It's fine! I made a killing off my last shoot and have a gold card to flaunt!"

Not a few minutes later, the alcohol and snacks had arrived, brought by the women of Club Reguard. Robyn had a cute, red-headed elf on the right, and a bombshell human babe with short hair on the left. Sienna indulged the company of a brawny, smooth-talking incubus. Meanwhile, Twinkle was in bliss drowning herself in honey water spiked with a droplet of wine.

"Drink! Drink! Drink! Drink! Drink!" Everyone at the table chanted as Twinkle knocked back a teacup full of alcoholic nectar.

The tiny pixie put it all away and pumped her fists in the air.

"Raahhhh!" Twinkle roared, then belted the loudest and longest burp ever known to faefolk.

"Alright, Twinkle. It's time for you to slow down." Sienna swapped the pixie's drink for something non-alcoholic.

"Hey, hey! So, you two are porn stars? That's sooo cool. You must be very good in bed then~" Annie, the elven hostess, said while pressing her breasts against Robyn's arm.

"Damn straight! Maybe I'll just have to show you how good I am!" Robyn motorboated Sharon, the human woman's chest.

"Oh, you~ How are you so pretty but ooze a perverted old man's aura at the same time?" Sharon asked playfully.

"Eh. Er…" She tensed up and stopped.

Across the table, Sienna was snickering under her breath.

"Robyn's always had that dudebro about her, but she's a girl through and through." Sienna grinned.

"Hrm… I don't really get it, but it sounds like you're a tomboy?" Annie cocked her head in thought.

"Y-Yeah, something like that," Robyn answered reluctantly.

"How are you doing tonight, madames? Would you like more drinks or snacks?" the elven host from earlier came by to ask.

"Oh, we're good here— Actually, has Dame Gwenevier come by yet? It's been a while," she said, checking her phone for the time.

"Terribly sorry, but I'm afraid the Dame's name hasn't reached our list. Our bouncers have even checked the line outside just in case. Unfortunately, there is no sign of her," he explained.

Maybe something came up. Dame Gwenevier was a busy succubus.

"It is getting kinda late. I wouldn't be surprised if her schedule got messed up. Twinkle's hammered anyway. You wanna call it a night?" Sienna offered.

"But the night's still young, and you're not even tipsy! Right, Twink?" Robyn turned to the pixie, who was lying sprawled on the table covered in her own rainbow vomit.

"Uu… I see stars… Robyn and Sienna are up there… I hafta fly… am I a bird?" Twinkle muttered half-consciously.

Well, shit.

"If you want to stay, don't let me kill your night. I'll bring Twinkle home. We can come back anytime with your gold card anyway," Sienna said, using a stack of napkins to pick up the pixie.

"Yeah, I'll stay for a little while longer. Get home safe!" Robyn waved.

"I ain't worried. You better call a cab. Don't you dare walk home." She glared her down.

As the two of them departed, the devilin host who was with Sienna wasn't needed anymore. Annie and Sharon stayed with Robyn, and she spent the night flirting with them. She thought Dame Gwenevier was going to be a no-show until—

"Oh? Am I intruding?" The succubus entered the private booth, dressed in a glittering bare-back purple robe. Her hair was worn up. Jewels dangled from her ears and horns. The succubus, in all her erotic glory, was like the full moon in the blanket of night. Simply smiling sent their hearts fluttering.

"G-Goddess…" Annie and Sharon muttered.

"Dame Gwenevier! You actually came?" Robyn rubbed her eyes thinking it was an illusion.

"Of course, my lovely." She smiled seductively. "I'm not interrupting, am I? It is looking a little crowded."

Robyn shooed the hostesses away, much to their disappointment so she could be alone with the Dame Gwenevier. When they were gone, the succubus porn star took a seat directly across from her.

"Can I get you a drink? I asked for the most expensive bottle on the menu just for you! We didn't touch it. I was saving it for you. God, I'm a mess. Sorry. It's just that I have all of your pornos, and—"

"Be quiet," Dame Gwenevier said.

Robyn's throat locked up. No words, not even a breath escaped her lips. It wasn't a request. It was an order. A compulsion that shut Robyn up against her will.

"You really think I would share a drink with you?" she began venomously, crossing one long leg over the other. "Who are you anyway, to take the top spot from me? Me! Dame Gwenevier Atrocia. Come here. Lick my pussy like a good dog."

Compelled by succubus charms, Robyn got onto all fours and crawled over to Dame Gwen. She opened her legs, revealing a pretty pink snatch. Although this was supposed to be terrifying, she licked like a parched mutt.

Dame Gwen's pussy. Robyn didn't care that she was charmed. She was licking Dame Gwen's pussy! It had a natural sweetness to it. The succubus race's bodily secretions supposedly had aphrodisiac properties with varying degrees. Their sweat, saliva, tears, and even urine… They were the main ingredients of the stuff sold in the markets. Particularly their saliva and vaginal juices. Robyn's body was getting extremely hot and sweaty from just licking her pussy.

While this was happening, Dame Gwen poured herself a glass of wine and swirled it for a few moments before sipping.

"I can't even get off to this… How did someone like you manage to top me? You're setting a precedent I don't appreciate. If one runt starts throwing themselves to orcs, then they all will! I am number one! Do you hear me, you elven bitch?" Dame Gwen grabbed a handful of Robyn's hair.

This chick was nuts. If Robyn wasn't eating the pussy of the hottest porn star alive, this would have been a traumatizing experience. Still, Dame Gwenevier was nothing like she imagined. Lilia was right. This succubus might even kill her!

"Madame, Dame Gwenevier's name appeared on the list. May I— oh?" The host paused in front of our booth and made an about face. "I'm terribly sorry for intruding. Is there anything I can fetch for you, ladies?"

"No, thank you. We're quite alright. Robyn and I will be intimately acquainting ourselves. I would appreciate it if we had a little privacy. If we need anything, I'll be sure to call~" Dame Gwen replied in a soft, soothing voice.

Notice, damn it. I'm being compelled by this whackjob succubus! Robyn screamed internally.

The host bowed and left.

"What do you have to say for yourself?" Dame Gwen asked, pulling Robyn up and loosening the charm's control on her to talk.

"Bitch! You're pissed off because my porno topped yours for a single week? Also, who nutted in you last? Because it tastes like you ate a bushel of garlic— oomphff?!"

Dame Gwen shoved Robyn's face into her cooch again.

"I am the epitome of sex, lust, and desire. No one should want anyone other than me. You must have gained a lot of fans recently, yes? Let's see how much they will love you when they learn you're just a whore. You will leave and let anyone do as they please with you. Go on. Get out of my sight. Know your place from now on." She afflicted Robyn with another succubus charm that buried deep into her chest.

The magic spread like wildfire. Its flames creeped across her body and set her senses alight. Wherever the dress hugged her sensitive skin brought her close to climax. Robyn needed to cum. Like right now. And she didn't care who she needed to do it with.

"Ta-ta!" Dame Gwenevier flashed a conniving smile as Robyn got up to leave.

Right out the door of Club Reguard, she took a turn down the road to a more deserted part of the Rambeaux Promenade. Whatever magic Dame Gwen put on her, it wasn't subsiding. It commanded her body, and she was powerless to resist.

Shit. Shit. Shit.

"I should have listened to Lilia. Fuck me. I gotta do something. Call Sienna maybe? I can't reach my damn phone though," Robyn grumbled.

"Hey, pretty miss. What are ya doing out at night all alone?" A grimy human man with a beer in one hand stumbled up and put an arm around her. "You looking for some company?"

"I-I… am," she answered against her will.

The man hiccuped in surprise, probably because it never worked before.

"In that case, why don't you and I go somewhere quiet—"

"Hands off!" Someone slugged the riffraff across the cheek, sending him tumbling into a stack of crates leaning against a building.

Robyn dropped to her ankles and glanced up at her serendipitous savior—

"Lilia?!" Robyn gasped.

"You fucking idiot. I fucking told you so." Lilia kneeled down next to Robyn and stared into her eyes.

Their faces were so close. Robyn blushed a little… until Lilia peeled back Robyn's eyelids.

"Owowowowow! What are you doing?" Robyn cried.

"You're charmed. It's hard to see in the dark, but I can make out the hearts in your pupils. What did Dame Gwen tell you to do?" Lilia asked.

"To 'let anyone do as they please with you' is what she said…"

That succubus was crazy enough to put someone in danger like this. There were definitely screws loose in there.

"Hmph. I hate Dame Gwen more than I hate you, and I'll be damned if I let that succubus win. Let's go. My condo is down the street." Lilia helped Robyn to her feet and dusted her off.

"Why? I can just go home," Robyn said.

"You want to risk letting the next bloke that crosses your path screw your lights out?" She squinted hard.

"Point taken…"

They walked down the street together. There were a couple of playboys and adventurers around looking for a good time, but Lilia's resting bitch face scared them all off. Her home was at the wealthier apartments, better than the one Robyn and Sienna currently lived at. It was a large condo that sported a loft. A trio of mana wyrmlings, domesticated flying serpents covered in colorful scales, came flying around them when they entered. The place was extremely tidy, and the furniture looked like it came right out of a home design magazine.

"Stand right there." Lilia stopped Robyn at the door and whistled sharply. "Popo, come here and eat the magic off her, please."

The blue and green mana wyrm named Popo flew circles around Robyn. Magic in the form of a gaseous haze ejected from her, and the wyrm absorbed it into its body. The succubus charm's hold on her vanished completely.

"Thanks." Robyn breathed a sigh of relief.

"You can stay the night, if you want. Take the couch. Stay away from the loft. My bed's up there," Lilia said, strolling into her condo with the wyrms following close behind.

"I, uh… I'm sorry about not listening to you earlier. You were right. Dame Gwen's a grade A bitch. Did you have a similar experience or something?"

Lilia turned on the lights in the kitchen and poured two glasses of water. She returned to the living room and beckoned Robyn in.

"Yeah, you can say that. Except I didn't have anyone helping me and had to wait a week before the charm wore off. I have these little guys just in case now." Lilia sank into the couch and handed a cup off to Robyn, then extended her free arm for a wyrmling to coil up snug on it.

"Sorry you had to go through that. So… You waited for me all night to make sure I was going to be alright?" Robyn asked as it dawned on her.

"No! I just happened to be there, alright? Don't get so full of yourself. If anything, you should be more grateful to me for what I did." She huffed and glanced the other way.

Robyn had pegged Lilia for a bitch. She had it wrong all along. As she downed the refreshing water, something on the shelf next to the television caught her attention. She got up to take a look. Pornos. Lots of them. Many were of herself, and…

"Wait, is this my debut flick?" Robyn pulled out the vidcrystal case of her very first shoot, A Night with Milky.

There were more. Milky Dominates a Young Elf Boy, Dumb Adventurer Gets Taken Care of by Big Busty Draph, The Adventurers of the Twink Elf and Milky, and more. Of course, Milky and other actresses were the main sell. Robyn was only an accessory at the time. However, it was Robyn herself who was the common denominator here.

"Hey, don't snoop around my place!" Lilia, deeply red in the face, snatched the vidcrystal box and pushed Robyn away from the shelf.

"I thought you were a pissy bitch, but… you're a fan of mine?" Robyn asked with a smug look.

"As if! I just… When Cordelius reached out to my studio for a collab, I wanted to do some research on you first. That's all. It's not whatever you're thinking so keep it to yourself!" she yelled, gaining ground on Robyn until her back was against the wall.

Their faces were less than an inch apart again. They went bright red before Lilia broke off first and stormed upstairs.

"I'm going to sleep. You better be gone before I wake up in the morning!"

"Can I at least get a blanket?" Robyn called up to the loft, only to have a sheet fall onto her a second later.


Chapter 15

The next day…

"I'm telling you guys, Dame Gwenevier is the most batshit insane chick I've ever met. She literally charmed me into the streets! I could have ended up sleeping with the entire block before making it home!" Robyn cried.

Everyone around the table was in disbelief. Except for one person.

"So, we're not getting that lesbo shoot with the Dame?" Cordy asked.

"Cordy, have some sympathy! Robyn had a traumatic experience last night, and we should be supporting her. Not… whatever you're doing," Tomas explained with a sigh.

"I am sympathizing! I'm just also grieving that we won't be collabing with the hottest porn star in the world!" he exclaimed.

Not so hot anymore. For Robyn, Dame Gwenevier went from always wanting to buy her porn on release to trashing everything that had her in it. Doing so was the hardest thing Robyn ever had to do. All those vidcrystals she had accumulated over time cost a small fortune.

"Was it really Lilia that saved you last night? It wasn't just some random elf girl?" Sienna asked.

"I'd know Lilia when I see her. As it turns out, she's a fan of mine! Owns all of the Adventurers Gone Wild stuff, too!" Robyn explained in laughter.

However, Sienna and Twinkle didn't look like they were in a laughing mood.

"Guys, it's fine. Seriously. You didn't know Dame Gwen was a bitch. I didn't know Dame Gwen was a bitch," Robyn said.

"I still can't help feeling terrible! If I didn't drink so much and pass out, Sienna wouldn't have needed to take me home, and we would still be there with you!" Twinkle cried, hugging Robyn's hand on the table and tearing up.

"If I ever see that succubus bitch again, I'll bash that pretty face of hers in." Sienna grinded her teeth.

There were a few silver linings. Lilia was actually not a bad person. A little sassy and bratty, but decent. They also found out Dame Gwen didn't take kindly to actresses in the industry getting the better of her in popularity.

"I know a better way to get back at her." Robyn got on top of her seat and planted a foot on the table. "Dame Gwen threatened me to stay put, but no way. I want to keep making the best porn ever and rise to the top. I'm going to dethrone that bitch, and show her and everyone else that we aren't afraid of a succubus with a superiority complex! Who's with me?"

Crickets…

"Does that mean you're going to stay as a girl?" Tomas asked.

"Which means Adventurers Gone Wild's golden goose will be taking even more dick for the camera now! I can feel the kleins rolling in, baby. Oh, am I in!" Cordelius rubbed his hands together.

"Guh…" Robyn slumped back down into her seat and sulked.

"I for one thought it was an inspiring speech, Robyn. I'm sure your fans would love that. On the topic of fans, I've brought today's haul." Sylvia entered the studio dragging in a cart with her two tails. A large cardboard box sat atop it, stamped and stickered in all sorts of shipping labels. The entire crew knew what it was, since the devilin secretary had just come back from the post office.

The one thing most porn stars dreaded. Fan mail. Sienna cast an uninterested glance over the box. She had read plenty already, and most were from fans asking about a sequel to Milky's Milk. In fact, most letters were usually addressed to Sienna anyway.

Robyn didn't get very many. The most letters she had ever gotten could be counted on a single hand. There was always one fan, however, who never failed to send her something though. Back when she was a guy, of course. It started with harmless compliments. Over time, the fan grew more bold and sent flirtatious letters. Eventually, she mentioned following Robyn on XXXitter and purposely included her handle name in it, a silly one called xX_Robynswife_Xx.

What began as curiosity led to a string of correspondence online with this female fan. Who didn't like attention? The fan escalated into sending nudes, but never with a face. All the photos shared the same recognizable mole on her right breast. When Robyn exploded with popularity on XXXitter after becoming a woman, she hadn't been able to find that fan's messages in her inbox. They must have stopped messaging her altogether.

The crew opened the box and found more letters than usual. As they separated the fan mail according to who it was meant for, Robyn's mound gradually grew larger than Sienna's. Tomas, naturally, had the least. Though it was still more than Robyn when she was a guy.

"What the… I have a lot of fans asking me to do a p-pegging shoot," Tomas stammered.

"Huh. You don't got a twinkling or bugbear physique. Guess they think you'd make a good fit! I'd have to squeeze you in for a film on that!" Cordelius suggested seriously.

Robyn opened one at random. It contained an erect green orc dick picture asking her to rate it. She opened another. It was also a dick, but in the middle of being stroked and asking her to rate it. A particularly fancy letter embossed with the familiar image of a dove had a nude photo of a human woman in a dark room, lying in a large bed of silken sheets and pillows, and her long black hair draped over her bare body.

Wait a minute…

This… This had to be Vanessa, right? Robyn quietly pocketed the photo and moved onto the others. The next dozen were all pictures of cocks again.

"I don't want to rate dicks!" Robyn groaned. "What gives? Most of my fan mails are dick pics. It's my XXXitter inbox all over again. A lot of them are also calling me an orc cock lover. That was just one porno!"

"Welcome to receiving fan mail as a porn actress, Robyn." Sienna smirked, scooping all her letters into the trash without so much as reading them.

Robyn figured she might as well do the same until a fragrant pink envelope caught her attention. It wasn't the only one. There were three… seven… ten… twenty-one in total among the pile, too similar to each other to be a coincidence. It must have all come from the same fan.

"Looks like I have a secret female admirer." Robyn opened it up.

The letter read in neat handwriting, Hey, Robyn! I saw the film where you changed genders. Are you changing back?

That was all. In the next, Hey, Robyn. It looks like you're still a woman in the next one. When are you changing back?

"Uh…" Robyn had a bad feeling about the others. As she opened the rest, they all asked the same thing— about when she would transform back into a guy. The penmanship gradually became worse and scary. Unhinged, even.

"Damn, Robyn. Who'd you piss off?" Sienna asked, leaning in to look at what might as well be a cursed scroll.

"You know what they say. Out of sight, out of mind." She shoved the rest into the already bursting trash can.

With the day ending and while the sun was still up, the crew went their separate ways. Robyn wanted to make a quick trip to the grocery store and urged Sienna to head home first. Something nice and hearty would be nice. Maybe stew chock full of meat. She was really raking in the royalties now. That orc gangbang had catapulted Robyn into the mid-leagues now, but there was still a ways to go.

As Robyn crossed the street to the grocery store, a chill ran up her spine. She glanced across the road. Mostly empty. A few people meandered about. So, why did it feel like someone was watching her? Shaking off the feeling, she entered the grocery store and bought armfuls of stuff.

"Oh? Are you Robyn Clemrose?" a red-headed devilin woman behind the register asked.

She didn't look much older than Robyn. Her eyes were a bright amber, and skin a soft blue. Short horns protruded from her forehead. The white grocery store uniform and green apron might have clothed her body, but she was hiding some impressive knockers under there. Something about her, however… felt familiar.

"Yeah. Have we met? I feel like I know you," Robyn said.

"Hmm. I don't think so, but I own and watch all your pornos! I even saw your latest one with the… orcs," the devilin whispered the last part quietly.

"No, shit? Really? I knew I had some female fans, but I didn't expect anyone to be as cute as you, uh…" She squinted hard at the name tag on her chest. "Ginger!"

"Hehe. That's very kind of you. It looks like you have a lot to bring home. Don't let me keep you!" Ginger smiled and bagged everything up.

Robyn thanked her. She walked out of the store feeling like a million kleins. Lady fans really were the best.

It was getting dark out. Better head home soon. As Robyn strolled down the lantern-lit streets, dark figures darted in and out of her peripherals. She picked up her pace, but upon turning the corner, found a cloaked figure with a large hat standing beneath the light of a lamp post.

"Hello, creepy person. I'm going to… walk the other way." Robyn did an about face and walked into a similar figure behind her.

Two hands grabbed her from behind. The groceries spilled to the ground.

"Sleep for me," a woman's voice incanted a spell into Robyn's ear. She began to feel drowsy, then… darkness.

Robyn came to consciousness bound to a chair in front of a dinner table full of food from end to end. Her wrists and ankles were tied by rope. It was a little hard to breathe. Glancing down, a leather vest she wasn't wearing before was wrapped around her chest. Her hair was also tied up into a bun. If things couldn't be stranger, framed pictures of Robyn when she was a guy were put up all over the modest dining room. Crochet or woven… or whatever they were, plushies sat on shelves all around the room.

"Where the fuck…?" Robyn muttered.

"Are you awake, dear? Don't worry! I'm almost done with dinner. Let me just bring the tomato soup over!" The same devilin woman from the grocery store entered with a steaming pot and placed it down onto the table.

"Hey, that smells really nice— wait. YOU! Ginger, right? From the store! You kidnapped me?!" she shouted accusingly.

"You're so silly! I didn't kidnap you. In fact, you're free to go anytime!" Ginger drew a sharp cutting knife that was dripping wet and stared down at Robyn menacingly. "After you tell me how I can transform you back into the Robyn I knew and love."

Oh. Crap.

"Are you the one who sent all those letters in pink envelopes?" Robyn reluctantly asked.

"I did! Hehe~ I'm so glad you read them. It makes me all fuzzy and warm knowing you opened them with your tender hands. You must be hungry after a long day of work, aren't you? Here, let me feed you. I'm super-duper proud of my chicken and walnut casserole." Ginger scooped up a large helping of steaming casserole.

Robyn backed away as far as her head could go. What if it was poisoned? This nut job might be out for her life. But… it smelled good… and she was incredibly hungry… Slowly, Robyn opened her mouth to let Ginger feed her.

"Mm. Mmmm! This is good!" Robyn exclaimed.

"Kyaaa! I'm feeding the Robyn Clemrose in my own house! He's eating my home-cooked food and even likes it, too. You have to try the soup. Try it!" she insisted, lifting a bowl of the aromatic tomato soup up to Robyn's lips.

They went through the entire table, Ginger feeding and Robyn eating. It was all so delicious, like they were made by a professional chef.

"Huuu. I'm stuffed. I don't know where you learned to cook, but consider me your fan!" Robyn settled down now that her stomach was bulging against the vest and tunic.

"Believe it or not, I'm self-taught. I strived to become the best wife possible for you. Everything I've done is for you," Ginger said, her eyes glinting of fanaticism.

Robyn gulped hard. Right. This chick was head over heels crazy for her. This was still a dangerous situation and not the time to be enjoying dinner over!

"S-Say, Ginger. It's getting late. We just had dinner. I think I should be getting home. So… Can you untie these for me?" Robyn asked.

"What are you saying, Robyn? You haven't told me how to change you back yet," Ginger replied, staring straight into her soul.

"Alright, look. I walked into a magic circle and it changed my gender! I don't know how to change back. We can't do shit while I'm stuck here either. Why don't you let me go, and I can continue searching for a way? How's that?"

Ginger walked behind Robyn, planted two hands onto the backrest of the chair, and leaned down next to her ear.

"Then we'll just have to keep you here until I find a way," she whispered, then sprung back into her joyful self. "Dinner's not over yet anyway! Who's up for some desserts?"

Time to get creative then.

"As much as I'd love desserts— your cooking is phenomenal— I'm stuffed tighter than a dragon's hoard vault. What do you say we take a bath?" Robyn suggested.

"A BATH WITH ROBYN? Er… I-I'm not so sure… " Ginger hesitated and eyed Robyn's chest.

It was starting to make sense. Ginger was obsessed with Robyn before Robyn was a woman. This vest flattened her chest. The bun made her hair short. Ginger didn't want to ruin the illusion she created for herself.

"How about you wash my back from behind? I'll face forward until we're done! I would really like to freshen up after a long day," Robyn insisted.

"In that case…"

After mulling over it for a minute, Ginger caved. One after another, she undid the bindings. Robyn rubbed her wrists, slightly bruised from the rope cutting into her skin.

"Alright. To the bathroom? Lead the way," Robyn said.

"B-B-Bathing with Robyn… My bathroom is over here!" Ginger turned around.

Robyn ran the other way. She was meters from the front door when Ginger appeared, and they smacked into each other.

"W-What the… How?!" Robyn cried.

"Tsk, tsk, tsk. Oh, Robyn. You're such a goof!" Ginger's voice spoke from behind her.

When Robyn turned around, she saw another Ginger. There were two. This bitch was some kind of mage. No wonder Ginger was able to ambush her earlier!

With the plan to escape dashed, Robyn relented to bathing with Ginger. They sat on small chairs in the bathroom, Robyn in the front and Ginger behind, scrubbing her back with a towel.

"Hehe… Hehehe… This back… so smooth and supple…" Ginger panted heavily.

After getting scrubbed down and rinsing off the suds, they entered the hot bathtub together in the same positions. This would have been very romantic if the kidnapper was a girlfriend instead. Robyn sighed. She wished for a girlfriend that wasn't crazy. Her luck with women was shit. Ginger was still groping her back, too…

"So… What got you into becoming my fan?" Robyn asked, breaking the awkward silence.

"Everything! You play such compassionate yet go-getting characters. I love every second of you on the screen. I always imagine myself in the actresses' place!" Ginger exclaimed.

"But you know those are just characters, right? I think I'm pretty openly shallow in real life. Honestly, you can probably do better than someone like me," she said.

There was a pause and a sigh. Robyn jerked to the sensation of Ginger resting against her back. The devilin's breasts squished down, and she felt her warm breath.

"One line made me fall in love with you. I love you for who you are. It was cheesy. Corny. Not at all profound. You were only acting, too. To me, it just felt so real. No one's ever loved me before. I've been single my whole life. My parents have always wanted me to become a member of the Civil Guard or join the army, but it's scary. I just want to stay home and crochet. They say I'm just wasting my potential. But so what? That's why when I heard that line… your words were true to me," Ginger explained quietly.

Robyn remembered that line. It was a vanilla porno shoot between herself and Sienna. The plot played on her being a small elf guy and Sienna being a big draph woman. Interspecies and size difference was big hit with a certain demographic. That line was just something Cordelius came up with on the spot, too, and wasn't in the original script.

"Damn. Sounds like you got some baggage that a porn actress like me isn't certified to handle," Robyn said.

"Hehe… Hehehe… On the contrary…" Ginger wrapped her arms around Robyn's stomach and squeezed. "You're the only therapy I need!"

"I-I might be getting lightheaded! Maybe we should get out!" she yelled, squirming in her grasp.

They got out, dried off, and Ginger led Robyn into her bedroom and asked her to wait. Back in the suffocating vest and tunic again, she wandered around the room searching for a way out. It looked like the first floor, somewhere on Rambeaux Promenade. The windows were locked shut and made of thick glass.

Ginger appeared to be well-off. Not wealthy. Just well-off to live a carefree existence. The room was filled with crochet plushies of Robyn. They were really well-made and could probably sell if Ginger made something else. The walls were covered in posters of her, too. She walked over to the shelf, and it was full of vidcrystals of her pornos.

"I've got to get out of here…" Robyn sat down at the foot of the bed.

The door creaked open. Ginger entered in a black lace lingerie. Robyn's eyes went wide. If she still had a penis, it would be at full mast. The light cloth accentuated the devilin's curves and breasts.

"Sorry for making you wait… I'm ready," Ginger said, twirling her hair with a finger and looking exceptionally embarrassed.

"Ready… for what?" Robyn swallowed hard. Without warning, the devilin put a strap-on around Robyn's waist. She glanced up at her in disbelief. "Okay, now you're just making fun of me."

Ginger shoved Robyn onto the bed and climbed on top. Mirror images came into existence, making for four sexy Gingers in total, all of them real to the touch and eyes full of lust. The main one straddled Robyn's waist.

"I've always fantasized about this…" Ginger panted.

"And if this wasn't so weird, I'd be seriously turned on right now!" Robyn flinched as Ginger puckered her lips and leaned down for a kiss— and missed.

Instead, the devilin laid on top of Robyn and trembled.

"I can't… I know you're not really a man anymore… Why aren't you a man anymore?!" Ginger wailed into the pillow.

"Does it really matter that much?" Robyn asked.

"Of course, it does!" she exclaimed, propping herself up. "If I can just have the real Robyn hold me, tell me everything will be okay, that he loves me for who I am… it'll be enough. But you're not him, are you?"

Here was someone with an extraordinary gift in magic. Yet she wanted to live modestly. Meanwhile, Robyn was as average as average came by and had wanted more. This was just the hand that was dealt to her. She made the most out of it, and now things were getting better. For Ginger, that didn't seem to be the case. Life had a funny way of arranging itself to make problems out of nothing.

Sighing, Robyn reached out to brush a tear away from Ginger's eye. She flipped their positions in bed and was now on top of the devilin.

"Your favorite line was 'I love you for who you are', but do you remember that Sienna says the same thing back to me? Love is a two-way street. It can't be one-sided. I, uh… I think you're an amazing cook. I can tell you put a lot of care into your crocheting. I like that about you. Look me in the eyes, and tell me I'm not the same Robyn. Sure, I look a little different, but I'm still me! Well? Can you love me for who I am now?" Robyn asked.

"K… Kyuun…" Ginger tensed up, and her blue complexion turned bright red. Her eyes started spinning. She steamed from both ears.

The devilin overheated and passed out.

"Ginger?!" Robyn tried to wake her up by shaking her shoulders.


Chapter 16

Robyn returned home the next day to Sienna and Twinkle's jaws on the floor. To no surprise, they were extremely furious.

"Robyn, where the fuck have you been? We've been worried sick! I called the fucking city guards!" Sienna exclaimed.

"Yeah, you big dummy! We thought you got kidnapped by that succubus!" Twinkle fumed in front of her face.

"In a manner of speaking… I was actually kidnapped. Just not by Dame Gwen. By this girl." Robyn pointed to Ginger, who was clinging onto her left arm.

Ginger, the stalker devilin woman who drugged and kidnapped Robyn, refused to leave her side come morning.

"Nice to meet you all! I'm Ginger. Robyn's girlfriend!" Ginger squealed.

Sienna and Twinkle's jaws hit the floor a second time.

"NO! No, she is not my girlfriend! She's uh… a f-fan who likes me a little too much." Robyn cleared her throat awkwardly.

"Robyn, that's called a stalker. Both of you, clench your jaw. I'll knock the two of you out and separate you." Sienna balled up a fist and looked serious about it.

"Quit it! Violence isn't the answer here. Ginger's cool. We're cool— Will you get off me already, and go home already!" She shook the obsessive fan off.

"Fine." Ginger sighed, then panted heavily like a rabid dog. "Hehe… Hehehe… I have Robyn's number now… We'll live happily together one day, just you wait…"

They watched the devilin leave while giggling to herself, and Robyn had a feeling this wasn't the last she saw of her. Sienna called the search off after a quick phone call to the city guard. The three of them had breakfast together before Twinkle needed to head home.

Today was just a slow weekend… Slow…

Robyn couldn't sit still. Her crotch itched. She needed to satisfy an urge and went to her room to do just that. However, after putting on the porno of herself getting railed by orcs and flicking the bean for an hour, it just wasn't working.

"I give up…" Robyn sighed, arm sore from trying to get off so long.

She cracked her room door open slightly and peered outside. Sienna was tending to some potted plants on the fireplace shelf.

"Hey, Sienna… Uh… I was thinking— and don't judge me here— that I go buy a dildo. Or a vibrator! I want to try one," Robyn said.

Sienna paused and turned around slowly, revealing a smirk. "Why don't you then? There's a sex toy store down the street. You need an adult to go with you or something?.

"Listen, man! I've never been to one, alright? I just need… maybe… have someone give me some recs or some shit…" She trailed off, deeply red in the face.

Sienna's lips curled. Robyn knew that look. It was the look of a friend who wanted to kick the teasing up a notch. The both of them worked in the porn industry after all, juvenile and abrasive jokes were a given. They fired their fair share over the years, but she was currently at a disadvantage having become a woman only recently.

"Finally coming around about getting dicked, huh? Sure, Robyn. I'll accompany you, if you admit liking dick," Sienna said.

"Kuh… Fine, you damn cow! I like… dick." Robyn swallowed the lump in her throat.

Admitting that flipped a switch she was never going to turn off.

Satisfied, Sienna came along to the sex toy store. She wanted to buy something, too. Although the Sword & Sheath dabbled in the business, they were still a long ways from the one company that dominated it— Enchanted Touch.

When Sienna and Robyn entered the big outlet, a plethora of imagined sex toys made real filled their vision. Dildos of all sizes and shapes, from a variety of races, monsters, and objects were displayed openly on shelves. Many, like the company's name implied, were enchanted with magic. The more expensive ones, touched by higher quality magic, were put behind display cases. A three-pronged dick wriggled and throbbed with lifelike movements. Another, a normal-looking one, oozed cum from the tip as its main selling point.

Dildos and vibrators weren't the only sex toys available. Pocket pussies, too. Nipple clamps, collars, mounting machines, micro-worm holes for long distance relationship sex, and more to serve most sexual needs and kinks.

Robyn walked past a draph woman like Sienna, carrying a massive dildo in the shape of a minotaur's cock. A shy elven dude grabbed a mouth mold of Blowjob Queen Yaya, in which the long serpentine tongue licked like the real one. Getting sponsored by Enchanted Touch as a porn actress would be a dream. She stopped in an entire aisle dedicated to Dame Gwenevier, displaying her pocket pussies, thigh pillows, breasts, and more. That lucky bitch.

"Hey, Robyn! Look at this!" Sienna hollered from another aisle.

"These are clearly pocket pussies. Are you making fun of me?" Robyn squinted.

"No, look." She picked up the box of an enchanted one and turned it around. "This one attunes to your pussy, and you can give it to someone to play with. You'd feel everything they do to it. Couples tend to buy them. Gets a little out of hand though."

Someone to… play with? The very thought made Robyn shiver.

Sienna went to another section. "Oh, oh! These are Spectral Hands! Enchanted Touch must've released these recently. It's a magic cube that spawns a swarm of hands to grope your body with. They can finger you, knead your tits, stick a finger in your mouth… Or if you aren't feeling kinky, they can give you massages! Costs a damn horn and a hoof though. 5,000 kleins? Geez."

"C-Can we focus! I'm just looking for dildos!" Robyn groaned, fearful of being tempted to buy them all.

They sidled over to the dildos comprising four aisles. There were so many to choose from. Goblin dicks, human dicks, large schlongs of monsters, double-dicks from serpentfolk and kobolds, and even dragon dicks. However, it was the dildos shaped like orc dicks that caught Robyn's attention right away, and Sienna noticed just as quickly.

"I'm not gonna judge you," Sienna said, nudging her in the side.

"I already feel you judging me!" Robyn spun around to look elsewhere, but came faced with a glass case containing some strange purple grass. She peered into it but couldn't make heads or tails of what this was supposed to be.

"Oh, that's a rug tentacle. Watch." She stuck a hand into the glove on the side of the case, and half a dozen tentacles sprung out to feel her up. "Guys and girls love sitting or laying on it, because the tentacles do all the work."

Before day's end, Robyn vowed to buy a dildo from here. Fingers just weren't cutting it anymore after getting gangbanged by those orcs. Her eyes traveled enticingly to the minotaur dick lying sideways compared to the others due to its sheer size.

"Is that Robyn and Sienna, I see?" a haughty voice rang out.

They snapped to the end of the aisle, where Lilia Amerella stood with her arms folded and nose pointed to the ceiling.

"Well, if it isn't my biggest fan!" Robyn sneered.

"I-I'm not your fan!" Lilia fired back, tripping over her words.

"I thought that Ginger girl was your biggest fan," Sienna whispered.

"No one needs to know that…" She returned her attention back to Lilia. "What are you doing here? Shopping for a sex toy to try out?"

The elven porn actress scoffed and brushed her hair. Two employees pushed a cart into view, and she planted a foot on the bottom frame to stop it. The vehicle was stocked to the top with Lilia Amerella merchandise.

Wait…

"Please. I've no need for trivial pleasures. I'm here to talk business with Enchanted Touch. Now if you will excuse me—"

"Lilia!" Robyn grabbed her wrist before she walked off. "What are the chances you can get me an in with Enchanted Touch? I want my own line of merch, too!"

"Hah? Do I have to remind you that you owe me? Why should I do you a favor?" Lilia folded her arms.

"You will… earn my everlasting gratitude and friendship? I'll do anything! I want to shove an untapered butt plug up Dame Gwen's ass and show her I'm not afraid of her!" she pleaded earnestly.

"Put in a word for me too, yeah?" Sienna pointed to herself.

Before Lilia had a chance to say anything, a swirl of flames separated all three of them. Sylvia appeared in a blink of an eye, stifling the fires and adjusting her glasses. The twin-tails flicked back and forth behind her like an excited hound.

"Are you three making business arrangements on your own?" Sylvia asked.

"Nope!" Robyn and Sienna exclaimed promptly.

"Per your contracts," she began, conjuring a clipboard into her hand from a puff of smoke, "section D.2, all commercial decisions pertaining to Adventurers Gone Wild talents must be approved by the studio director, Cordelius Pinkerton, or the studio secretary, Sylvia. Failure to abide by this…"

Both of them gulped. There was no bigger stickler about being by the books than Sylvia. She could rule this world simply through her administrative proficiency. Fortunately for the world and Adventurers Gone Wild, the devilin lent her expertise to a porn studio instead.

"Ms. Sylvia, wait! They were only asking, that's all. I'm sure they planned to bring it up to you if I agreed to it," Lilia covered for them.

They breathed a sigh of relief.

"I see. Well, I'm only making sure because I was just in the middle of securing a commercial shoot with Enchanted Touch. In fact, Lilia, your studio is part of the collaboration," Sylvia explained.

"Say what?!" all three of them cried.

She continued, "That's right. Robyn, Sienna, and Lilia, you will be participating in a commercial shoot to advertise the company's new products."

In the following days, the trio found themselves attending many meetings together. They went over how the shoot was going to go down, what was expected of them, and hashing out profit-split. A lot of the business talk was taken care of by Sylvia though, and it was mostly them listening in.

When it was time to film at last, Robyn was more nervous than ever. An entire film crew was stationed in front of the scene of a royal bedchamber. The furniture and floor were real, but the wall was made of illusory magic. Adventurers Gone Wild's usual crew wasn't needed. A camera crew, lighting personnel, and director were all contracted by Enchanted Touch. Twinkle was here to give support though.

"Go, Robyn! Go, Sienna! Make that bread! Yay!" Twinkle pumped her flowery pom-poms in the air.

"I-I can't breathe… All I wanted to buy was a dildo… Now I'm in a dildo commercial!" Robyn panicked.

"Get with the program!" Sienna slapped Robyn hard on the back, knocking the wind out of her. "You shot films giving dick and taking dick. Why are you nervous now?"

"This is my first commercial shoot!" she cried.

"Hmph. Amateur." Lilia walked by and scoffed.

Robyn shook an angry fist at her.

The ground rumbled and shook. Two ogres carried a five-foot tall dildo of a dragon into the set in all its ribbed and scaly glory.

"What the fuck? Who is that even supposed to be for?!" Robyn gaped.

"Damn, Robyn. That thing could be wearing you as a cocksleeve!" Sienna doubled over in laughter.

"Didn't you know? There are women who drink potions of gigantism just to try these babies!" A flamboyant elven man, slender in physique, dressed in a tropical print polo shirt and sunglasses, sauntered up to them. His blonde hair draped down to his shoulders, as did a sweatshirt hanging around his neck.

Robyn jumped when he copped a feel of her ass. Sienna, however, wasn't having any of it. She grabbed the man by his collar and lifted him into the air.

"I'm sorry. Can I help you?" Sienna growled.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa! Calm down there, big lady! I didn't mean to offend!" he said, pulling his head back from her as far as possible.

"Robyn, Sienna. That is the director, Bloyd Fern. Mr. Fern, I would appreciate it if you did not touch the studio's actresses inappropriately." Sylvia's glare pierced into the director's soul.

"L-Loud… and clear…" he said.

After Sienna grudgingly let him down, Bloyd straightened his shirt and stomped off.

"I won't ask you to forgive Mr. Fern. He has a sort of… reputation among women. You only have to put up with him until the end of the shoot, so please bear with it." Sylvia nodded to them and went off to see other matters.

Perverted director or not, the pay better be worth it.

"It's Chilla! Eep!" Twinkle dove into the safety of Sienna's cleavage.

Three fairies suddenly buzzed around them, looking for a fight.

"Where is that little twerp light bulb? If you bozos are around, then she's here, too!" Chilla, the rascal of a fairy, flew up to Robyn and growled.

"What are you guys even doing here? Get lost." Sienna swatted at them, but they were quicker to dodge.

"Yeah, don't you guys have better things to do? Like picking an ogre's nose?" Robyn joked.

"If you must know, we work for Fern. Unlike that firefly, we get paid. Since that scaredy-pixie doesn't want to show her face, relay this message to her— we know where she lives!" She drew a thumb across her neck and flew off with her posse.

Twinkle popped her head out. "Huh? Is there something special about knowing where I live? I know where I live, too!"

Director Bloyd shouted into a megaphone that they would begin shooting in five minutes. People hustled to get to their places. That was a sign for Robyn and Sienna to get going, too.

"Forget those glorified wasps. You can hide in my backpack until we're done with the shoot. I've got candy and water in there for you." Robyn winked.

The beady-eyed pixie swan-dived into the backpack. She should be safe there while they filmed.

Robyn, Sienna, and Lilia went to their places. There were three sets, and they were assigned their own. Most of it was simply posing with the dildos and vibrators. The camera crew shot pictures and film.

Anything risque came after…

"How are you feeling, Robyn?" Sylvia asked, coming over to hand her a bottle of water.

"A lot better knowing I don't have to act. This is honestly easier than I expected. Whew. I was worried for nothing," Robyn assured her, then noticed Bloyd and the fairy trio over by a table of strange potions. "Say, what's going on over there?"

"Ah. That's the potions table. Sienna's going to film with the dragon penis and will need to drink a potion of gigantism. Actually, you have a dildo coming up that is enchanted with shocking magic. There should be a lightning resistance potion for you, so make sure to drink it before the next one," she explained.

"Shocking magic?! Why do people have to be so kinky?"

The devilin giggled into the back of her hand. "Funny you should say that, considering the line of work we are in. I have complete trust in you to look your best in front of the camera, Robyn."

Director Bloyd shouted for everyone to get to their next scene. The crew had finished moving in the next sex toys. Robyn went over to the potion table to find several colored vials without any labels on them. They did have, however, names labeled on the table in front of each one. She grabbed the one labeled 'Robyn' and downed it just as Sienna came over.

"Ready to see me ride a dragon?" Sienna asked, but the smile immediately flipped.

The draph, including everything around Robyn, was getting smaller and smaller— No, wait. Robyn was getting bigger and bigger. Her clothes ripped. Everyone became puny by comparison. She had grown to nearly 20-feet in height.

"What the fuck happened?!" Robyn cried, causing everyone around to clamp their ears shut from her much louder outburst.

"Did you drink the wrong potion?" Director Bloyd raced over in a panic.

"I-I drank the one that had my name on it!" she replied more quietly so as to not blow out everyone's ear drums.

"We have no choice… Swap the roles. Sienna takes the shocking dildo, and Robyn takes the dragon dildo. Come on, we can't be wasting time. Enchanted Touch expects the edited vidcrystals tonight!" he explained angrily.

When Robyn cast an uneasy look to Sienna and Sylvia, they were at just as much of a loss.

"It's just a dragon dick, Robyn! You got this!" Sienna flashed a thumbs up.

"Just a dragon dick? It's a fucking dragon dick! Sylvia, there's got to be something in the contract that says I don't have to do this." Robyn searched the secretary for help.

"I'm sorry, Robyn. The agreement between us and Enchanted Touch is just that you both try the dildos presented to you," Sylvia said apologetically.

Sienna drank the other potion and went off to the scene Robyn was originally supposed to shoot. Meanwhile, Lilia came up and waved.

"You going to be alright, Robyn? Maybe I can ask the director—"

"No, I'm doing this. An actress has to improvise when things go off-script, right? If I chicken out, then Dame Gwen's going to laugh at me. Dragon dick, here I come!" Robyn approached the draconic phallus that was four and a half feet in height, thicker than her head at normal size. The fleshy mast was segmented and ribbed all over. She was going to have to… put that inside her?

"Hot mama…" A gnome cameraman popped a boner.

Bloyd sauntered by in his usual haughty gait to signal that everyone was ready to start filming, then— pointed a finger at Robyn to begin. Swallowing her hesitation, she positioned her gigantified pussy over the thick tip. There was no way. It wasn't even lubed.

"Your spit. Use your spit!" Bloyd shouted.

"Guh…" Robyn let a globule of saliva dribble down the dragon dildo.

The director proceeded to motion at his own chest. Robyn caught on. She sandwiched the massive slab of meat between her even more massive breasts. Although she shouldn't, she was beginning to get hot and bothered. They filmed her giving this dick a boobjob, rubbing up and down like it was a real thing to get it off.

Soon, it became slickened by her saliva. The stiffness, the ridges and segments she felt against her breasts… This big thing would probably feel better… inside.

A strange urge welled up within Robyn's chest. She felt compelled to do more. Her body moved on its own, commanded by blind lust, to straddle the dragon dick. Slowly, she lowered herself until the tip plunged through.

"Nngh… It's so big…" Robyn squeezed her eyes shut.

It went in a few inches at a time. Her pussy quivered with ecstasy, feeling each fleshy segment. When Robyn had taken it all down to the base, the entire camera crew applauded.

This wasn't something to clap about!

Bloyd motioned for Robyn to 'get moving'.

"Fuh…" Robyn moved up and down at a gentle pace, her pussy juices lubricating the giant dildo even more.

Vrrrrrrrrrrrrrrt!

It started vibrating.

"I th-thought this was a dildo— aaahhh!" Robyn's knees buckled. Her eyes rolled back. Her nipples hardened like stone. She climaxed as the vibrations shook her to the very core.

"Oh, no. It is most definitely a vibrator! Enchanted Touch's newest line of vibrator products are fitted with mana-oscillators to provide maximum vibrations! I didn't believe a dainty elf like you could take it, but I'm glad you're proving me wrong!" Bloyd howled.

The pleasure was mind-numbing. Robyn had just come, and she was going to orgasm again soon.

"Go, Robyn! Ride that bad dragon!" Sienna hooted from afar having finished her shoot.

"Watching me… isn't helping— aahh! Mmh… God, fuck… I'm cumming again!" Robyn screamed in ecstasy, bucking her hips to chase after the high.

Everyone was enraptured. They watched intensely like it was an opera, but the unfolding climax wasn't a conflict. It was just Robyn orgasming. Repeatedly.

VRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRT!

"No, no, stop! Turn down the vibrations— It's coming… I'm going to lose my mind— aahhhhhhhhhhhhh!" Robyn slammed her hips down to the base of the dildo and squirted.

A clear stream shot over the camera crew.

"ME FIRST!"

"NO, BACK OFF!"

A few impassioned and horny men abandoned their post. They jumped in front of the line of fire— and were promptly blasted away.

Still quivering from the intense orgasm, Robyn landed backwards with a heavy thud and knocked over a couple of set pieces. The dragon dick that was vibrating inside her slowly buzzed to a stop, and Robyn… passed out.

Robyn awoke a little later to a set curtain having been laid over her. She was still a giant. The crew was eating from the catering tables. A group of unhappy custodians were mopping up the puddle she had made earlier. Sylvia was just now coming over with a plate of mashed potatoes and blood sausages.

"Ugh… How long was I out, and how long will I stay like this?" Robyn asked.

"Half an hour. I believe you have another half hour to go," Sylvia replied, tapping on her wristwatch.

"Think of the bright side. You discovered the joys of being a big gal. Maybe you're going to start liking even bigger dicks." Sienna laughed.

"Ha-ha." She rolled her eyes, then noticed Bloyd and Lilia walking behind a large scene screen.

The shoot should be done, so they didn't need to hang around each other anymore. However, Robyn couldn't shake the uneasy feeling in her chest. While the others were celebrating over at the catering table, she snuck over as slowly and quietly as her large form could.

"C'mon, Lilia. Babe! I focused on you an extra lot today. The least you can do is give me a little extra something in return," Bloyd said.

"I never asked you to, and don't pretend you didn't have anything to do with what those fairies did. I saw you whispering to them before they went over to the potion counter," Lilia returned accusingly.

"I'm hurt that you think so! There wasn't any harm in it. Everything turned out fine. Enough about that though. Turn around and stick your ass up for me, babe. You're used to this anyway, aren't you?"

"No, let go—"

"Alright, that's enough." Robyn peered over the scene screen and reached down to pick up the director.

Bloyd went into panic mode. His sunglasses fell off, revealing eyes snapped open in terror.

"L-Let me down, you crazy bitch!" Bloyd cried.

"Sure, no problem. I just figured you were hungry. Caterings that way, so lemme show you the way. Sienna, think fast!" Robyn flung him like a ragdoll.

The director screamed all the way. Sienna barely caught him in time, and by then, he was paler than a ghost and had passed out.

"Robyn?! Why would you do that? He's the director!" Lilia exclaimed.

"I didn't like the way that bastard was treating you. Besides, what is he going to do? We already got the film, and he was just some guy hired by Enchanted Touch." Robyn shrugged.

Lilia pursed her lips. She clenched her fists, too. It looked like she was trying to get the words out and was having some trouble.

"A… ate…"

"You say something? My bad. I'm a little too high right now." She leaned down with her ear to Lilia.

Eyes snapped up, Lilia cupped both hands over her mouth and yelled, "A DATE!"

Taken back by the outburst, Robyn fell backwards and almost crushed a film crew member passing by. Lilia stormed around, red up to her pointed ears.

"A what?" Robyn floundered.

"Don't make me say it a second time!" Lilia groaned aloud. "Next weekend, you and me, the Magi's Carnival. That's how I'll return the favor, so be there or not. I don't care."

Without another word or clarification, she did an about face and stormed out of the studio.

"What did you do to her this time?" Sienna came running to ask.

"As if I fucking know, but I just scored a date with the Lilia Amerella!" Robyn whooped, then it dawned on her a second later. "Ah, fuck. A date with Lilia…"


Chapter 17

When the weekend arrived, Robyn couldn't be more nervous about the date with Lilia. She stayed inside her room, unwilling to come out while Sienna and Twinkle were pounding at the door.

"Come out already, you big baby. There are thousands of desperate guys who'd kill to go on a date with Lilia!" Sienna shouted.

"God, but I really don't feel like going. My stomach is killing me. My skin is crawling. What if she just makes fun of me the whole time?" Robyn groaned.

Sure, Lilia was cute. She wasn't THAT cute. She had an abrasive personality, and aside from being a fan of Robyn's, she had few other redeeming qualities. But… she did save her that night out with Dame Gwenevier…

"Robyn, you lost our chance to shoot a film with Dame Gwen. Now get out here and convince Lilia to shoot one with you!" a familiar director yelled from the other side.

"Cordy? What the fuck are you doing in my apartment? Now I'm definitely not getting out!" Robyn shouted in return.

"He kind of just barged in a second ago…" Sienna sighed.

Robyn eventually relented and came out of her room. The other three backed away as she did. Dressed in a white blouse, dark brown corset, and leather pants, Robyn looked ready to hit the grocery store than a date. How long had it even been since she went on a date? God damn ages.

Of course, no one was impressed.

"Damn, Robyn. You going to go pick up milk, too?" Sienna asked.

"Can you buy some candy on the way home?" Twinkle batted her tiny eyelashes.

"Get off me! How am I supposed to know what to wear on a date? It's the Magi's Carnival anyway, not some opera theater!" Robyn retorted.

"Listen." Cordelius put an arm around her shoulder. "You scored a date with Lilia. This is a chance of a lifetime. If you swoon her, we could get a collab without me needing to pull out another loan!"

"You don't have any shame, do you?" She narrowed her eyes at him.

It was almost time to meet up with Lilia. While Cordelius, Sienna, and Twinkle cheered Robyn on, she descended from the apartment to hail a carriage out of the city. As soon as she climbed into a carriage, her coworkers did too on another carriage.

"Hey, you guys can't be serious!" Robyn slapped a hand to her face.

"What? It's the Magi's Carnival! It only comes twice a year. I'm not missing this," Sienna said.

"They also have chocolates not sold anywhere else. I can taste the milky-chocolaty goodness already…" Twinkle's wings fluttered in anticipation.

They turned their eyes to the imp, who most likely wasn't coming for the carnival.

"I don't care if Sienna and Twinkle come, but I take issue with Cordy." Robyn folded her arms.

"You heard the lady. Get gone, Cordy." Sienna picked the imp up by the shoulders.

"Huh? Wait a minute! You can't just get rid of me. I'm your boss—"

Without waiting for another word, Sienna hurled Cordelius into the sky. They set off for the Magi's Carnival, their coin purses bulging at the seams and would be empty by the end of the day. On a flat field outside of Morganta, the only things around were a fleet of vardo wagons arranged in a circle. Giant floating signs with the words, 'Magi's Carnival' drifted slowly like bubbles in the air.

At first glance, someone would think they were being pranked. However, the carnival itself wasn't out here. It was only accessed through a portal located within the vardo wagon circle.

"Took you long enough. What kind of guy makes a girl wait? Well, I guess I can forgive you for that. Since, after all, you aren't a man anymore." Lilia was waiting by the ticketing gate, foot tapping impatiently until the grass had flatten under her shoe.

The popular adult video actress, who dominated the elven damsel genre, was wearing a cute yellow dress with floral patterns running up the left side. Her skirt stopped at the knees. Her curly blonde hair was gathered up to a single tail by a scrunchy and draped over her right shoulder.

"Hi…" Whatever retort Robyn had brewing lodged at the bottom of her throat.

"Hmm." Lilia caught on and smirked. "Are you nervous about going on a date with me?"

"Ha! As if. I've been on plenty of dates before. Women lined up for me!" she lied through her teeth.

Lilia let it slide. They walked up to the ticketing gate together. The family in front of them got their entrance ticket and a magic portal opened up for them to step through.

"Sisters? Or perhaps a couple!" A human man in a sorcerer's garb wrinkled his mustache and greeted them from the booth with a smile.

"We're not a—"

"Couple, yes!" Lilia bumped Robyn aside to answer.

"Very well! Then a couple's discount will be applied to your tickets." He slid two across the counter and took the small stack of coins from Lilia.

The portal opened again.

"Hold on, let me pay you back." Robyn reached for her coin purse.

"No need. Let's go!" Lilia grabbed her hand and pulled her in.

A vacuum of air spat them onto a crowded thoroughfare of fanciful music, clowns performing tricks for passersby, and dragons flying overhead.

Magi's Carnival. It was created by a group of retired Civil Guards as a pet project but had since exploded in popularity. The entire place existed within a separate realm forged from magic, much like a wizard's tower. A bright celestial sky full of stars blinked down on the carnival city. Massive roller coasters weaved overhead, riders' shouts cutting short going from one portal to the next.

Lilia drew a sharp gasp at it all and flashed a big smile. Just as quickly though, she pursed her lips and recomposed herself.

"So, where shall we head first?" Lilia cleared her throat and asked.

"This is actually my first time here. I thought maybe you were going to take us around," Robyn said.

"Then that makes two of us. It seems like we'll be experiencing this for the first time together!" She grinned wide.

Robyn glanced away, unprepared for how cute and innocent Lilia looked when not being a brat. Suddenly, Sienna and Twinkle emerged from the portal. Since Robyn and Lilia were just standing there, the other two almost ran into them.

"Lilia!" Robyn pulled her ahead a few steps to avoid getting bumped into.

"Ow. What is it? Hasn't anyone ever taught you not to rush a girl?" Lilia huffed.

"I-I was just thinking, we… uh… check out some of the games! Maybe we can make it a competition and win some prizes."

"Oh? Maybe you do have it in you to ensure a good date. By all means, Robyn. Show me a good time." She walked ahead, nose turned to the blinking sky.

Robyn took one look over her shoulder. Sienna and Twinkle silently apologized for almost running into them. They were both wearing silly sunglasses to cover their eyes, as if that made things any less suspicious…

"Just try not to run into us, alright?" Robyn whispered to them.

They gave a thumbs up, but Twinkle was immediately distracted by a cotton candy cart and squealed all the way to it.

Putting them into the back of her mind, Robyn chased after Lilia to the carnival games. Her date was watching a strength test game called Courage & Muscle. Contestants took turns smashing an enchanted mallet onto a plate, which bumped a blob of slime up to the scale. They only won if it hit the bell at the very top.

"Alright, Robyn. How about you go over and show them how it's done?" Lilia smirked.

"Are you kidding me? Have you seen the kind of people in line? There's not a single elf in sight!" Robyn complained.

"But I think you can win if you give it your all. You're probably stronger than you look, and you just don't know it yet~" she said in a cutesy manner.

Charmed by Lilia's insistence, a wave of strength and courage surged through Robyn like no other. She stepped up to the plate amid stares of doubts and chuckling. They were an afterthought now. Only a single thing was on her mind— to impress Lilia.

"Ain't ya fifty kilos too light to be trying, babe?" the goblin game attendant asked.

"Shut up and give me the mallet." Robyn flicked him a coin for a try and was handed the comically-sized mallet. She hoisted it over her shoulders. The weight of the giant head was unwieldy. Doubt pricked at the back of her mind. Putting all her strength behind it, she brought it down on the plate and…

The slime mass only moved up an inch.

Lilia doubled over in laughter, pointing and slapping her knees.

"Lilia, you bitch!" Robyn growled, then turned to the goblin. "There's no way I'm that weak. What's the gimmick here?"

"Hey, no gimmick! All our games are honest." He raised both hands.

"How much for both of us to try it at the same time?" Lilia came up to ask.

Both?

"Wait, you just saw me barely budge this thing. Two of us aren't making a big difference. Besides, you had me come up here just to get a laugh!" Robyn exclaimed.

"Chill out. Geez. We'll do it together. We got it this time." Lilia nodded and slipped the goblin a few extra coins.

Together, Robyn and Lilia hoisted the mallet. Together, they brought it down on the plate. To everyone's surprise, the blob of slime hit the top and rang the bell.

"We did it!" Lilia jumped for joy.

"Well, I'll be damned. Here you go, sweetcheeks. Your prize. An elixir of strength. Makes you stronger than a giant. Lasts for a few minutes though." He handed the vial of yellowish liquid, and the two of them stepped away to let the next contestant try.

"How did we do that? Don't tell me you got some magic in you that popped that thing?" Robyn asked.

She shook her head. "I do have a little affinity for magic, but there was a gimmick. It's called Courage & Strength. I sensed some magic fluctuating from the mallet. It probably gauges your confidence rather than your actual strength. Just a guess, of course. Oh, here. Maybe you can win in the next strength game we come across."

Lilia dropped the elixir of strength into the palm of Robyn's hand.

They went on to play other games. Wherever they went was on Lilia's whims. She eventually dragged Robyn across the carnival to the rides. The rumble of machinery and people screaming petrified her feet.

"Hmm. Nope. Yeah, nope. I'm not going on those. This date is over." Robyn turned around only for Lilia to grab her wrist.

"You're not going anywhere until we ride something," Lila demanded.

"If you want to risk the fraction of a percentage in splattering, be my guest! I want to live to see another day," she said, pulling against her.

"Fine, you chicken! How about that over there?"

Robyn followed Lilia's finger to a cozy ride called the Stars, Dreams, and Heavens. A boat shaped like a sea gryphon with two passengers in it drifted into the opening of a dragon's mouth. It looked pleasant and safe enough… Relenting to Lilia, they hopped into one together.

"Alrighty, Magi-friends!" The carnival's mascot of a rabbit in a top hat skipped up to them. Remember to stay inside the boat. Under no circumstances are you to jump off. Now, have a magi-cal journey!"

The boat lurched to the opening.

"Wait, what happens if you fall off the boat? WHAT HAPPENS?" Robyn shouted, but only received a wave in return before they entered.

Darkness awaited them— then a firework of stars and nebulas erupted all around them. The rays of shooting colors would have been nice, if Robyn didn't flinch after each explosion.

"What's going on? Is this death? Am I dying?" Robyn cried, slumping into her seat.

"You're such a baby! If you're so scared, I'll let you take my hand. Here." Lilia snatched her hand and entwined their fingers together.

Already, Robyn was feeling safer. She stole a look at Lilia, whose eyes lit up like the colorful explosions around them. Every now and then, the girl would flinch from a nearby eruption, but her laughter filled the air soon after.

Everything started calming down. Their boat drifted along a river running through a bright, green and blue jungle. Birds sang a pleasant tune from tree branches. Fishes jumped out of the water beside them.

"I'd always wanted to come to one when I was a kid," Lilia began nostalgically. "We didn't have a lot of money, so my parents' answer would always be 'no'. Meanwhile, all my classmates at school would talk about how much fun they had at Magi's Carnival. When someone asked me if I went, I lied and said yes. Had to make something up, because I didn't actually go. Silly, right?"

"Well, I'm trying to connect the dots of whether that's why you're so uppity— oww!"

Lilia pinched Robyn's side.

"There's probably a reason you're single!" she snarled.

"You're one to talk!" Robyn fired back and tried to pinch her in return.

Their struggling rocked the boat. Lilia almost tipped over, but Robyn yanked her back in. They landed on the floor of the boat with her on top, faces less than an inch from each other. Lilia and Robyn quickly recomposed themselves and settled back into the seats.

"A girl needs tough skin in this business. You want me acting all ditsy like that film we did? Because I can." Lilia raised a brow.

"No, I had enough of people faking it. Your personality is coarser than sandpaper, but you're leagues better and more fun than Dame Gwen," Robyn said.

Lilia probably didn't want to show it, but she turned away as a smile creased on her face. The rest of the ride was a wonderland of sights, delving into the fae realms to an elemental plane, and finally returning to Magi's Carnival.

When they got back, people were heading in the direction of a gigantic tent colored in stripes of purple, red, blue, and yellow. Streamers at the top fluttered wildly to a non-existent wind.

"What's going on over there?" Robyn asked.

"That must be the wyrm ring! Let's go get tickets before they fill up!" Lilia exclaimed, pulling Robyn on again.

They stopped in front of a separate ticketing booth that sold passes into special events all over Magi's Carnival. The wyrm ring being one of them, where the wingless race of dragons performed tricks for spectators. Robyn, however, noticed a fortune-telling booth with an old elven crone staring right at her.

"You wait in line, I'm going to check something out. I'll buy us a snack on the way back!" Robyn dipped out of line.

"Leaving your date behind? Seriously?" Lilia groaned.

The humble tent was out of place where it had been set up. Robyn pulled back the beads and flaps to enter.

"Welcome, dearie, to Madam Kerra's humble abode." The crone smiled, revealing crooked yellow teeth.

"Robyn Clemrose." Robyn sat down in the open seat and slid three kleins across the table. "I'm looking to get my fortune read. I wanna know what my future is like. If I'll still be… er… a woman."

Madam Kerra collected the kleins, and her crystal ball glowed brightly. Her hands hovered over the clear glass, which began to fog up before their eyes.

"I see… I see…" Madam Kerra began quietly.

"W… What do you see?" Robyn leaned in.

"I'm not sure, actually." The old woman pulled back. "It's colored murky white. Looks sticky, too. Eugh. I'm sorry, dearie. Your future is too obscured in this viscous substance for me to see clearly."

"Murky white, great… I can totally guess what that's all about…" She rolled her eyes.

With nothing to learn, Robyn got up to leave.

"Wait! I do see another. Not from the future, but from the past. Someone you know made you what you are," Madam Kerra said.

"Yeah, yeah. I already know. That was an accident—"

"Not by accident. This was by design," she explained cryptically.

"What? By who?" Robyn came back to ask.

The fortune-teller didn't know anything else. Her crystal ball was allegedly too cloudy to see anything else, and more kleins weren't going to polish it clean. Robyn returned to Lilia with some heart-clogging fried phoenix legs to snack on. They got in early enough to catch the last of the front row seats in the wyrm ring.

Hoops on fire, a pool full of monstrous fish, and a ringleader guiding the wyrms into the ring… People cheered it all on every time a wyrm performed a trick, guided by its ringleader.

"I didn't even know you could tame wyrms! Aren't these crazy strong even for the Civil Guard to take on?" Robyn asked.

"I'm kind of worried!" Lilia replied over the cheers. "Don't you think the ringleaders are treating the wyrms a little too violently?"

Actually…

Robyn watched as the only time the wyrms did a trick like jumping over rings of fire or diving into the water to catch a fish, it was after being struck by a whip. Wyrms were serpent-like dragons without wings. They were also incredibly ferocious.

As a wyrm ran circles around the ring, it snarled at them on driveby. Lilia squealed and clutched onto Robyn's arm tightly.

"M-Maybe this isn't my kind of show…" Lilia stammered.

"We can head out, I don't mind. Wanna go?" Robyn asked.

Lilia nodded. However, just as they were about to leave, the larger of the two wyrms pounced on top of the smaller one. Everyone started screaming. Parents covered their children's eyes. The ringleaders whipped at the attacking wyrm, but it struck back. They ran instead.

Chaos fell upon the entire ring. Everyone was running away screaming while the wyrm rampaged. The exits clogged up with far too many people crowding it.

"Ahh!" Lilia tripped to the ground when someone bumped into her.

"Lilia, get up! We gotta go!" Robyn tried pulling Lilia up, but her ankle was sprained and swollen.

The wyrm let loose a bellowing roar and charged right for them. There was nowhere else to run, but there was one thing she could do.

"I knew I should've fucking stayed home!" Robyn pulled out the elixir of strength and downed it. Nothing about her seemed to change, but she had to believe it worked. When the wyrm was right on top of them ready to maul her, she grabbed it by the horns and skidded to a stop, heels mere inches from Lilia.

"Robyn?!" Lilia gasped.

"This damn thing is really… strong… I don't know how much I can hold it back, so hurry and get out of here!" she yelled.

"I-I'm not going to just leave you!"

Damn it. Robyn always pictured herself playing the hero when she was a guy. Being a member of the Civil Guard or a knight of the Republican Chevalier would have been a dream come true. An adult actress shouldn't be putting her life on the line like this! But she couldn't let Lilia get hurt.

Where was the help anyway? Wasn't it taking a little damn long?

"Close your eyes, Robyn!" a small, high-pitched voice shouted.

Robyn didn't hesitate. An extremely bright light flashed past even the cracks of her eyelids. But the weight of the wyrm disappeared. She opened her eyes to find it writhing in the ring, talons clawing at its own eyes while a bright light darted around like an annoying fly. That fly, however, was none other than Twinkle.

"Good work, Twinkle! Now leave it to me," Sienna said, striding in with the mallet from Courage & Strength.

"Sienna, Twinkle! Holy shit, am I glad to see you guys!" Robyn sighed.

After Twinkle flew away, the wyrm recovered its eyesight and lunged at Sienna. She wound up the mallet like a club and swung, uppercutting the draconic beast from the chin. It flew across the ring and landed in the empty stands.

Magi's Carnival's security detail consisting of hired Civil Guards rushed in once the exits cleared. They secured the scene and thanked Sienna and Twinkle for saving the day. Robyn wanted to butt in and claim some glory, but it looked like Lilia needed some company after the encounter. A cleric was just finishing healing her ankle when she came up to them.

"You okay?" Robyn asked.

"I'm a little sad I won't be able to call in sick, but yeah. I'm fine. What about you? Surprised you didn't wet yourself coming between me and the wyrm like that." Lilia teased.

"Hey, hey… I just saved you, and this is the thanks I get—"

Lilia hopped to her feet and kissed Robyn on the cheek. It was just a peck. It was also enough to make Robyn redder than a tomato.

Wait, can I get that again? Maybe somewhere that matters!" Robyn said after shaking off the shock.

"That's about all you're getting out of me. I had fun on the date, all things considered. We should do it again sometime. I'll have my studio give Cordy a call about a collab shoot. You better have some experience with girl on girl action." Lilia winked.


Chapter 18

After a successful streak of pornos and scoring a commercial shoot, Adventurers Gone Wild was running on a high never before seen. Robyn was finally able to make a living after years on fumes, and all it took was her becoming an actress rather than an actor. Her popularity was going to skyrocket even more since she secured a girl on girl shoot with Lilia Amerella, which Robyn couldn't wait.

Sienna continued to rake it in because big busty women were a hot commodity, and Tomas somehow got popular with cougars for his youthful appearance. Those two were doing their own thing today in a separate shoot. Meanwhile, Robyn had a mission to achieve. Enchanted Touch liked the commercial so much, they reached out to Adventurers Gone Wild to have a pussy mold made for Robyn. Sylvia, naturally, conducted the contractual agreements for the go-ahead.

However, they were missing one thing. An important ingredient necessary to make such a thing. A slime. Yes, those damnable monsters. Unfortunately, it couldn't just be any slime. There were so many subspecies, and the properties of their gelatinous body were incredibly varied. The company didn't go out of their way to hunt these slimes, so it was up to the actor or actress to do so. Usually, a studio or agency representing the person hired adventurers to do it.

Too bad for Robyn, Cordelius was a greedy little shit who refused to pay the premium for adventurers. That put the onus on her. Which was why she had come to the Civil Guard this morning to hire help.

"Hey, Lorna! I'm looking to put in a quest!" Robyn exclaimed on the way in.

"Oh, it's you." Lorna, the receptionist at the counter, shot Robyn the side-eyed glare while writing something down. "I hope you have the kleins to do so, since I don't see Twinkle with you to offer her services in your place."

"Whoa, what's with the hostility? I do have the money to pay now! You're looking at one of the hottest rising porn stars in the republic." She puffed up her chest in pride, and the other woman's demeanor shifted to a more positive one.

"In that case, how may I help you? Please tell me the full details of your quest, and I'll get it sorted right away!"

Robyn proceeded to explain that the slime she needed was from a subspecies called a vinty. They were solitary slime, and some have been spotted in the local abandoned wizard's tower. Wizard towers were extremely dangerous dungeons of gargantuan scale long deserted by their masters, be it death from old age, stupid magical experiments, or just left to collect dust entirely.

Many were perfect places for Civil Guard guildies to plunder since it was full of treasures, but the dangers were just as great. Actually, some were so dangerous that the Civil Guard outright refused to allow quests to be conducted there. So, as soon as Lorna had heard the location, she shifted uncomfortably from one foot to the other.

"Very well. Because a wizard's tower is ranked at Extreme Difficulty, that puts the base reward cost at 5,000 kleins. Is that agreeable with you?" Lorna asked, penning it down on a journal.

"F-Five? Yeah! I can do five grand—"

"Additionally, since this is to capture a vinty and capture quests are by their nature more difficult than slaying quests, the reward cost is bumped up by one and a half. Making it 12,500. Is that also agreeable with you?" she asked.

"12,500 KLEINS?! Holy fucking shit. No wonder Cordy said fuck all." Robyn felt faint just thinking about handing over that much money.

Well, it was a dangerous quest…

"If you're unable to afford the reward, maybe you can shave the price down with a service offer?" Lorna proposed.

Right. Last time, Twinkle offered her service to Nelson as a glorified lantern. What could a porn actress give though?

"Uh… I can… offer sexual services?" Robyn suggested half-heartedly.

"Rule number 5, the Civil Guard does not accept lascivious services!" Lorna pointed to the giant commandments written on the wall in bold behind her.

"Alright, alright! I'll fork over the fucking kleins…" She wrote a check and handed it to her.

This was going to hurt Robyn's bank in the short run, but getting her hands on that damn vinty for a pussy mold would make back so much more. Now to wait for—

"Robyn?" Nelson peered past the brim of his pointy mage's cowl. "Did you put in a quest? I-I can help you! Lorna, I'd like to take whatever quest Robyn just put up!"

"Nelson, this might be a little out of your league…" Lorna explained hesitantly.

"This is perfect! With your help, Nelson, we can nab the vinty and skedaddle out of there with a portal!" Robyn exclaimed.

"We as in…"

"Huh? Yeah, we. I want to make sure we catch the slime. I'll stay out of danger, I swear! And… don't you want to spend some time with me?" She asked, leaning close to him and lightly drawing circles on his chest with her finger.

Lorna expelled a heavy sigh. Although she was able to caution guildies against a quest, she couldn't refuse them from accepting one. It was on the Civil Guard member to make that decision.

Both Robyn and Nelson emerged from the building, but she couldn't help but feel their group was a little too small.

"Maybe we should recruit some more people. You know anyone, Nelson?" Robyn asked her companion.

"I do, but my usual adventuring group is busy today… I'm sure we'll be fine. Just the two of us… it feels like a date," Nelson said, squirming in excitement and nervousness.

"I… got a better idea… Come on." She led the way to the Club Reguard.

Business was slow in the morning. There wasn't a line. Robyn flashed her gold card, and the bouncer welcomed her in like royalty. What few people were around had occupied the counters to nurse their expensive drinks.

"Ah, Robyn Clemrose. How may I help you?" the finely-dressed half-orc host asked.

"I'm looking for Vred. Was thinking he could help me with something. He around?" Robyn asked.

"Vred should be in the back. I'll go fetch him, so please wait here." He bowed and left to do just that.

Nelson was shaking so damn much it made Robyn anxious.

"Can you get a grip? I'm cool with these guys, so we're safe," Robyn whispered.

"You're cool with the MOB?" Nelson gasped.

Vred came out at that moment, staring down Nelson with a menacing aura. The mage squeaked and hid behind Robyn.

"Friend of yours?" Vred pointed at the terrified elf.

"S-Stay back! I went to university and know how to use magic!" Nelson stammered.

"Not really… This is Nelson, a Civil Guard doing my quest. Which leads me to why I'm here— I need your muscle, big guy. Can you spare a day to help?" Robyn asked.

"Don Gordia made it clear that if you need anything, I'm to do everything in my power to help," he said.

Robyn gave Vred the rundown on the carriage ride to the wizard tower codenamed, Praxis. They were named according to the wizards who once owned them, usually after a few brave adventurers entered the tower and found proof. Praxis was allegedly ten-thousand years old and had since been blanketed in overgrown vines, tree roots, and other vegetation. On the outside, at least.

"There you have it. I need this thing to make a mold out of my poon," Robyn concluded.

"I'll do all that I can to capture that vinty then!" Vred promised her, though she suspected— recalling that he was a fan, too— his goal was to get his hands on that mold.

They arrived in front of Praxis in which the entrance was guarded by a small Republican Chevalier regiment. The knights were camped outside, with a watchtower overlooking the area.

"Halt!" A Chevy came up to them, his halberd blocking the way. "Beyond this point, only Republican Chevaliers, Civil Guards, and those licensed to enter may do so."

"I'm a Civil Guard! These are my companions. I have my papers right here…" Nelson fumbled showing the Chevy his identification.

Security was warranted. It used to be that everyone and their grandmothers would venture into a wizard's tower for riches. So many ended up needing saving because they were unfit to delve into a dungeon that the Republic barred public entry. Only those capable were allowed to enter now.

After a few minutes, the Chevy was satisfied and stood aside to let them through. Robyn took a deep breath in front of the tower's grandiose iron gated entrance, brimming with excitement. She had always dreamed about being a Civil Guard but never had the power to actually become one. This didn't make her one, but at least she could experience it first hand.

As soon as they entered, it was like crossing a threshold into another world. The tower looked thin from outside, but powerful magic multiplied the size within to massive proportions.

"Careful, Robyn!" Nelson shouted as she ran ahead.

"God damn!" Robyn stopped at the railing and gazed into the depths. She craned her neck up, but the ceiling couldn't be seen. There were countless floors, each containing its own treasures and dangers. The floor they were on looked like a library. Shelves were stuffed full of books. Cobwebs dominated wherever there was a corner.

"This place gives me the creeps…" Vred joined her by the edge, but he recoiled the moment he looked over.

Now, to look for the vinty.

They descended to the next floor and encountered a group of skeletons shambling about. Their only weapons were rusty swords. Robyn stayed in the back while the other two fought. Vred made quick work out of one by caving its skull in with a maul, and Nelson blasted them with bolts of magic from afar. It was how most of their fights went.

"Pretty safe so far. Are wizard towers really that big a deal?" Robyn asked.

"They definitely are!" Nelson protested, holding his staff close. "The more dangerous monsters and traps are on the far upper and far lower levels. Floors closest to the entrance are safest because people who came through here before took care of the dangers."

"You been here before?"

He nodded. "Farthest I went down was sub level 25. I think I heard other members say they saw a vinty somewhere at 30."

They had descended to the sub fifth floor from the entrance by now. Some of the skeletons had leather armor and headgears. Their weapons were sharper, less dented and rusty.

"Ugh. I'm getting tired. Can't you make us a portal down there?" Robyn groaned.

"The tower's magic disrupts portals. It would be way too dangerous. We might end up on an entirely different floor and never find our way out again," Nelson warned worriedly.

By the time they reached the tenth floor, the trio decided to take a break before continuing. Nelson was prepared. He had rations to hand out to them. The books around the area made for great kindling to start a small fire, too.

"I'm going to take a leak. No one follow me," Robyn said.

"Are you sure? At the very least, I should come keep guard," Vred suggested.

"Y-Yeah! We should stick together," Nelson added.

"I don't need either of you listening in on my waterworks, alright? It'll be quick. I'll run at the first sign of trouble, and if I need to fight, I have this sword I picked up from a skeleton earlier!" She tried to lift the unwieldy longsword, but the two of them reared back to avoid getting hit.

Nelson and Vred agreed to stay put. Robyn ventured past the unending aisles of bookcases until she found a door. Cracking it open revealed a small study. She entered the room and closed it gently so the others wouldn't hear. Her intention was never to take a piss. She just wanted to do a little solo exploring and had hit the jackpot.

Sitting in the back of the room in front of a fireplace was an iron-banded chest. It looked a little out of place compared to the dusty old room. Its wooden make wasn't very dusty.

"There's got to be treasure in that. Come to mama!" Robyn went to open it until she realized it had no lock, latch, or handle.

Weird.

While inspecting the chest for an opening, the lid suddenly cracked open on its own. Robyn wasn't sure what she did, but luck was on her side today. She slipped her fingers into the cracks and threw open the lid expecting treasure. It wasn't. Instead, a mass of writhing purple tentacles came to life and latched onto her.

"Aw, fuck! Help? I made a big mistake! I admit wrong and want to be saved now!" Robyn cried.

The tentacles tore her clothes off and invaded her private parts. Warm and fleshy wet appendages brushed against her nipples. She shuddered to its touch. Another tentacle, this one with little bumps like taste buds, slipped into her pants and rubbed her pussy. She shuddered again but more intensely.

Robyn tried to yank herself free but fell forward instead. The chest tipped over, and the tentacles started feeling up her butt.

"Robyn?!" Her companions appeared at last.

"That's a chest mimic!" Nelson exclaimed.

"I don't care what it is! Get this damn thing off me before I— fuh… fuck, I'm going to cum!" Robyn moaned, clenching her fists as a tentacle plunged into her pussy.

Vred ran behind the chest and clobbered it, but his attacks didn't so much as hurt the mimic. A tentacle shoved him away, while the rest continued to molest her.

"Hitting it won't work! Offer it something shiny… or kleins!" Nelson threw a bunch of coins to the ground, and the mimic finally let Robyn go to lick those up instead.

They backed up to the other side of the room, watching the mimic slurp up the kleins before going inert.

"Are we… safe now?" Robyn asked.

"Y-Yeah… that should fill it up, but… Robyn, your clothes." Nelson couldn't stop staring even after pointing it out.

Nothing remained except for her boots. Shit.

"I can give you my cloak," Vred offered.

"No, it's fine. There's probably a shirt in this standing closet," Robyn said.

"No, wait! That's a mimic, too!" Nelson shouted too late.

Robyn got within arm's reach of the closet when it sprung open. They snatched her in. She struggled and writhed in a bed of slimy tentacles. The mimic repeatedly forced her to climax, all the while Vred and Nelson tried to pry it open.

They eventually got her out, but not without setting fire underneath the mimic to burn it open. Robyn dropped out and laid there, covered in saliva, and twitching from her orgasms.

"Next time… you can tell a mimic because it's a lot cleaner than the furniture around it…" Nelson panted.

"I hate this place." Robyn sighed.

After wiping herself down and getting a move on again, they proceeded down the tower in search of a vinty. All Robyn had to wear now was a cloak. She was stark naked underneath. The boys walked slightly ahead with an odd gait, probably because they had erections.

They were on the sub 26th floor now. The floors around this area were prisons. Although the tower maintained its circular structure, long hallways led into wings of jail cells. A vinty shouldn't be too far. Robyn was finally going to get her pussy mold and make tons of money off merchandise sales.

"I'm going to need a nice hot bath after this though… but man, this cloak is chafing my tits. Hey, guys. It's pretty warm on this floor, so I'm taking off the cloak. Don't look back, alright?" Robyn warned them and shedded the piece of clothing off to walk around in her birthday suit.

Both of them were trying really hard not to look. Actually, it felt extremely thrilling to do so. Her pussy was practically gushing. The slight draft from the hole in the center of the tower teased her hard nipples. She started stroking her clit as they walked, and it excited her that they were right there.

A heavy thud echoed loudly. Two minotaur heads poked into the floor from the wing in front of them. They stopped cold and gasped, frozen solid out of fear.

"Fuck… is that a minotaur pair?" Robyn whispered, slowly backing up.

"No… not a minotaur. A rugotaur!" Nelson cried.

It stepped out to reveal its true form, a two-headed minotaur known as a rugotaur. The nine-foot beast pushed the guys aside and grabbed Robyn with one thick hand. Even though she was lifted into the air, her feet found purchase on something— its giant, erect cock.

"Female… breed!" the rugotaur bellowed.

"Eh? There's no way… you're going to fit inside me…" Robyn swallowed hard.

Vred slammed his maul into the back of the beast's knee. It came down hard, letting Robyn go to clutch its aching leg.

"Run!" Vred grabbed Robyn's hand and pulled her into a running start.

"No one's ever outrun a minotaur, let alone a rugotaur before!" Nelson exclaimed as they raced down the stairs to the next floor.

"Well, we better! That thing wants to fuck me, and it has a bigger dick than an orc!" Robyn yelled.

The rugotaur's hooves caused quakes each time it hit the ground. That thing was catching up. Fast. Vred pushed Robyn aside and spun around with his maul. It headbutted the half-orc into the wall, and rubble crumbled down over him. Nelson was in the middle of casting a spell, but he was too slow. The rugotaur picked him up, tossed him into a prison wing, and slammed the gate shut.

Robyn's knees buckled in fear. The rugotaur walked right up to her with its massive dick throbbing in her face. He picked her up with both hands and positioned her right over the slab of meat.

"Can we talk this out?" Robyn asked. "How about I come back with a potion to make myself bigger and— ooOOUUGHHH?!"

The rugotaur brought her down on his dick. It pried her pussy open. She felt the meat bulging and pulsing inside her. Each of the heads licked its own lips. They started pumping into Robyn, using her like a fleshlight. Her mind went to places far away, but every jab to her womb brought her back to consciousness.

"We breed you! You make babies!" they roared.

Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap!

"Stop… slow down at least! I'm going crazy… You're seriously splitting me open! I'm going to cum at this rate— aahhh!" Robyn found herself enjoying it with every second that passed. Her pussy screamed in its own way, squelching and gushing from being fucked so roughly.

It was like doing it with those muscle-headed bastard orcs all over again. However, the rugotaur was a hundred times more bestial and much more girthy.

Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap!

The relentless fucking wouldn't stop. Robyn was losing her mind. She saw stars and dicks. Whatever happened to life flashing before her eyes? This wasn't how it was supposed to work.

"I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" Robyn howled at the height of ecstasy.

At the same time, the rugotaur flooded her womb with steaming hot cum. There was so much that it squirted out of her pussy and pooled on the ground. Robyn was still lightheaded and climaxing when the beast brought her up to his faces.

"We keep you. Breed you as mate from now on," one of the heads said.

As the rugotaur walked off with Robyn, and her thinking this was going to be her life from now on, Vred got up and bashed the beast from behind. It stumbled forward and growled. He put Robyn down, whose hips were aching too much for her to move.

"Come on, you giant cow!" Vred bared his fangs.

"You no take mate!" The rugotaur charged, threatening to gore him a second time.

Nelson fired shards of frost into the ground, creating a sleet of ice at the rugotaur's feet. The beast slipped. Vred gave it one hard shove, tipping it over the railing and into the depths.

"Robyn! Are you okay?" Vred asked, lifting Robyn's head.

"We keep this… between us… Otherwise, Cordy… is going to make me come down here to fuck a rugotaur," Robyn grumbled.

"Good news, Robyn!" Nelson broke free from the gate and rushed out to them with something squirming in his satchel. "Thanks to the rugotaur throwing me into that corridor, I found a vinty inside one of the cells. You can make that mold now!"

"That's great! Though… Maybe we should wait on turning it in. Making a mold of my cunt now… people might think I'm loose," she said.


Chapter 19

A long line of people formed inside the Enchanted Touch store, leading out the door and around the block. The foyer had temporarily removed its usual goods and displays to feature new ones. Ones of Robyn. She couldn't believe her eyes. They were here for her. Her first and new sex toy. Oh, god. They were here to buy her sex toy.

They set up a table for a sort of stop and greet, and anyone who bought the pocket pussy of Robyn Clemrose were allowed to spare a few words to her. She was red hot for a reason other than horniness. It was extremely embarrassing, knowing these people would use her product to sate their libido.

"You know, Robyn. For a veteran porn actress, you tend to be very nervous," Sylvia said from the side.

"This is my first real merch! It's a little weird that a fucking mold of my pussy is all over the shelves right now," Robyn explained, hiding behind the table to avoid the stares of customers here to essentially buy her pussy.

The manufacturer even sent her a prototype. She had one sitting on the desk back at the apartment. Sienna and Twinkle wouldn't stop poking fun at her about it, too.

"It's important for your fans to see you. Otherwise, this promotion will be meaningless. Sit up, put on your best smile, and meet your fans. We only have to be here for two hours, which is much shorter than a shoot anyway." Sylvia used her tails to beckon Robyn onto the seat.

Sighing, Robyn relented and sat up. Countless eyes fell to her. The grand majority of them were men, obviously. Some fidgeted in place avoiding eye contact and others stole glances her away. These were the people who watched her stuff to rub one out. People who fantasized about being in Tomas' place to stick it in her.

"I'm feeling faint… How the hell do others do it?" Robyn groaned, slumping down a little.

"They just simply do. Sienna's most purchased merchandise is of her breasts with porous nipples to squeeze out liquid. Although her Milky's Milk has slowed down in sales over the years, that product has not. People love having physical goods. Celebrate, Robyn. You're rising to the bigger leagues now." Sylvia smiled as her tails flicked excitedly behind her.

The devilin was an enigma. Cordelius might be the only one who truly knew what Sylvia was thinking or wanted.

"Say, Sylvia. We don't really know much about each other except being coworkers. What were you doing before working for Adventurers Gone Wild?" Robyn asked.

"Oh, you wish to know?" One corner of Sylvia's lips twitched up. "I worked for Sovereign Demon as a custodian."

The words lodged in Robyn's throat. Sovereign Demon was the name given to the tyrannical devilin who once enslaved all devilin races under a single banner.

"You're joking… right?" Robyn cleared her throat.

"Well, I wonder? I shall leave that up to your imagination." Sylvia smiled.

Damn this woman…

Robyn was no closer to understanding Sylvia now compared to a minute ago. If she did serve the Sovereign Demon, it would explain her crisp attention to detail…

"Look sharp, Robyn. Your first fan, the first in line to have purchased your merchandise approaches," Sylvia whispered.

"First, huh? Must be a super fan—" Robyn sat up straight and came faced with Ginger, the obsessed stalker fan. "Of course, you're first in line…"

"Hi, Robyn! Congratulations on your merchandise. When I heard about its release, I just had to be the first to buy it. Although, I really do wish it was a mold of your penis. But I'm fine with this, too!"

It wasn't just one in her hands. She had a ten. Ten whole pocket pussies in her arms. What? Why? Who even needed that many? Moreover, Ginger was a woman. She didn't have a dick. At least… Robyn didn't recall seeing a dick…

"Hmm. I sense you two are acquainted?" Sylvia shot a curious gaze between them.

"I'm Robyn's girlfriend!" Ginger exclaimed promptly.

"Oh? I didn't know you had it in you." She turned in search of confirmation.

"Ginger is not my girlfriend! Actually, have more faith in me! I'm an eligible bachelor. I can get into a relationship if I want to!" Robyn fired back.

Sylvia started sniffing the air intensely, like a dog after catching the scent of something interesting. Or foul.

"Before I go, can you sign something for me?" Ginger asked.

"Yeah, sure. On all of them?" Robyn popped open the pen cap just as Ginger lifted her shirt.

Two mountain peaks, unbound by a bra, were perking right up. The pen almost slipped from Robyn's fingers. Stares from the people in line to buy the pocket pussy burned into them even harder.

"Across the chest please!" Ginger leaned forward.

Robyn swallowed hard and did as asked. She autographed Ginger's breasts. The azure-skinned devilin thanked them and skipped off with ten pocket pussies. That was the first fan of the fan meet, and Robyn was already exhausted.

"Hey, you were huffing the air like a mana-addict just now. What was that about?" Robyn whispered.

"Nothing. Probably just my imagination." Sylvia brushed off her concern.

The next few people were too shy to drop by to even say hello. It was probably incredibly awkward for them anyway. Robyn wouldn't want people watching her buy sex toys either. Most of these guys probably just wanted to get their shit and go right home. She didn't blame them.

Someone dressed in a heavy trench coat to cover his familiar half-orc body type tried to slink past. He had dark sunglasses on and a hat indoors to make it even more suspicious.

"Vred?" Robyn called out, causing the man to tense up.

"Hey, Robyn…" One could hear his bones creaking as Vred turned around.

"Haha! You're here to buy a pocket pussy, too? You should've mentioned something to me! I could probably get you one for free. Sylvia, this is Vred I told you about. He's with the, er… those guys, the ones who busted into the studio to collect on Cordy. Vred's cool though!'' She introduced the two.

"A pleasure." Sylvia stood up and bowed. "Thank you for aiding Robyn in Praxis the other week, and thank you for purchasing her debut merchandise. If you haven't heard, she is also an eligible bachelor."

Robyn and Vred gaped at Sylvia, then at each other.

"Ah— That's not what she meant! Sylvia, you're going to give people the wrong idea! Anyway… What's with that get-up? You hiding from someone?" Robyn asked the disguised half-orc.

"Me, hiding? No. This is just what I'm wearing today. I only came to buy something real quick," Vred answered nervously.

She spotted the distinct rectangular outline of the pocket pussy box in Vred's coat pocket. That was the something. That had to be her pocket pussy he was buying. When Vred noticed where she was staring, the jig was up and he went into panic mode.

"It's not what you think! I'm buying this for, uh… for Don Gordia! That's right. It's not for me. He sent me on a run to buy one for him in case it went out of stock," Vred explained

"Heh. I'm not going to blame you. My pussy is prime meat. I bet thinking of me gets you real going?" Robyn teased.

"Instead of a bachelor, you make for quite the bachelorette," Sylvia interjected and made Robyn go bright red upon realizing what her words meant.

"You're making it worse!"

Eventually, Vred needed to leave before Stitz realized he was gone for too long. Customers other than people Robyn knew started to actually drop by to talk. Many were shy and star-struck being so close to her.

"Thanks for buying my merch!" Robyn beamed at the full-blooded orc who was next in line, probably one of the few who were allowed to roam about Morganta.

"Sign please," the orc said, handing Robyn an empty box without the pocket pussy inside.

Did the clerk give him an empty one? As Robyn proceeded to sign the box, she noticed the two-toned color between the orc's thighs, just slightly hidden behind the leather waistcloth. Green and light flesh tone. This orc was wearing the pocket pussy already.

"Sure thing, bud…" Robyn autographed the box and slid it across using her pen.

The next to come by was a skittish human man in a brown robe. For some reason, Sylvia sniffed the air intensely again.

"It… It's nice to meet you in p-person, Robyn. I'm a b-big fan!" the guy said.

"Thanks! So, do you want me to sign your box?" Robyn offered.

"Actually, I was hoping to shake your ha… h-hand." He extended a shaky hand forward until Sylvia snatched his wrist with one tail.

The sudden violence startled other people in line.

"Oi, Sylvia! What gives?" Robyn cried.

"Stay back, Robyn." Sylvia fished out a radio, a crystal with a golden band across the axis, and lifted it up to her mouth. "Code red, code red!"

Two Republican Chevaliers rushed out from the store's interior to apprehend the fan.

"Someone wanna to explain to me what's going on? What the hell is a code red?" Robyn yelled.

"It's for your protection. Code yellow means pervert to keep an eye on. Code red means an extreme pervert who demands immediate attention," Sylvia explained as a matter of factly.

"Immediate attention? The guy just wanted a handshake!"

"Indeed, but no simple handshake." She yanked the man's hand forward, but he clenched it into a fist. "Show her."

Black eyes flashed red for a brief moment. It was the first time Robyn saw Sylvia cast magic. Whatever it was, he obeyed. His fingers uncurled. A viscous and cloudy white substance was smeared across his palm.

"Is that… jizz? Aw, gross— WHO DOES THAT?" Robyn gagged, backing away from the man.

"Enough that partners in the industry have designed several safeguards to protect their assets. Fortunately for us, Enchanted Touch values us enough to ask the Republican Chevaliers to keep peace today," Sylvia said calmly.

"Wait, not yet! Please, shake my hand first! It's still fresh!" he cried as an infernal portal opened.

The two Chevys walked him through it, silencing his pleas.

"One sec… If the Chevys are here, then does that mean…" Robyn shot a look to where they had come out from, and out came two more she was familiar with.

"That's right, Robyn. Your safety is my top priority. I swear it on my Chevalier steel!" Vanessa Durang, Marshal of the Third Legion, boomed in all her stoic glory, but it was lost on Robyn because they were at a sex toy store.

Squire Jayson slinked out behind her, eyes cast to the ground and sighing.

"Vanessa… Don't tell me you bought one, too?" Robyn hesitated to ask.

"I did!" Vanessa exclaimed. "Of course, I did! I would be remiss not to support my favorite actress, s-so… Would it be alright if you sign this for me, too?"

Robyn was more than happy to, especially after they saved her from narrowly shaking a jizzed hand. To her surprise, even Jayson had a pocket pussy. Only, he didn't ask for an autograph.

As the day came to an end, Robyn's throat was more sore talking to people than reshooting fellatio scenes. They were packing up to leave when Sienna and Twinkle showed up.

"What the fuck are you two doing here?" Robyn asked.

"Do you own the store or something? We're here to buy your pocket pussy!" Sienna grinned, to which Robyn narrowed her eyes at the two of them. "Oh, calm your tits. We're not going to use it. 40 kleins is a small price to pay to give you a little support. Besides…" She opened the box to pull out the pocket pussy, then pretended to lick it. "I can always fuck with you."

Robyn rolled her eyes and groaned aloud.

"Look, Robyn! I'm small enough to go in and out of it!" Twinkle dive-bombed into the slit entrance.

"TWINKLE! Oh, my god! I don't need to know that you can fit in my snatch…" Robyn groaned even louder into her hand.

There was still a line going, but the promotional event had come to an end. Robyn met a lot of weird people and few normal people. One thing was for sure. Porn did things to the mind, both to the viewers and the performers. At least she was going to get a big paycheck out of this. Getting fucked by the rugotaur was a small price to pay by comparison, even though her hips were still sore from the railing.

"Twinkle and I are going to go day drinking. You in?" Sienna asked.

"You're goddamn right I am. Expensive stuff though. I'm expecting a fat check by the end of the month. What about you, Sylvia? Wanna join? I'm learning how fun and boozed-up a girls' night out can be," Robyn said.

"You three go on ahead." Sylvia straightened up a stack of papers and hugged them to her chest. "I have matters to attend to. Your second collaboration with Lilia, for example. In fact, you and Sienna both will be a part of it. Stock up on elemental resist potions, because we're going to the Vortex and Cordelius doesn't want to pay for your safety."

"VORTEX?" Robyn and Sienna exclaimed.

Vortex was the intersection of the prime elemental realms. Some believed there were more layers than all the layers of the hells combined. No one knew for sure, but it was home to sentient primordial elements given form like jinns, ifrits, aesirs, sylphans, and more. Typically, the wealthy made their homes on the pristine beaches between the border of stone and ocean, experienced low-weight flight in the vast skies, or searched for professional massages from rock elementals in the molten crags near the planes of fire.

However, the only way to survive living there was to have a steady supply of elemental resist potions depending on where one went. Or a powerful mage to continuously recast elemental resist magic. Death was guaranteed otherwise. For them to go there, someone must have bankrolled their expenses. It couldn't be Cordelius, which means…

"Indeed. Vortex is where we will have our next shoot. Lilia Amerella's studio, Damsel, is paying for the initial travel costs. Hotels, transportation, and food is on you. Pack your bag, ladies. We will be shooting our most ambitious porno yet," Sylvia said.


Chapter 20

Robyn, Sienna, and Twinkle arrived at Archibald Station first thing in the morning. Dragging along behind them were suitcases bursting with a week's worth of clothes. Twinkle, on the other hand, carried a tiny coin purse as her luggage. The station was an octagonal-shaped building, and each side extended into a hall with its own portal connecting to different places in the world.

Carved into the ground at the center of the room, and visible thanks to the glass floor, was an astrolabe. Above it were multi-faceted spherical orbs spinning at different intervals. Together, they calibrated the destinations of each portal to ensure safe passage. It was especially important given that traveling to other realms required extreme precision. As such, a large number of Republican Chevaliers were posted here to guard it.

Most passengers and transients were dressed in fine clothings, coming back from a long vacation. Mercantile caravans also came and went, delivering cargo between realms. Crossing vast distances this way cut a large amount of travel time, which was why only the well-off and wealthy make use of Archibald Station. Robyn could never have dreamed of using it.

"Come along, ladies." Sylvia walked ahead of them as if having traveled through countless times before.

"Huh? What about Cordy, Dane, and Skip?" Robyn asked.

"They won't be joining us. Damsel will be handling the shoot, so a camera crew and director isn't needed. The only reason Twinkle is allowed to come is because she can stow away. Isn't that right?" She shot a look at the pixie, who hid inside Sienna's hair right away.

"I'll be in here if you guys need me!" Twinkle exclaimed from within the thick locks.

Robyn frowned. Lately, Twinkle had been hanging out with them more and more. It didn't bother her or Sienna. They rather liked having her around. But they knew better than to chalk it up to friendly company. The pixie was scared of being alone and running into Chilla's gang of fairies.

"When we get through, I'm hitting up the hot sand baths. My muscles need some R&R after Cordy put me through the wringer of shoots these past two weeks." Sienna kneaded her right shoulder and groaned.

"Have you been to Vortex before? What's it like?" Robyn asked.

"Great if it wasn't for the weather! The sights, clubs, exotic foods… There's no day or night, and every hour is party time. That's usually only if you're outside though. Most places are temp-controlled with magic," she explained.

They followed Sylvia to the ticketing gate. Damsel had already paid for their travel into Vortex, so the enchanted iron-wrought gates clicked open for them to enter. The station consisted of two platforms, a lower one for vehicles and an elevated one for pedestrians. A goblin man in a blue suit and cap blew his whistle when they neared.

"You are approaching Vortex. The city is only protected by a barrier, but it in no way protects you from the plane's harsh elements. Archibald Station is not responsible for frostbite, petrification, burns, electrocutions, or any injury you might sustain upon arrival to your destination and during your stay. If you have potions, drink them now. If you have magic, cast them now. Have a good day and a pleasant trip," the goblin said in an overly rehearsed and bored manner.

Robyn watched her companions drink their elemental resistance potions, then followed suit as suggested. The extremely citrusy liquid almost made her retch, but she was fortunately good at controlling her gag reflex after all those blowjobs. The only one who didn't drink was Twinkle.

"Our little stowaway going to be fine?" Robyn asked.

"Don't worry!" Twinkle popped her head out of Sienna's hair. "I'm fae, so I'm naturally resistant to magical and non-magical elements!"

The only thing left to do was step through. They entered the portal together with Sylvia leading the way. Robyn first noticed how muggy it was before coming out the other side. They might as well have entered a sauna. She emerged from the portal into a similar platform but roofless station.

Beyond the shimmering barrier, cloudy crimson skies blanketed the horizon and not a single ray of sunlight was in sight. The world was bathed in the most subtle of glows. Buildings made of black iron towered above them, flashing with magical neon signs and advertisements for enchanted equipment, the latest movies, and new slime skin care products. No structures in sight were made of wood like in Morganta, it was all stone and dark metal.

Ash-dusted streets bustled with carriages moved by aespirs, living tornado elementals, blowing winds against the sails instead of being pulled by mounts. Spirits given humanoid forms like the fiery salamants and undines walked side by side, gossiping about the latest happenings in their plane and the material plane Robyn had come from.

"This place…" Robyn began in awe. "This place is so… FUCKING HOT! I don't want to imagine how much worse it can get without the potion. Can we get somewhere with air-conditioning already?"

Sylvia flagged down a carriage managed by another aespir. A gust of hot wind kicked up their hair when it arrived, and the door swung open. Two red eyes stared down at them, waiting for passengers. When Robyn and Sienna followed, the devilin stopped them with her tails.

"I'm going to meet with Damsel in the Blackiron Ward. Filming doesn't begin until tomorrow morning. You three have the entire day for yourselves. Don't cause trouble now. We wouldn't want any of you deported before we finished filming," Sylvia said, hopping into the carriage without them.

"Wait, you're just going to leave us then?" Sienna complained.

"Yes. Lilia should be meeting you here soon. I'll bring your scripts to you tonight at Saladine's Rest. Make sure to check in before wandering the city." She shut the door, and the elemental whisked the carriage away in another gust of torrid wind.

"Great. We're supposed to sweat our asses off while waiting for Lilia?" Robyn asked.

"I don't know what you guys are complaining about. I feel perfectly fine!" Twinkle beamed at them, not at all bothered by the humidity.

Robyn and Sienna cast an exhausted look at the pixie.

"Hey!" Lilia's voice reached them from an approaching carriage which blew a refreshingly cool wind at them as it grinded to a stop. "Sorry, I'm late. Got caught up with some stuff. Ready to head to Saladine's Rest?"

They climbed in and set off into the city. On the way, Robyn took countless pictures on her phone. All of this was probably mundane to the average Vortex citizen, but it was a new experience for her. A fun one, too. She uploaded them onto XXXitter, and received likes and replies immediately. Some people asked to meet with her, too… She stopped updating after that. Everywhere Robyn looked, it was just club after bar after brothel after tavern. The entire place was just full of people indulging in their vices.

"Damn. They even have brothels in the open here? Morganta would never allow that," Robyn said.

Lilia chuckled from the front passenger seat. "That's the great thing about Vortex. It isn't the Hamisburg Republic. The four elemental lords put aside their differences to end their eternal war and created a paradise. That's Vortex. They have their own rules here, and we just need to not be dumbasses."

"Might be a little hard if we put some beer into Robyn." Sienna snickered.

"I'm not that bad!"

Saladine's Rest was an inn managed by a salamant woman by the same name. Salamants were fire spirits taking the form of elves. Except their skin ranged from light brown to dark maroon, had a long thick tail, and devilish ram horns on their heads. Saladine was the sole proprietor and sole employee. Jewelry draped down her horns, and they clattered together when she glanced up to them. The smoke from the pipe in her mouth intensified.

"Lilia, you're back! And you brought guests. Will they be checking in individually or be staying with you?" Saladine spoke with a deep, raging inferno in her voice but not without its femininity.

"With me. Can I trouble you to bring extra sheets up to my room?" Lilia asked.

"Right away." She bowed, and a second Saladine stepped out from the original to head into the back. An illusion, a powerful one at that to be able to physically interact with anything.

The inside of Saladine's Rest was a stark contrast to the glum, black exterior make. Candles flickered from glass chandeliers. The floor was made of obsidian marble, so polished that Robyn could see her own face. Two staircases framed the front desk and led up to a second floor where the rooms were.

They followed Lilia up to her room and were astounded by how lavish it was. There were three beds and each had ceiling drapes for privacy. Bath towels and robes were laid out on them. On the floor, several cushions surrounded a hookah. The room was also air-conditioned, thank god.

"Fuck my ass sideways. How much did this cost?" Robyn gasped.

"Not sure. My studio covered it. This isn't Saladine's most expensive room though. This is probably lower mid-tier?" Lilia dropped her butt onto a bed to claim which one belonged to her.

"Alright, prissy-by-appearance-only. What's the film about anyway? Sylvia won't say anything. You should know since you're with Damsel." Sienna folded her arms.

"I wish I could tell you. Dorian— my studio's director— mentioned it had something to do with living elementals. Won't know for sure until we get our scripts." She shrugged.

Robyn threw herself into a bed and rubbed her face into the smooth silken sheets. Its comfort was leagues above her own bed. If only she could live here, without the extreme climate obviously. But that would cost a fortune.

"Oh, oh, oh! Can we visit a store? Are there candy stores nearby? I want to try some native Vortex candy!" Twinkle flew circles around the room like a shooting star.

"There's a store farther down East Street. It's owned by an imp. You will have to go without me. The heat chafes my skin." Lilia waved a dismissive hand.

"I guess it's just the three of us." Sienna hopped off the bed and stretched.

"Actually, you guys go ahead without me. I'm going to wet my whistle at a host club," Robyn said.

All three of them stared at her in disbelief.

"You really are still a guy inside, huh?" Sienna joked.

"I am a guy! How many times do I have to tell you this change is only temporary? I'll call you up when I'm done so we can grab dinner together." Robyn left the room in a huff.

Stomping into the cracked cobblestone and iron streets of Vortex, she almost ran into a speeding elemental carriage on the way out of Saladine's Rest. It was so much more alive and crowded than Morganta. The biting smell of sulfur and salty ocean breeze mixed together to an almost strangely pleasant scent. Lightning danced across the red clouds, illuminating the city but the roar of thunder didn't follow.

Robyn hailed a ride down to a host club called Waterfall, a strip club run by undines and water nymphs. Their pamphlets were on Saladine's counter, so she figured this must be a nice place to go. She entered to the sound of cheesy porno music not unfamiliar to her ears. The backdrop of the stage was an ocean beach, and water nymphs performed on stripper poles to an audience. Some walked to the edge of the stage and flirted with patrons.

"My, aren't you a pretty young woman? It's not every day Waterfall treats the company of a lady." The sultry voice belonged to a female undine, a spirit of water also taking the form of an elf. Her skin was a deep azure that seemed to flow like a river beneath a sheet of ice. Small, wing-like fins fluttered behind her ears.

"Well, even women can enjoy the company of another fine woman. I'm Robyn. I'm also looking to get a private booth with Waterfall's hottest girl on my lap for the afternoon." Robyn plopped down a bag of kleins.

"In that case…" The undine rested a hand over Robyn's own, still clutching the coin purse. "I, Adula, shall be more than happy to be your entertainment. Oh, Seifa! Take over the counter for me, will you?"

Another undine came to relieve Adula of her duty at the front. Pulled in by the woman's cool hand, Robyn followed her past the floor and into a private room in the back. The couch curved around the modest room, and the knee-high table had a pole going through it.

"You're a new face. I haven't seen you here before, have I?" Adula asked, gently pushing Robyn down into the seat and climbing onto the table.

"Nope. Came in for work. That's for tomorrow though. Right now, I'm just here for fun." Robyn tried to make herself comfortable but was unable to stop being so anxious.

"Hehe~ You are a cute one. Work, was it? What line of work are you in that brings you to Vortex?" the undine pressed her.

Robyn lost her words as Adula deftly and effortlessly worked the pole, contorting her body in positions not possible for people with skeletons. Undines were freed from that, and she took advantage of it. Adula had one leg hooked on the pole and leaned backwards down to Robyn. Their faces were inches apart.

"I, uh… I work in the adult entertainment business." Robyn cleared her throat.

"Do you? My! That's wonderful. A woman as beautiful as you must be very popular. You know, when you really think about it, we are in a similar business. You use your body, and I use mine." Adula giggled.

"Y-Yeah… Whew. This place is on the cooler side compared to the outside, but I feel like I'm burning up in here. You got anything to drink? Something fizzy and strong?" she asked.

Adula smiled. She left the room and returned a minute later with a small keg, two glasses, and a bucket of ice. Robyn thought to fill their glasses, but the undine slapped her hand.

"Tsk, tsk. I'm here to give you the Waterfall special." Adula's body turned translucent. She grabbed the bucket of ice and shoved them inside her. Robyn was mesmerized by the ice cubes floating listlessly within. Next, she poured some of the beer inside herself, too. The complexion of her skin went from aquamarine to being tinged gold and full of fizzing bubbles. A squeaky burp escaped her lips.

None of it made sense to Robyn. Not until Adula got onto the pole again and leaned backwards.

"Come closer and say, ahhh!" Adula cupped Robyn's cheeks and pulled her closer.

As their lips connected, it was like kissing a cup of cold water. A gentle stream of icy beer flowed into Robyn's mouth. This should have disgusted her, but the beer tasted phenomenal. Better than anything she had ever drank before. It had notes of nuts and caramel, and a sweet aftertaste that lingered. When the beer stopped, Adula parted away.

"How was it, my dear?" Adula asked, licking her lips.

"That was… amazing. I'd like to have a highball next!" Robyn exclaimed.

Adula was more than happy to serve. She was a kinky undine. Robyn, not so much. Adula was willing to let her drink from anywhere, because every part of an undine's body was permeable. Robyn settled on drinking a highball from the undine's breasts, and damn did it taste good.

By the time they were done, Robyn was a stumbling and mumbling mess. She had lost track of time.

"I must say, I had a wonderful evening. You should come back sometime," Adula said, elbows hooked together while leading Robyn to the front.

"Heh. Well, you can count on me to… hic! To… uh… Oh, to come back as a regular customer!" Robyn smiled.

Seifa, the undine who had taken over for Adula earlier, slid a silver tray across the counter. It contained Robyn's coin purse with all her kleins in it. When she grabbed it, the pouch felt significantly lighter.

"Is something the matter?" Seifa asked.

"Wait… Did I just get scammed?" Robyn emptied the coin purse and only a single rectangular coin fell out. "There were like 2000 kleins worth of coins in there!"

"Oh, Robyn. You asked for a private room with me. Including all those drinks, it totalled up to nearly 1900 kleins. I confess, you are quite the indulgent woman. I do hope you come back again~" Adula whispered seductively into her ear.

As soon as Robyn got outside, her legs buckled. Her knees hit the scalding sidewalk of Vortex.

"God, fuck me. I'm never drinking alone again!" Robyn boomed into the sky.

Lilia, Sienna, and Twinkle were around the hookah when Robyn got back. The room smelled of fragrant spices and herbs that tickled the brain.

"Thought you were going to give us a call. It's been two hours! What gives?" Sienna asked.

"She probably got ripped off somewhere," Lilia said as a passing joke, but Robyn didn't retort, so they stared blankly at her. "Oh. You did get ripped off."

"If I ever decide to go somewhere alone again, punch me!" Robyn let herself fall into bed.


Chapter 21

The crew took a carriage out of Vortex first thing in the morning. They were followed by Damsel's film crew in another. Robyn rested her head back and lamented the stifling heat. Her body was caked in sweat. Potions did little to abate the muggy atmosphere. She would probably be cooking alive if it wasn't for the fire resistance potion.

"How you holding up, Sienna?" Robyn turned to ask.

"It's so hot, I'm well-fucking-done." Sienna groaned.

Sylvia and Twinkle, who sat across from them, looked perfectly fine. The little pixie munched on a biscuit twice the size of her body. The devilin had on her usual stone-cold and unreadable demeanor. Neither of them had a drop of sweat on them.

The carriages grinded to a sudden halt. A craggy landscape laid beyond the windows. This place looked exactly the same as the scene Robyn had been seeing for the past hour of traveling. Crew from the other carriage descended to begin getting things into places.

"Hey, what gives? Couldn't we have filmed five minutes from Vortex instead?" Sienna asked on the way out of the carriage.

"Ah, nonsense!" a lanky, middle-aged human man with slicked-back red hair and sunglasses said. "Being so close to the busy city would ruin the audio. We would also risk unwanted voyeurs. Out in this remote, barren wasteland, we are truly alone and free to do as we please!"

Dorian Jenks, the director for Damsel's studio. He had been in the porn industry for decades and jumped companies a lot in the past. When Robyn had met him earlier, she expected another Cordelius. Fortunately, Dorian was a lot more competent.

"Where's Lilia anyway?" Robyn asked.

"Dear Lilia is over there in her trailer!" Dorian pointed to a larger and longer carriage that looked like a mobile home.

Robyn and Sienna gaped. They stormed up to the trailer and pounded furiously at the door.

"What? WHAT?" Lilia threw open the door, fuming in fury.

A cool breeze caressed their sweat-drenched faces. The smell of something tantalizingly sweet wafted up to their noses. They were able to make out a modest arrangement of furniture and living space behind Lilia.

"You bitch! You had an air-conditioned trailer and didn't let us ride with you?" Robyn yelled.

"We were sweating down our cracks! Is this how you treat your fellow actresses?" Sienna fumed.

"Excuse me. Damsel provided enough to accommodate you. This is my personal sanctum for me only and— hey!" Lilia protested as they pushed their way into her trailer.

The immediate change in temperature cooled them down like splashing fresh spring water on their faces. A half-eaten slice of pecan pie rested on the table.

"Are you going to finish that?" Robyn and Sienna asked about the pie.

"GET OUT OF MY TRAILER!" Lilia boomed.

Both of them tumbled out by the sheer force of volume and fell flat on the hot, rocky ground.

"Did you get the pie? It smelled really sweet!" Twinkle appeared over them.

Lilia eventually came out changed into a priestly adventurer's costume. Robyn and Sienna went to get changed in similar outfits, the former in a sorcerer's robe and the latter in a skimpy leather jerkin while wielding a battle axe. Damsel's scenario for the collab was a simple one, unlike Cordelius' convoluted plotlines.

They were members of the Civil Guard on a quest to slay a monster in the elemental plane. Said monster was more than any of them could handle and were forced to run away. The three would hide in a cave, where the heat would convince them to take off all their clothes and get frisky.

"Feels like yesterday I was going to have a threesome with Lilia and Sienna as a guy." Robyn sighed.

"You aren't missing out," Sienna nudged her from behind. "Besides, it's better as a woman. You can climax multiple times and keep going."

"I-I was able to get off multiple times and keep going back then, too!" she contested.

A translucent, floating eyeball wandered past their feet. It was only then that Robyn realized Damsel's camera crew didn't have cameras. Their equipment… were themselves.

"Awww, that's so cool! I wish Cordy would upgrade our equipment to these," Sienna said, kneeling down to wave at an eyeball.

"Scrying Eyes… No fucking chance that greedy imp would shell out for these babies." Robyn clicked her tongue.

Scrying Eye was a magic spell. Normally, only wizards were able to cast them. A breakthrough in magical enchantments led to spellcasters being able to print magic onto parchment, aptly named 'spell scrolls'. These little eyeballs worked like a camera and sent whatever they recorded to a vidcrystal in the spellcaster's possession. On top of higher visual and audio fidelity, their biggest advantage over a normal camera was maneuverability. Film cameras were big and clunky. An eyeball that floated wherever the spellcaster willed it? The number of angles they could potentially capture was endless.

Too bad they cost a fortune, and Cordy shot down every attempt to buy one.

"Cute, aren't they? Until you remember that there's someone watching you lecherously behind it." Lilia smiled at the Scrying Eye on her palm.

"We can hear you!" one of the crew controlling the eyes yelled.

"Damsel has four!" Dorian popped up between them and exclaimed. "Whew, did they cost a lot but it was worth every klein. Alright, ladies. It's time to get into our places and shoot, shoot, shoot!" He fired finger guns after every 'shoot'.

Robyn, Sienna, and Lilia grabbed their prop weapons. The Scrying Eyes moved into positions, two from an angle in the sky and another two on the ground level. A spellcaster Civil Guard that Damsel hired conjured an illusory two-headed wyrm monster. Three ifrits, swirling flame elementals, wreathed it in fire to make it appear more menacing.

"Talk about high production value!" Robyn gazed up at it in awe.

"Less staring and more acting. We have a porno to shoot," Lilia said from behind.

"Ready, ladies? And…" Dorian chopped the air in their direction. "Action!"

The giant monster let out a very believable roar. So loud in fact, Robyn thought she could feel its breath. In reality, it was just someone behind the illusion casting wind at them.

"Tch. This thing is too strong!" Robyn cried.

"Lilia's hurt! We have to get out of here!" Sienna had their little damsel elf, who was acting the part of the injured adventurer, in her arms.

Robyn followed the script to the point. She pointed her fake staff at the monster's feet. Crystals of ice not of her own making but from another Civil Guard hire out of view formed. Now that it appeared to be frozen in place, the next step was to—

"Run!" Robyn yelled.

They bolted from the monster and into a cave. The Scrying Eyes followed them closely, capturing their escape. Their hiding place was incredibly deep, but they only needed to be close to the front. It must have been an old monster's den that Damsel cleared out before use. Sienna's horns barely scraped the top of the cave.

All three panted heavily, but they held their breaths as the monster stomped past. When the thumping footfalls disappeared, relief washed over them.

"I'm sorry, you two…" Lilia spoke using her usual meek, cutesy on-screen voice that Robyn had a hard time getting used to.

"Don't be sorry. Save your energy and rest." Robyn bit back the urge to cringe at Lilia.

"I'll be fine! I have a potion, but…" She hesitated to say more.

"What is it? You can tell us, Lilia. As fellow adventurers, we're here to help!" Sienna insisted, effortlessly able to get the lines out without dying of embarrassment.

Lilia reached into her satchel to pull out a bottle. It was water dyed red to look like a potion of healing.

"I need help drinking it. Will one of you feed it to me?" Lilia asked.

"Robyn, you do it. I'm going to go check if the coast is clear in the meantime," Sienna said, patting her on the shoulder and scooting out of the cave.

Robyn grabbed the potion. She unscrewed the top and brought it up to Lilia's lips. The elf turned her face away.

"Oh, Robyn. I'm scared it might spill if I drink it that way. Can you feed it to me… with your mouth?" Lilia batted her eyelashes.

This was all part of the script, too. Robyn couldn't help but grimace at Lilia saying something so silly and innocently.

"I said… can you feed it to me with your mouth?" Lilia cupped Robyn's cheek and pressed freshly-manicured nails into her cheeks.

"Ow, ow, ow! Yes! I will!" Robyn poured the contents of the 'potion' into her mouth and drew closer to her fellow actress.

Lilia yanked Robyn in and their lips finally connected. A light stream of dyed red water dribbled down their chins. She tasted the faint flavor of pecans. It wasn't in the script, but Lilia's tongue playfully lashed against Robyn's.

Was this supposed to be an acting kiss or a real one? It felt a lot more passionate than Robyn expected. Lilia was really going at it and gasping between breaks in their kisses. Maybe she was just that good at acting.

"Robyn…" Lilia eventually parted from their make out session first. "I might still be injured in places I can't see. Will you check for me?" she asked, lifting the skirt of her clerical garment.

"Leave it to me, Lilia. I'll make sure you're okay." Robyn's chest was throbbing even harder now.

However, when Lilia's wet snatch came into view, the rosy lips slightly parting to reveal the lighter pink tunnel, Robyn froze solid.

"What are you waiting for? Eat my pussy!" Lilia whispered impatiently.

"It just occurred to me… I've never performed cunnilingus before!" Robyn replied in terror.

"You— what?! How are you in the business of porn but never went down on a woman? What kind of a man are you?" she asked.

"Main demographic are guys! We filmed our videos getting handsy, then straight to the sex. Nothing else inbetween!"

"Ugh. Amateur!" Lilia let out an annoyed groan.

Crap. The shoot was going to get ruined at this rate.

"Pause, pause! Is something wrong, Lilia?" Director Dorian shouted from the entrance of the tunnel.

"No, everything's fine! A bug crawled up my leg and Robyn flicked it away. That's all!" Lilia gave a thumbs up.

Dorian returned the gesture and ducked away for them to continue.

Right. Now wasn't the time to get cold feet. It was time to eat Lilia Amarella's pussy and get that bag. Robyn stuck her tongue out and licked along the labia. Slowly, Lilia's chest heaved with every breath. Coquettish moans erupted from her lips in little quips.

"How am I? Good?" Robyn whispered.

"Terrible! I'm acting like it feels good," Lilia fired back quietly.

This damn bitch…

What did Sienna do during Cordelius' Bang Carriage? Robyn shifted her tongue to the little pink nub. Lilia squealed and jerked hard. She brought a hand up to her mouth, surprised by the sudden assault of pleasure.

There. Robyn continued to focus on Lilia's clitoris. Every lick of the tongue, every long drag across the engorged nub, Lilia squirmed and moaned for real.

"I'm… going to cum… aahhh!" Lilia twitched uncontrollably and clamped her thighs shut on Robyn's head.

Right then…

"What's this? How can you two have fun without me?" Sienna asked from the entrance.

"Wait, we can explain!" Lilia stammered.

"I'll forgive you two," she said and ripped her leather jerkin off. "As long as you let me join in!"

Piece by piece, they stripped off each other's clothing. Being so close in proximity, their body heat filled the cave and sweat soaked into the ground beneath them. They shared a sloppy, three-way kiss while their breasts were pressed against each other like flour dough. The Scrying Eyes came so close, they were practically brushing up on them.

Robyn was in bliss as Sienna fingered both her and Lilia. She was really good at it. The pleasure afforded to the female body… of course, another woman would know how to make it sing.

In their final position, Robyn was lying on the ground scissoring with Sienna. Their clits humped together sending sparks of pleasure dancing up their spines. Lilia was riding on Sienna's face getting the cunnilingus treatment.

"Fuck… this is better than a dick… I'm so close!" Robyn moaned.

"Me, too! Sienna… you're like an animal. It feels so good— mmmh!" Lilia came first, followed by the other two.

Although they climaxed intensely together, their explosive cries of pleasure were deeply exaggerated so that it echoed far into the cave. Robyn laid on Sienna's left and Lilia to her right. They continued to hump the draph, all the while nursing on her puffy nipples.

That should be the end of—

Something growling from farther inside the cave made the hair on their necks stand. The three of them glanced back in time to see several pairs of red eyes emerging from the shadows. Hairless, red-skinned wargs snarled at them and bared their sharpened fangs.

"RUN!" Robyn cried.

The three of them made a mad dash for the exit. As soon as they crossed the threshold, the ifrits blasted fire to scare the monsters back inside.

"Well, then. I think that's a wrap." Sylvia smiled.

"We… almost got… made chew toys out of… Did no one think to check inside?!" Robyn exclaimed.

Lilia shot Dorian a glare, who turned away and cleared his throat.

"Great work, everyone! Dinner's on Damsel tonight. Let's pack our things and head back to Vortex!" Dorian slinked off to avoid a scolding.

"Sienna, Robyn. I'm going to join Dorian's carriage on the way back to conclude our collaboration. You two go on ahead with Twinkle," Sylvia insisted.

The two got dressed and were about to return to their carriage when Lilia intercepted them.

"Hey, you have a moment?" Lilia asked awkwardly.

"We're done, right? Don't you have your air-conditioned trailer to get back to?" Robyn teased.

"Hmph. I was about to kindly invite you two and Twinkle to my trailer for the ride home. Perhaps my invitation is unwanted?" She whipped around and shrugged.

"First one in is a hoofless draph!" Sienna stampeded there with Twinkle flying close behind.

When Robyn thought to follow suit, Lilia grabbed her by the shoulder.

"You started getting good at the end, but don't let it get to your head! You're still an amateur. Sienna is leagues better than you." Lilia huffed.

"Yeah, yeah…" Robyn reined it in and decided to be the bigger person. "Nice working with you again. Hope we can do more collabs in the future— to topple Dame Gwen from her high horse!"

The elf's frown broke into a soft grin "Oh, I haven't forgotten. Until then, how about I show you ladies a nice restaurant. It's Dorian's treat after all."

A nice restaurant sounded good about now.

"As long as I'm not somehow going to get ripped off like I did yesterday…" Robyn sighed.

"What exactly happened yesterday?" Lilia asked.

"A story for dinner. Actually, should I even tell you? Last thing I need is another person making fun of me for it!"

"Now I have to know!" She chased after Robyn into the trailer.


Chapter 22

The evening after the shoot, Robyn, Sienna, Twinkle, and Lilia set out into Vortex for a celebratory dinner. It helped having someone who had been here before showing them around. They would be seriously lost otherwise. Lilia knew all the best places to go without second-guessing herself.

Their elemental-drawn carriage grinded to a stop in front of COAL, a restaurant displaying a roasted slab of steaming meat to show what awaited them within. Around here, the buildings were built against and outwards from the enormous wall surrounding Vortex. People along the avenue looked like your run of the mill adventurers, laborers, and muscle men flooding in after a long day at work.

"It's not the fanciest place, but there's a reason folks love coming around here. Trust me. The food is going to be great," Lilia assured them.

"Whatever it is they're serving, I don't care. I just want to stuff my stomach," Robyn said.

But it wasn't what any of them, except for Lilia, expected at all. Instead of tables, patrons sat around waist-high fire pits. Lying on these fire pits were salamant women, their bodies sizzling with meat people threw on them to cook. The entire place smelled of smoke and savory barbecue. Robyn's mouth watered. Her eyes watered. Somewhere unmentionable watered too as she gawked at the undressed salamants.

"Is… Is this sanitary?" Robyn asked.

"Salamants are pure elementals," a male devilin host said, hand to his chest and bowing. "As such, they do not produce bodily secretions that might contaminate the food. They also follow strict hygienic protocol before serving you. However, if you aren't interested in cooking atop the body of a salamant, we have grates to provide your table."

"I've seen how bad some actors can be with their hygiene. I'll take your word for it. I'm just hankering for the prime garren steak." Sienna swallowed hard at their menu put up as pictures all around the wall.

Lilia whispered something into the host's ear. He nodded and brought them to a private room separated from the main restaurant floor. It also contained a fire pit, but this one was currently unlit.

"Oh, we won't be needing a menu. We'll have the Vortex Barbecue Special," Lilia ordered for them.

"Very good, ma'am. A salamant will be here shortly." Before leaving, the host conjured a flame onto his index finger and ignited the fire pit's coals.

"Do they have anything sweet?" Twinkle asked, tugging on Robyn's sleeve.

"I'm sure they do." Robyn turned to Lilia for suggestions.

"COAL has some horned hornet honey-glazed cuts. We can probably just ask them for the honey," Lilia suggested.

"So, Lilia. Eating off the body of a salamant. Even you have a kinky side to you." Sienna smirked, leaning forward with her arms on the table.

The one who had brought them here scoffed.

"I was merely thinking about what suits your tastes. I know Robyn can be a big pervert," Lilia said.

"Hey, what is that supposed to mean?!" Robyn protested.

The door opened, and in came an attractive salamant woman with long white hair against a crimson body that could easily be mistaken for a devilin. She pushed in a multi-tiered cart with an array of sauce-lathered meats, fruits, and bottles of wine. The salamant's facial features were incredibly defined, particularly the strong-jawline and high cheekbone. A light robe draped her body in which the split down the middle left little to the imagination.

"Greetings! I am Yedori, and I shall be your waitress for tonight. Please, use me as you wish." Yedori transferred all the plates onto the table that extended out from the fire pit, then climbed onto the coals herself to lie flat facing up.

"So… So we just… put the stuff on you? Anywhere?" Robyn asked, gaze swapping between the sausage and Yedori's steaming crotch.

"You dirty punk. I know what you're thinking!" Sienna teased.

"I'm just asking, man! What if some places are off-limits? I don't want to touch somewhere I'm not allowed to!" she exclaimed defensively.

The salamant opened her legs, revealing a very real-looking wet pussy for an elemental only taking the shape of a humanoid.

"Nowhere is off-limits! In fact, I highly encourage you to stick something in me for a nice, juicy and seared finish~" Yedori insisted.

Whoever among the staff taught this salamant on how to play to eroticisms, Robyn thanked them with all her heart. She picked up a sausage. This somewhat thin yet strong membrane of a dead animal's intestine, stuffed with all sorts of veal, spices, and other fillers, felt like a sword in her hand. Nay. Not a sword. Staring at the salamant's opening, it felt like she was holding a dick again. Like guiding her junk into a woman in bed, she slowly plunged the shaft in.

"Ahh!" Yedori let out a quick, sharp gasp that gave Robyn pause. The deeper it went, the more it sizzled. After a minute, the salamant gave her the okay that the sausage was fully cooked. She pulled it out, letting the fatty juices form threads as it escaped the fiery cavern.

Mouth watering, mind wandering, Robyn bit into the sausage and tasted bliss.

"Pervert," Lilia quipped.

That bliss shattered.

"Fuck you," Robyn said with a mouthful. "I won't be shamed, and this tastes way too good to pass up! Someone pass the tenders, I'm going deeper."

By the time they were done, Yedori was covered in fat and oil. They had cleaned the plates down to nothing but leftover sauces. Twinkle was lying on the table, her belly bulging from all the honey she consumed. Robyn and Sienna were playing a quick game of rock, paper, scissors to determine who would get the last piece of brisket— it was Sienna's win. Sulking, Robyn watched as Sienna plucked the delicious morsel off Yedori's right breast and ate it.

With dinner over, there was no need for Yedori to be around anymore. She was about to leave until Robyn intercepted her.

"Here's my number and XXXitter handle. I'm a porn star, so… if you ever find yourself in Morganta and need a guide…" Robyn slipped a piece of paper with her contact information on it to the salamant.

"A porn star? You're going to get me all hot and bothered~ I hope you have those fire resistance potions ready then." Yedori winked and snatched the paper on her way out.

Robyn left a fat tip on the table before following the others out.

"I've changed my mind. Aside from the heat, Vortex is pretty sweet!" Robyn stretched her arms feeling like a million kleins.

"You're just happy because you ate from a salamant's body." Sienna rolled her eyes.

"I even got a follow from her!" she exclaimed after checking the XXXitter app.

A thought crossed Robyn's mind to check out Yedori's profile. She selected it and held her breath, then promptly deflated. It was all just photos of the salamant in pure elemental form, a swirling tornado of fire instead of the sexy red elven look earlier.

"Oh, yeah. She's so fucking hot!" Sienna doubled over in laughter.

"Ugh… Whatever. Where are we going anyway? Isn't it late?" Robyn asked, checking the time on her phone which showed late in the evening.

Time wasn't important in Vortex. There were no hours to dictate the day, no sun, moon, or stars to clue in if they should be awake or asleep. People and the native elementals went about their lives according to their whims. Though, Robyn wasn't exactly feeling sleepy yet. Especially after that big meal filled her with so much energy.

"None of you are tired yet, right? There's a whole city to check out. Let's stay out a while longer," Lilia insisted from ahead of them.

"Oh, oh! Is there a candy store with super sour candy nearby?" Twinkle asked.

"I thought you were more into the sweet stuff?" Sienna let the pixie take off from her palm to fly around them.

"It's not for me. Chilla likes sour candy. The kind that makes your face go, nnnnggghh!" She scrunched her face up tight and puckered her lips.

"Atta girl, Twinkle! You're finally standing up to her?" Robyn cheered.

The pixie's light dimmed a little. She pressed her fingers together.

"I want to be friends with Chilla again… I'm thinking if I give her something she likes, she might consider it again," Twinkle said, but the lack of confidence in her voice betrayed her outward hopefulness.

Robyn and Sienna exchanged glances as though to figure out who should be the one to tell her.

"Twinkle… " Robyn stepped up to the little pixie. "There are people out there who will be assholes no matter how you cut it. Chilla's one of them. It's okay to let them go. We're your friends, and we'll protect you if they ever mess with you."

"You don't understand! Chilla protected me, too. When I first came to Morganta, I didn't know anyone. I would've starved in the gutters if she didn't find me and feed me candy. We were friends, too…" Twinkle frowned and all the light on her wings went out.

Lilia scoffed. "You suck at talking to people, Robyn. Come on. I know a confectionery around here we can go. Let's get you a big bag to bring home."

Both of them went ahead, leaving Robyn in a state of disbelief.

"Wait, am I in the wrong?" Robyn asked.

"You came off a little too hard, yeah. I know you mean well. Fairies are assholes, but they aren't maliciously so. Twinkle clearly still cares about Chilla. Keep that in mind the next time you talk to her," Sienna said.

They followed after Lilia and Twinkle into a candy store where an ifrit, aesir, and undine trio were working together to make candy at the counter. It was like a factory line. The three were in their elemental forms. The undine used its water to mix sugar, the ifrit melted it down and shaped it, and the aesir cooled the final product with wind. Candies were put in large, woven baskets and left out for people to scoop by the batches. An elven child and his mother walked out with their bulging bag of candy, both humming happily to themselves.

Lilia and Twinkle were watching a fourth elemental, another aespir, spin cotton candy onto a paper stick. It created a puffy cloud of stringy, sugary goodness that melted on one's tongue.

"Go apologize." Sienna gave Robyn an encouraging nudge forward.

Robyn slinked up behind them, but as she was about to open her mouth, Twinkle whipped around and hugged her.

"I'm sorry, Robyn! I didn't mean to blow up on you! I want to stay friends with you, too!" Twinkle cried.

"What? No, Twinkle! I'm the one who should apologize. Chilla matters a lot to you. I get it. I didn't mean to take a shit on your feelings like that. So… sorry," Robyn said.

"R-Reawy?" The little pixie looked up and wiped her tiny tears away.

"Yeah, fuck it. I'll help you buy the candy, BUT we're adding one spicy surprise in the bag to screw with Chilla. What do you say?" She stuck a finger out, and Twinkle shook on it.

Maybe Chilla wasn't so bad. Maybe she was. Whatever the case, Robyn wasn't going to let that fairy pick on Twinkle and get away with it.

While they were picking out candy, Lilia struck up a conversation with Sienna from behind.

"So, Sienna. I'm surprised you're not going by Milky anymore with how much you stood to make. It's become a household name in the industry. I certainly wouldn't have given it up. A viral name like that to catapult you to stardom only comes once in a lifetime," Lilia said.

"Tch. Please. That stage name was more trouble than it was worth. Ugh. Just thinking about it makes me sick." Sienna audibly gagged.

"Hell-o! What do you think we do for a living? I can write a book full of all the things I had to do that makes me want to throw up. Suck it up. TittyCon is coming up. You think your fans want to meet Sienna or Milky?" The elven porn actress left with that and went to grab some candy of her own.

Robyn went to check on Sienna, who was scowling at some taffy.

"TittyCon, huh. Last year, I was just helping. Cordy's probably going to force me to do a fan meet. I know you hate going. Maybe we can try to get Sylvia on our side to give you those days off instead," Robyn suggested.

"I'm going. Oh, I'm going, alright. Besides, I can't leave you to the wolves on your own. Fans are straight rabid. That bitch, Dame Gwen, is going to be there too. If she fucks with you, she fucks with the studio." When Sienna beat a fist into her palm, Robyn thought she heard thunder.

TittyCon was one of the biggest adult entertainment gatherings in the world, hosted on a flying fortress leased out to be a convention center. Actors and actresses, porno studios, and big companies like Enchanted Touch and Sword & Sheath were going to be there. It was Adventurers Gone Wild's biggest chance to stand with the top dogs of the industry.

Every other year, their main attraction was Sienna as Milky. After all, it was still their studio's best-selling porno to date. People loved the giant pair on Sienna, and seeing them squirt milk was an even bigger turn on for them. Unfortunately, Sienna hated it. She always put up a happy mask, but Robyn felt a different emotion underneath every year.

This year, however, Robyn was going to be there to take some heat off Sienna. Hopefully. As one of the fastest growing actresses in the industry by virtue of once being a guy and getting gangbanged by orcs, she could ride this wave to fame if done right. Meeting fans there was going to be a lot different than the promotional event at Enchanted Touch though… Things tend to get very handsy and personal at conventions, and some fans didn't exactly have the best hygiene…

Either way, Robyn was both anxious and excited to actually be a part of the con this year.

"I'm done!" Twinkle hovered up to them with a giant bag of candy in each hand. "The one on the right is for Chilla, and the one on the left is for us!"

"Wait." Robyn searched up and down the aisle until she discovered a basket with candy named Fireball in Your Mouth. She carefully picked one up with wrapping paper to protect her fingers, then returned to the others to plop it into the right bag.

Now they were ready to pay and leave.


Chapter 23

With TittyCon just around the corner, Cordelius called the entire studio in to brainstorm what they were going to do at the convention. It was mostly just logistics. Robyn and Sienna really didn't need to be here for this, and Sylvia probably could have handled everything on her own.

While they were going over plans, Robyn whipped her phone out and hid it underneath the table. When she checked XXXitter, her inbox was once again filled with countless dick pictures. Damn perverts didn't know when to stop.

However, as Robyn scrolled through the endless stream of phalluses, an evil thought came to mind. Well, they were unsolicited pictures after all. Maybe they would like some unsolicited dick ratings, too.

One by one, Robyn reposted them from her inbox into a single XXXitter thread. She included a comment to each of them. Too much phimosis, get surgery. Learn to wash your dick. It probably smells the way it looks. Is that a parasite or ingrown pubic hair? Did your mom teach you how to shave? Your green dick looks like someone choked it out and left it to rot.

Very soon, and to Robyn's surprise, other people chimed into the thread and added their own mockery to the dicks. Actually… it was taking off a lot faster than she expected, with likes and reposts shooting through the roof…

"Pfft."

Robyn snapped up to find Sienna, chuckling at her phone. She tilted the screen in Robyn's direction, and it was the very same post.

"AHEM. Robyn, Sienna. Would you two like to offer any input or just screw around the whole meeting?" Cordelius folded his pudgy arms and glared at them.

"Uhh. Nope. Everything you guys discussed sounds good to me," Robyn said.

"So, you don't mind holding a lottery fan sex?" the imp smirked.

"Sure, I don't— WHAT?!" She gaped.

"For TittyCon," Sylvia clarified in the middle of adjusting her glasses. "We will host a lottery. Should fans come to ours or Enchanted Touch's booth and buy 200 kleins worth of merchandise, they will be entered into a raffle with a chance to spend an intimate night with you. Filmed, of course."

Fan sex. Another popular genre of pornos in the adult entertainment industry. Actresses and actors, but mostly the former, were filmed having sex with a fan. Said fan was usually blurred out or their face kept off-camera to hide their identities. That was the reason given, but the real reason was because the fan was actually another actor or actress. No one was the wiser.

However, they wanted to make it REAL?

"Wait, I know where this is going. We're going to have someone we know enter, and you'll 'pull' them in the raffle, right? Ahh, Cordy. You clever bastard!" Robyn wagged her finger at them, but neither Cordelius nor Sylvia were laughing.

"We're serious, pal! Do you know how much money this is going to make us? Sylvia's already cut a deal with Enchanted Touch, we're going to make a killing with that 200 klein minimum!" Cordelius exclaimed.

"And how much am I getting out of this? Here's my pre-emptive fuck you, Cordy!" Instead of wagging her finger, she flipped him the bird.

"I'm with Robyn. You guys never made me do this— and I'm glad. Who the fuck wants to fuck a stranger? At least let Robyn have the final say in it," Sienna insisted.

Cordelius turned to Robyn with pleading eyes, but that puppy-dog look didn't work.

"How much money we talking?" Robyn shot a bargaining look to Sylvia instead.

"You're considering it even after I stood up for you?" Sienna squinted.

"If I fuck for free, I'm a slut. I fuck for money, that makes me an entrepreneur. With the right amount of kleins." She mimicked Cordelius' gesture of rubbing two fingers together.

Sienna opened her mouth to make a retort, but not so much as a snarky comment came out.

"A profit split of 50-50 between Enchanted Touch and Adventurers Gone Wild. If you mean how much you are receiving, then it is five kleins off each fan entry," Sylvia explained.

"Make that twenty kleins, and you have a deal," Robyn said.

"What?!" Cordy jumped onto the table. "Say a fan pays in the minimum. That's 100 kleins to Enchanted Touch and another 100 to us. You want a whole fifth of that split?"

"It's my pussy. If you want the dosh, let's see how many people enter for a chance to rail your ass." She extended a hand across the table and smirked.

TittyCon saw up to hundreds of thousands of guests across three days. Even as little as 100 fans entering the raffle, that was a profit of 2000 kleins just to have sex with one person. Not to mention the royalties from the film thereafter.

"Guhh… Fifteen! Fifteen kleins!" Cordelius offered through gritted fangs.

Good enough.

Robyn and Cordelius shook on it. The meeting concluded after they amended and signed off on the changes to the contract with Sylvia facilitating. On the way out, it looked like Sienna had a shadow over her face.

"Didn't realize you took me agreeing to the fan sex thing so seriously," Robyn said.

"Huh? Oh, psh. I could care less who you have sex with. I'm just thinking of something else." Sienna wasn't able to hide it from Robyn no matter how hard she tried.

"My guess is it's still about the convention. While we were in Vortex, Lilia mentioned something that got my attention. It was about people going to meet Sienna or Milky. Not feeling too hot about meeting fans there?"

They hailed a carriage and climbed on before continuing.

"Milky's Milk would've been fine if people didn't make a big deal out of it. Do you know how annoying it was to have people come up and ask for my 'titty juices' after the porno debut? Sure, I got a good laugh out of it in the beginning. Then everyone and their fucking grandma started bringing it up. I couldn't go grocery shopping without hearing it. I'm just tired," Sienna explained with a heavy sigh.

"Probably isn't as bad as you, but I got people calling me orc-fucker a lot lately. I get it, Sienna. It's annoying as fuck. If there was anything I could do to help, I would. Instead, all I can offer is that we go knock back some shots together. Anyone bothers you while we're drinking, leave it to me to bust a few teeth, alright?" Robyn grinned.

"I'm holding you to that! You're buying since you scored a huge future bonus!"

"I haven't even gotten paid yet!"

The two forgo drinking for now, and decided to pay a visit to Twinkle in Firelight Plaza since she didn't come to the meeting. All manner of small fae creatures made their homes here in the diamond park. They lived in hive and birdhouse-shaped cabins hanging from tree branches. Some were stuck to tree trunks and others rested on a ground post.

Fairies and pixies buzzed around in separate swarms. Only a few flew together. This place used to be a public park where hundreds of people lounged to relax at any given time. Then the fae moved in, and fairies started playing pranks and scared everyone away. Now it was like a gated community for them.

Robyn peeked into the window of a tiny, two-story house. A pair of fairies were going at it in bed. One of them took notice.

"You keep watching, and we'll rip your eyes out and fuck inside that empty bleeding socket of yours!" The male fairy shook an angry fist.

"Geez… Close the goddamn curtains at least," Robyn muttered.

"I expected nothing less from fairies. How they haven't torn each other to shreds is beyond me." Sienna swatted an acorn that a fairy chucked at them from a high branch.

It was a fairy's nature to be violent and mischievous. If only they could be just a little nicer like their pixie cousins.

Twinkle lived in a small cabin built underneath the armpit where the branch meets the tree trunk. It hung on a little iron hook and was often subject to the mercy of the winds.

"Twinkle! We're here to visit!" Robyn shouted into the dollhouse.

No one answered. Usually, the pixie would fly right out to see them. Oftentimes, she offered them to come in without a second thought even though they couldn't enter. Robyn stuck a finger through the door, then into the window.

"Why are you fingering Twinkle's house?" Sienna groaned.

"Excuse me. I'm searching for our bite-sized friend," Robyn said.

"Oh, oh, oh? Are you two lookin' fer Twink?" a squeaky voice behind them asked.

Another pixie judging by the dragonfly-like wings. She had big, beady black eyes. A skirt of orange leaves wrapped around her waist, and a red tulip flower rested upside on her head. Or maybe that was her hair.

"You're… Topsy, right? Twinkle's friend?" Robyn recalled.

"Topsy, yep! I know where Twink is. Fer a price." Topsy stuck out a hand.

Sighing, Robyn plopped a piece of hard candy meant for Twinkle into Topsy's palm.

"Pleasure!" She stuck the whole thing into her mouth. "I last saw Twink going over to Chilla's place, opposite side of the pond. Their cabins are around a charred ground and an unlit bonfire stack. Can't miss it!"

When Robyn and Sienna gazed past the pond, they were able to spot it from here.

Topsy continued, "Ah, but maybe ya wanna come back tomorrow. There's a gang war going on 'tween Chilla's and The Gizzards."

"Gang war? Is that normal around here?" Sienna asked.

"I guess so. Thing is, Firelight Plaza's split into three sections. Them stupid fairies are always picking fights with each other. Today looks especially fierce. Ah, well. If they all gut each other to death, that makes for a much quieter time for us pixies."

Twinkle was caught up in that?!

They raced to the other side and found the unlit bonfire. The ground around this area was a lot drier and crunchier. Two distinct factions of fairies faced each other down, throwing insults and threats of dismemberment.

"Robyn? Sienna? What are you two doing here?" Twinkle asked from behind the safety of a tree.

"We were looking for you! What the hell is going on?" Robyn asked about the chaos unfolding before them.

"W-Well, I came to give Chilla the candy we bought in Vortex. Little did I know, she and Vido are about to get violent! You have to help me stop them. I don't want Chilla to get hurt!" she cried.

"Not that Chilla deserves help, but Republic law states that we can't interfere in fae conflicts while within their designated sovereign zones. It'd open up a whole can of worms." Sienna frowned.

Robyn scratched her head. Why was politics so complicated? She noticed hundreds of pixies watching the fight from a safe distance. It was a fairy's scuffle anyway. But Twinkle was concerned about Chilla. This probably affected the pixies just as much as the fairies.

"Twinkle, how much does Chilla matter to you?" Robyn kneeled down to ask.

"A lot!" Twinkle answered promptly. "I want to help… just like how Chilla helped me in the past, but I'm scared of fighting…"

"Now's the time to show her then. I'm with Sienna that Chilla doesn't deserve your help. But if you really do care, friends are friends for a reason. You're a lot braver than any pixie we know. Don't worry. We'll pull you out if it gets too hairy," she assured the pixie.

"You sure about this?" Sienna whispered worriedly, but Robyn quickly hushed her.

By now, the fairies were in a full on brawl. They pulled each other's hair, bit ears off, slammed heads into pebbles… And Chilla's gang was losing. Twinkle balled up both fists and gave the both of them a nod. She flew into battle, letting loose a war cry that was more crying than war.

"Get off my best friend!" Twinkle slammed her entire body into Vido, knocking the male fairy off the beaten and bruised Chilla.

"Twinkle?!" Chilla gasped.

"Huh? You got pansy pixies fighting your fights now, Chilla?" Vido socked Twinkle in the gut, and she doubled over.

"I'm not fighting Chilla's fight… I'm fighting because… she's my friend. I owe her!" She uppercutted Vido so hard, he went flying into the pond.

Everyone was stunned.

"Twink landed first blood! C'mon, pixies. We're backing her up!" Topsy roared, leading hundreds of pixies across the pond to back up the losing side like a swarm of hornets.

The tide of war shifted in favor of Chilla's faction. Vido popped out of the water to find a losing front, so he ordered a full retreat. The united pixie and fairy group bellowed victoriously. A cluster of them even lifted Twinkle up in celebration.

"Well, I'll be damned. Our little pixie's growing up." Sienna sniffled and wiped a tear from her eye.

"Twinkle, what the fuck were you thinking?" Chilla rushed up to the group, who let Twinkle down to face the fairy boss.

For a brief second, Twinkle shot a look to Robyn and Sienna for help. They gave her a reassuring nod.

"I…" Twinkle searched left and right, flew behind the tree to pick up the big sack of candy, and returned to Chilla. "I wanted to give you this! It's full of candy from Vortex, and…"

"You jumped into the fight just to give me candy? By a goblin's bleeding ass, you really are stupid!" Chilla exclaimed, then threw her arms around Twinkle. "You ain't gonna hear it from me alot, but… I owe you an apology. I thought you were a fucking coward. You're a lot braver than I thought. Thanks."

"Hehe…" She hugged her back and smiled.

"Guess I have these big fuck faces to thank, too?" The fairy turned to the only two non-fae in Firelight Plaza.

"We're just here to make sure Twinkle was okay. We got no bone in this." Robyn raised two hands in the air.

Chilla flew up to Robyn. She stuck a thumb into one nostril, then exhaled blood out the other.

"Vido's been terrorizing Firelight for years. We only got this small plot over here, while him and his crew control everything past the sidewalk line." Chilla cast an arm across the park, and only now did Robyn and Sienna realize that a walkway separated them.

It seemed Chilla's gang of fairies was the first line of defense against this Vido fairy. The pond-side park was a much smaller section compared to what laid beyond the sidewalk.

"Ooooh! I see. You're a lot softer than you let on, Chilla. You were actually protecting the pixies, weren't you?" Robyn teased.

"Hahh? Says who? This is my territory. That's it. Well, now that the pixies grew some backbone, maybe Vido will think twice about fucking with us. The two of you are alright in my book, but you bimbos can scram for today. Pixies, fairies! We're getting drunk on flower nectar wine and honey bee mead!" Chilla hollered to her people.

They erupted back in cheers, too.

"Thanks, guys!" Twinkle took turns hugging Robyn and Sienna. "I don't know if I could've done this without your encouragement. You two really are the best friends a pixie can ask for!"

"Oi, Twinkle! Get over here already! We ain't drinking 'til you down the first shot for slugging Vido!" Chilla yelled from the burning bonfire with hundreds of tiny fae dancing around it.

"Go on, Twinkle. You deserve it." Robyn nodded.

Twinkle didn't hesitate. She flew down to join Chilla, who was just now opening the bag of candy. A fiery surprise awaited her.

"Gotta admit, I never get tired of seeing Twinkle happy. What do you say we get some drinks of our own? Club Reguard, on your klein?" Sienna suggested.

"Tsk. Fine. I'm not going shot for shot though. Don't want to hurl tonight," Robyn said.


Chapter 24

Today was another day of filming. Another one of Cordelius' great ideas. Since Adventurers Gone Wild had more money now, they were able to take on more ambitious projects, actually hire extras, and this giant movie set of a throne room.

The scenario? Robyn played none other than the sexy evil demon lord, which included some magical cosmetic changes, an old costume, and a very convoluted backstory…

Thanks to a bit of fae magic from Twinkle, Robyn sported a large pair of gnarled horns. Temporarily, of course. Her robe was both savage and erotic. A deep collar exposed her cleavage and a long thigh split offered an exhibitionist's glimpse of her crotch. She also wielded a prop magic staff and longsword.

"Ha-ha-ha! Foolish hero. You and your party have come to meet your end. Surrender and join me instead. I might even grant you leniency." Robyn smirked from the top of the throne.

"Never! We'll never bow to the demon lord!" Tomas exclaimed.

"I was hoping you'd say that. I don't even have to lift my hand to defeat you. One of my generals is all it will take," she said, snapping her fingers.

Sienna, dressed in darkly-colored armor and spiked pauldrons, left quakes in her wake as she marched around front, wielding a giant greataxe. The party of adventurers and Tomas, playing the hero, shuddered in fear.

Robyn descended to meet the hero's party after Sienna easily defeated them all. They laid scattered on the ground, their weapons disarmed, and groaning in pain. Using her foot, she pushed Tomas, who was lying on his front onto his back instead.

"Why… are you doing this, Robyn? Is it because… we left you behind?" Tomas asked, wincing after each word.

"I should thank you for that. After I was transformed into a woman and the demon lord kidnapped me to make me his wife, he opened my eyes. I wanted power. So, I usurped him when he least suspected it. I have everything I could possibly want in the palm of my hands now. Don't worry. I still remember all those times when we were adventurers. I'll keep you alive. All of you." Robyn tapped the ground next to Tomas' head with her staff, and a hired spellcaster off-screen incanted something that magically stripped him of his gear.

"W-Wait, what are you doing?" he stammered.

"There's a place for you by my side. You're going to give me an heir!" She threw her weapons aside and sat down on Tomas' hips, straddling him until his erection rose to full mast.

All that was left to complete this scene was to ride 'hero' to climax. Robyn positioned the dick to slide right into her pussy.

"Nnh…" Tomas pretended like he didn't want it as the script intended.

"What's the matter, hero? Is your holy sword no match for me?" Robyn laughed, but she was beginning to have a hard time focusing on the lines with his dick inside her.

"Cuuuuuuuuuuuuuuut!" Cordelius' shrill voice sliced through the scene and robbed Robyn of her climax.

Everyone gaped at the director with a look of exasperation because everything was going well. The actors, including the ones acting unconscious, shot a look in his direction. Robyn and Tomas had to, unfortunately, separate from each other.

"Damn it, Cordy." Sienna groaned. "Robyn, Twinkle, and I have reservations at Reguard in two hours! What is it now?"

"I just think Robyn calling Tomas' dick 'holy sword' isn't doing it for me," Cordelius said, hand rubbing his fat chin.

"Isn't… Cordy, you fucker. You're the one who wrote these cringe lines!" Robyn sighed.

"I know! And… I happen to think it's not working. Ain't fitting the scene, you feel me?" he tried to reason with them.

They threw their hands in the air.

TittyCon was in two weeks. Normally, no studio and certainly not Adventurers Gone Wild would be filming so close to the convention. There was plenty of work to do and preparations to make. The damn imp, however, strongly insisted that they do one more shoot before then to have something new to sell. He believed debuting a porno at a convention would rake in a lot of attention.

Thing was, Cordelius was probably right. Except between getting ready for the convention and filming an impromptu porno had the entire crew exhausted beyond belief.

"Okay, Cordy. We're biting. Do you want Robyn to say something else or what?" Tomas asked with his arms folded and dick beginning to go limp.

"Uhhh… I'll get back to you! Go have some fun with the fluffers in the meantime!" Cordelius whipped out his phone and flew away with them yelling at him.

"This better not make us late for Reguard." Sienna clicked her tongue. "Well, what are you guys gonna do? Knowing Cordy, he'll take his sweet time and make us wait."

"I'll take Cordy up on the offer and meet with a fluffer. If this erection goes down, I don't think it's coming back up unless I take an elixir," the hero said and headed behind the scene's backdrop.

Fluffers. In the porn industry, a fluffer was someone who helped keep the actors hard and actresses wet. Robyn never got one when she was a guy. Cordelius was too stingy to hire one on hand, so she and Sienna had to help each other. The studio was making a lot more money now, making him slightly more willing to shell out for those small luxuries. However, as a woman, she still didn't need one for a different reason— being too easily stimulated.

"Good work today, ladies." Sylvia came by and nodded to them.

"Day isn't done yet, courtesy of our director." Robyn rolled her eyes.

"Even so, I'm glad you two are putting up with his whims. Preparations for TittyCon are going well. We will be sharing a booth with Damsel to split operation costs. Enchanted Touch and Sword & Sheath will be sponsoring us. This year, we have two actresses instead of one and Tomas there. We've grown by leaps and bounds as a studio," the devilin explained with a glint in her eyes.

The fortune-teller's words echoed in Robyn's head like church bells— someone you know made you what you are. It wasn't by accident, but by 'design' so the hag had said.

Come to think of it, the studio gained the most since Robyn had her gender switched. Could Sylvia and Cordelius… No way…

"Is something the matter, Robyn?" Sylvia asked.

"Huh? Oh, uh… Nothing! Just wondering how much longer Cordy is going to take," Robyn said.

"I'll check on him. In the meantime, why don't you two take a break in the actors' lounge. Avail yourselves of the food and drinks purchased on Cordelius' klein," she insisted before walking off.

Robyn and Sienna went to do just that. They opened the door to the sight of Tomas getting his dick sucked by two women, a devilin and an elf. One was on his balls and the other licked the glans.

"Damn, Tomas. We thought you just needed your dick jerked, not devoured before the next take," Robyn joked.

"S-Sorry! One thing led to another and…" Tomas lost the rest of his sentence, shuddering as he climaxed.

Sienna helped herself to a mana biscuit on the table and tossed one to Robyn. They were crumbly and sweet. Not exactly filling though.

"Hey, you~" The devilin who had been blowing Tomas sidled over to Robyn instead. "I'm Tash. You're one playing the demon lord, right? Need any help getting you going?"

Tash had long black hair down to her waist. Piercings decorated her eyebrows, nose, and lips. She probably had one on her tongue, too. A long, snake tattoo ran from her clavicle to her thigh. Her skin was a lighter shade of red than Sylvia's, but something about her appearance didn't seem natural. Artificial, rather.

"Y-Yeah— I mean, no! I'm fine. Thanks. You're one of the fluffers Cordy hired, right?" Robyn asked.

"Mhmm. You sure I can't interest you, honey? I can be anything you like. Maybe like your draph friend," she said, shapeshifting before their very eyes into a bovine woman similar to Sienna's likeness.

"What the? You're a doppelganger!" Sienna exclaimed.

"That I am." Tash smiled and shifted again to a beefy, elven man.

"Eh?" Tomas went pale and blinked in disbelief. "So… So are you a woman or a man…?"

"Both," they said, while changing into all kinds of forms and even into ogres, orcs, and feral goblins that weren't typically seen. "And neither. We doppelgangers are technically intersex, and we can switch genders if the need arises."

Tash eventually settled back into the devilin form, but taking the appearance of Sylvia this time. She flirtatiously wrapped both arms around Robyn's neck. Even though this wasn't Sylvia, seeing the studio's secretary like this and being close made her heart beat even faster.

"H-H-Hold on! As hot as I find Sylvia, she wouldn't be okay with this!" Robyn pushed Tash off, and they returned to the devilin form from earlier.

"Robyn, Sienna, Tomas! Break's over!" Cordelius shouted from the other side of the door.

As they got ready to return to shooting the rest of the scene, Tash got intimately comfortable with the other fluffer on the couch.

"Buh-bye for now." Tash grinned.

"I think that doppel is coming onto you. Ever tried selfcest before?" Sienna whispered to Robyn on the way out.

"Self— what?! No! I… I'm kinda curious now that you brought it up though…" Robyn muttered.

When the trio returned to Cordelius, he was just getting done talking to the extras.

"The stars of my show! Perfect. We're changing things up. Let's go full-send into the holy sword shtick, but Robyn— you're going to be acting more dommy. You feel me?" Cordy asked.

"Dommy… Dominant? What exactly do you want me to do?" Robyn squinted at the imp.

"You know that porno of Lady Allison making a fool out of a guy and finishing him with a footjob? I want you to do the same. Obviously with a liberal interpretation so we don't get clocked for copying her," he explained.

Robyn recalled the porno Call Me Mommy, a porno popular with people who were into being babied and abused. Verbally. That wasn't exactly Robyn's forte nor was it her field of expertise though.

"Pfft… Robyn? Acting like a dom? No fucking way." Sienna laughed into the back of her hand.

"Hey, I can do it! I'm doing it. Set the scene, Cordy. I'll be the dommiest babe the world has ever seen!" Robyn exclaimed with conviction.

"Oh, this is going to be good." Her draph colleague went into place with a big grin.

They restarted the scene where Robyn had just magically stripped Tomas down to his birthday suit. Cordelius shouted 'action' from afar.

Be dommy, Robyn. Just act like a dom, Robyn told herself.

The cameras were pointed right at them. Tomas glared at Robyn with a mixture of betrayal and anxiousness. She had no idea what to do.

"Uh… L-Look at you. So pathetic, lying there on the ground beneath my feet." Robyn decided to spit at Tomas to sell the taunts, but—

"Oh, god! You got it in my eye, Robyn!" Tomas cried, frantically rubbing it out. "I think there's some biscuit chunks in there, too!"

"Cut!" Cordelius yelled. "Robyn, what the fuck are you doing?"

"MY BEST!" she shouted back.

Sienna was in the back, laughing her ass off with the extras on the ground. Even Twinkle, illuminating the scene above them, was giggling so much her luminosity flickered.

They started the scene again. This time, Robyn, no longer thinking straight, stormed right up to Tomas and reared her foot back for a kick. He saw it coming with terror in his eyes and rolled away.

"Why did you dodge, hero? You're defeated. Be defeated!" Robyn growled.

Very briefly, Tomas shot Cordelius a look for help, but when he received none, turned a pleading gaze back to Robyn.

"Y-You may be able to break my nuts, but not my spirit!" Tomas contested fearfully, then in a much quieter tone said, "Robyn, please! I want my balls to come out of this scene intact!"

Okay, maybe that was a little too violent. Robyn thought back to the pornos where actresses played a dom. Maybe…

"I didn't know the hero and his party was so weak. Lucky for you, I like to toy with my prey. Let's see how you can handle this!" Robyn gently pressed the sole of her right foot onto Tomas' dick.

Skip and Dane brought the cameras closer, with the latter coming right behind Tomas to zoom in.

"W-Wait, I— ahh!" Tomas shivered uncontrollably as Robyn pinched the tip of his dick between her big and small toe.

This was… a lot more fun and intoxicating than she expected.

"Hmm? It looks like I'm more suited to wield your holy sword than you are. What's wrong, hero? Are you going to cum from my foot before we get to the good part? Go on, cum for us. Show the rest of your party how weak and useless you are~" Robyn said as she was getting more into it.

"I'm not— alright, I changed my mind! It's good… Your foot feels good!" Tomas cried.

"Oh, no! The hero has fallen!" One of the extras gasped.

"It's over for us…" another murmured.

"Not over. It's only just begun." Sienna ripped the pants off an extra and started going at it with him.

Skip shifted his camera over to film them, leaving Dane to take care of the one between Robyn and Tomas.

Robyn felt her coworker's cock throbbing. Tomas was getting close. She stopped stroking it with her foot and grinned.

"On second thought, I forbid it. You're going to have to beg," Robyn said.

"I…" Tomas gulped hard. "Please make me cum…"

"Repeat after me, 'I'm an unworthy hero, fit only to be a slave to my master, the demon lord," she urged him.

"I'm an unworthy hero, fit only to be a slave of my master, the demon lord," he repeated to her delight.

Robyn cooed as she pinched Tomas' dick, stroking it until he climaxed all over her toes. The rest of their scene was some hip-pounding, cow-girl fuck-a-thon riding until Cordelius ended the scene.

"Whew! That was hotter than hell, and this is going to sell something fierce at TittyCon!" Cordelius exclaimed.


Chapter 25

TittyCon was finally here. Well, at least the day before the actual convention opens to the public. The crew and industry participants were invited one day early to check into their accommodations and inspect their booths. Robyn, Sienna, and Twinkle arrived at the studio where the others were waiting. According to Skip, Cordelius and Sylvia had gone ahead to speak with the event organizers. The rest of them patiently awaited the host of the flying fortress to teleport them there.

"Man… I'm getting the jitters," Robyn muttered.

"What for? This isn't your first con," Sienna said.

"But it is my first con as a chick!" she contested, recalling that they would be doing a fan sex raffle, too.

Someone knocked on the studio's front door.

"Hello, employees of Adventurers Gone Wild! Your chauffeur has arrived. Please present yourselves in front of the simulacrum to have your identities verified," an rickety yet sophisticated voice called out.

They opened the door to an old elven wizard. His beard reached down to his belly. A wide-brimmed cap, the tip pointed and sagging, shrouded most of his upper face. The long, intricate robes woven with magical threads seemed to glisten with energy.

This ancient elf was Sellowyn Addicius, one of the greatest wizards in the world. In his youth, he made a name for himself as an adventurer and member of the Civil Guard. Age only nurtured his magical talents. Sellowyn fought in wars, slayed dragons, and accumulated wealth through treasure hunting and tributes from countries like the republic. Unlike most wizards whose ego was made manifest as gargantuan towers on the surface, Sellowyn had greater plans. All that wealth eventually culminated to the creation of the Ark of Dawn, the flying fortress, whose owner hosts numerous events of all kinds. One of them being TittyCon.

"Wow. I can't believe I'm meeting the Sellowyn in person! It's nice to meet you!" Tomas exclaimed, extending a hand out to shake.

"Unfortunately, I am only a simulacrum of the real wizard, Sellowyn Addicius. As there are many invitations and participants to reach out to, Sellowyn has sent me in his stead and is currently residing in the Ark of Dawn. Now, will each of you please state your full names so that I may verify your identities," the clone of Sellowyn insisted.

Each of them called out their own names, and the simulacrum's eyes glowed as though processing the information.

"I've never been to TittyCon. How exactly do we get there?" Tomas whispered.

"You haven't? The simulacrum teleports us there. If you ate breakfast, you might wanna brace your gut." Sienna smirked.

"Brace my… gut?"

"Your identities have been verified and everything is in order. Please bundle up as close to each other as possible while I incant a spell of teleportation," Sellowyn said.

Everyone squeezed together, and a column of light engulfed them whole. A vacuum of air sucked the crew through. They lurched coming out the other side upon a platform along the edge of the Ark of Dawn, a massive palace that doubled as a fortress. At each corner was a looming spire. Giant banners rolled down their walls, advertising the latest works of porn stars from the likes of Dame Gwenevier, Yaya, Lady Allison, and more. Those must have cost a fortune, and Sellowyn the wizard was rolling in money for it.

"I'll never get tired of this sight." Sienna gazed up at the bright blue skies as far as the eye could see.

Below was an ocean of clouds. The Ark of Dawn was at an incredibly high elevation. Robyn poked a finger past the threshold of the platform. A barrier stopped her, preventing anyone foolish from jumping off or attacking from the outside. They were at least welcomed by a light breeze, crisper than fresh mountain air.

"Urkk!" Tomas vomited into a raised garden bed and groaned. "The warning and tip… wasn't enough to keep it down…"

"Come on. Let's get you inside, you con-virgin." Robyn laughed.

The iron-wrought gates opened to their approach. More groups appeared on the many adjacent platforms, teleported in by Sellowyn's simulacrums. As soon as Robyn and her coworkers stepped into the courtyard, the gate slammed shut and a fresh group was teleported in. Someone among them barfed, too.

It wasn't until they entered the antechamber that Robyn felt strangely at home underneath countless ad banners of titties, sex toys, and supermodels. For agencies and companies with the kleins to spend, statues of Sellowyn were replaced with their actors and actresses via illusion magic.

Finally, past the multiple sets of archways framed with runic symbols, the crew arrived at the main convention floor. Originally a banquet hall, Sellowyn cleared off all the furniture to make room. It was why the many glass chandeliers and brightly painted walls felt so off for a convention. Imps, pixies, and whoever could fly put up banners and posters on the ceiling. Orcs and ogres carried heavy crates from place to place.

Hundreds of booths, replacing dining tables and chairs, had been set up to advertise a studio's works and merchandise. The bigger companies like Enchanted Touch and Sword & Sheath were set up at the front with the largest booths, displaying their products to con-goers first.

Enchanted Touch's booth had earth golems shaped to vaguely look like voluptuous women and handsome men. Although they didn't have faces, the golems were advertised as malleable for consumers to shape them. A new product, it seemed. Priced at a whopping 10,000 kleins.

There was one major booth that caught Robyn's attention and her ire. Dame Gwenevier Atrocia's very own studio, Succubus Whip. The studio was big enough to have its own place among giants like Enchanted Touch and Sword & Sheath. Illusory clones of the Dame herself served as booth models, waving at passersby and blowing kisses. Gross. Fortunately, the real Dame Gwen wasn't around.

"I can't stand another second of looking at Dame Gwen. Where's our booth?" Robyn asked, searching the convention.

"Says we're at G2270. The hell is that?" Sienna was looking at a brochure map of the floor.

"Over here, guys!" Twinkle waved from above.

They followed the pixie towards the back. Lucky for them, it wasn't convention day yet. Otherwise, the crew would be squeezing past con-goers to go anywhere. They finally made it to the Adventurers Gone Wild booth, and to their fortune, it was a corner booth.

"Hey, hey! Look who made it!" Cordelius threw his arms out to welcome the crew.

A bunch of small fae were going around putting posters up and moving vidcrystal boxes into place.

"Chilla!" Twinkle buzzed around her fairy friend.

"Calm down, squirt!" Chilla caught Twinkle by the scruff of her neck. "We're only lending a hand to return the favor of kicking Vido's ass."

"I guess fairies can be nice sometimes." Robyn teased.

"Don't get used to it, punk." She shook a fist.

Skip and Dane went to set up cameras inside the booth facing outward. They did this the other years, too. It made for great memories and bonus material in their next shoot. Their booth had two tables to form the corner. Few other booths had that luxury. One table was filled with their pornos, actor-specific merchandise from sponsoring companies, and flyers. The other would be where Robyn, Sienna, and Tomas conducted fan greets starting tomorrow. Adjacent to them was Lilia's booth, Damsel, and its employees also getting into place under Director Dorian's orders.

"The three of you should be at the booth no later than 8 in the morning. Doors to the convention open at 9. Is that understood?" Sylvia came to brief the studio's actors.

"Yes, ma'am!" they replied at once.

"Good. As always, your rooms will be in the southwest tower. There are restaurants on the bottom floor of each tower should you find yourself famished." She handed each of them a key to their own room.

They took Sylvia up on that. Twinkle stayed behind to hang out with Chilla. The southwest tower was accessible through a corridor, then taking a levitating platform up the tower to their floor. Robyn and Sienna's were on the fifth. Tomas' was on the fourth, so they bid him goodbye after he hopped off first.

"Lookie that, Robyn. Our rooms are right across from each other. Am I going to hear you getting fucked by a boy toy again?" Sienna asked.

"Th-There won't be any banging! Sheesh. What do you take me for?" Robyn grumbled.

"It's not my fault you're swan-diving into the whole being a girl. Be honest. You're enjoying this aren't you?" The draph elbowed Robyn in the side.

"It's just your imagination. I have every intention of going back to being a guy! Once… Once I found out how, that is…"

Robyn entered her room and slammed the door shut to escape Sienna's teasing. She made herself at home in the guest room, one of thousands that Ark of Dawn had to offer. The place was furnished with a desk, comfy bed, storage trunk, and even a bathtub. A window behind her bed offered a view of the courtyard down below. People who would be working during the convention were still coming in but at a trickle now.

"Just a little picture…" Robyn snapped a picture and uploaded it to XXXitter She captioned it with, 'At TittyCon, who's excited?'

Right away, the post was bombarded with comments and likes. Most were words of support. Some, horny posting. A few were straight up down bad and unhinged.

Bzzt! Bzzt!

Ginger had sent a text. It read, "I'M COMING TO TITTYCON. YOU'RE ON THE 5TH FLOOR ROOM 32, RIGHT?"

Robyn put her phone away. That was enough posting on social media for one day. She laid down in bed and stared up at the ceiling.

Tomorrow, con-goers were going to flood the courtyard in droves. Robyn closed the blinds and wondered how many of them were going to come to the Adventurers Gone Wild booth to meet her. They all had an equal chance of winning an opportunity to have sex with her, too. Sex… with a fan…

Robyn slipped a hand into her pants and rubbed her clit. Pleasure rippled in gentle waves. She imagined being filmed having sex with a fan, whoever they were going to be. It was so taboo that she had gotten wet just thinking about it.

A thought crossed her mind. She checked XXXitter again. Her notifications were in the triple digits now, and her inbox had dozens of DMs. By all accounts, Robyn had every reason to ignore them. However, feeling a little pent up, she opened one and was unsurprisingly greeted by a dick pic. This one was big and cut. It must belong to someone of a larger race.

What if this fan won? Robyn couldn't imagine something like that fitting. Her fingers picked up speed, faster, harder… until she climaxed.

"Fuck me, I'm horny." Robyn sighed. "This body just keeps getting hornier by the day. Am I sick? Is something wrong with me or what?"

"Hey! You ready? We getting some lunch or not?" Sienna rapped her knuckles on the door.

"Coming!" She hurried out after rinsing her hand in the tub.

Together, the both of them descended the tower to hit up the food courts on the first floor. Things were going swell until they ran into the succubus porn star, Dame Gwenevier, milling about in the wide corridor.

"Shit. Maybe we should walk the other way," Sienna suggested.

Too late, Robyn and Dame Gwen locked eyes.

"You!" Robyn growled.

"Sorry, do I know you?" Dame Gwen squinted.

"What?!" Her jaw dropped. "Bitch, you charmed me back in Morganta! Club Reguard?"

The succubus tilted her head to one side, seemingly searching her memories. A confused look washed over her face.

"Gwen, baby! We're here!"

Two women, a lamia and an ashen-skinned devilin, strolled past them to join Dame Gwen's side. Robyn recognized them immediately and was starstruck. The lamia was Blowjob Queen Yaya. Her lower serpent half was brilliant brown and spotted black, while the upper half was more humanoid. Curly forest green hair draped down her shoulders and framed a playful demeanor. Yaya threw one arm around Dame Gwen with extreme familiarity.

The other was Lady Allison, the undisputed most popular dominatrix in the world. A stone cold face made her hard to read. Robyn had only known Lady Allison with a wicked smirk in all her pornos, but the devilin here appeared more calm and composed. Her black hair was worn short, not a strand past the shoulders.

"Oh? Are these your friends, Gwen?" Yaya asked.

"No, they kind of just confronted me out of nowhere. I figured they were fans," Gwen said.

"Aha! You silly goose. The convention isn't open to fans until tomorrow!" her lamia friend explained.

The corners of Robyn's eyes twitched.

"You must be Robyn Clemrose and Sienna Baron." Lady Allison mosied right up to them and leaned forward to get a better look… at Robyn's breasts. "They look real. You really are a woman."

"Wow! Really? That Robyn? She looks so much cuter in person!" Yaya's tongue, the very thing that earned her the nickname in the industry, flicked out repeatedly to taste the air.

"Eh… Yeah… Wait, you know our names?" Robyn asked in surprise.

Lady Allison nodded.

"You probably know ours, too. Just in case, I'm Allison. That's Gwen and Yaya. It's a pleasure to meet you." Allison extended a hand to Robyn, and when she didn't take it, had her hand grabbed and shook instead.

Sienna came between them. "Hey. Dame Gwen fucked with Robyn. A while back, she came into town and charmed her. Now she's acting like nothing's wrong?"

"Ah… Well…" She lowered her voice to a whisper. "Gwen has a hard time recognizing people who aren't as popular as her— and I don't mean that offensively. Those are her words. I'm sure it'll come back to her. Whatever Gwen did to you guys, I apologize on her behalf. Let's let it slide and be cool, alright?"

Without another word, Allison returned to Yaya and Dame Gwen with the latter asking what that was all about. The three of them looked like a couple of peas in a pod. Never in a thousand years did Robyn imagine they were close friends, but the porn industry was sort of tight-knit in that regard.

A second later, Dame Gwen erupted with the loudest 'THAT BITCH WAS HER?' that echoed down the corridor. The succubus glanced over her shoulder with a burning glare. Robyn waved back and was glad that she remembered.

"I kinda always imagined Lady Allison to be more… dommy." Sienna scratched her head.

"Dunno. Maybe. Never really met her or the others until recently. They were always like goddesses from afar," Robyn said and suddenly felt her draph friend's judging stare.

"Goddesses? Really? One of them charmed you." She rolled her eyes.

"I was a horny guy. What do you want from me? Let's go to the food court at another tower. I'm not feeling like eating while the Dame's staring daggers at me."

One thing was for sure. This year's TittyCon was going to be one for the history books.


Chapter 26

When Robyn woke up this morning and went to their booth in the convention hall with Sienna, she figured it was going to be another tame TittyCon. That most people would give their booth a glance over and walk away. The only ones to drop by would be fans of Milky rather than Sienna. How wrong Robyn was. Their little spot in the hall, shared with Lilia's studio, had one of the biggest lines compared to other booths of similar size.

Fans of Adventurers Gone Wild had formed such a big line that the convention staff had to come down and manage it. The area would have been clogged up otherwise. Robyn gaped at the many people waiting to come by the booth. Its line wrapped around the corner and disappeared from sight.

Sellowyn, the master wizard and host, sent a simulacrum of himself to open a portal to cut the line short. It was connected to another portal in the courtyard where the rest were waiting outside. That way, they didn't crowd the area and would enter one at a time.

"It's f-finally nice to meet you, Robyn!" the next fan, an elven man with boney cheeks and fogged up glasses, said as he came up to the table. "I became a fan ever since you turned into a girl!"

"Thanks!" Robyn mustered up her best smile though strained as it was.

The fan greet at the Adventurers Gone Wild booth consisted of three parts. First was the greet part for Robyn and the fan to exchange a few words. Second, the fan was allowed to take a picture with her if they wanted to. Many obviously did but were very awkward about it. Third, if they received a raffle ticket from Enchanted Touch for buying at least 200 kleins worth of merchandise, Sylvia would take it off their hands to be drawn on the final day of TittyCon.

This guy and many others had boners behind their pants, most likely fantasizing about their chance of getting to have sex with their favorite actress. Next was a picture. He handed Sylvia his phone and stood next to Robyn. An arm hovered over her shoulder but never came close to touching.

Robyn fought the urge to cringe at how awkward this picture must look. When Sylvia finally snapped it and returned his phone, the fan handed over the raffle ticket, prayed to a greater deity for good luck, and hurried away presumably to go masturbate.

"This will never not be awkward," Robyn groaned.

"Aw, don't be like that. I know you're having the time of your life. All this popularity is like a drug to you!" Sienna teased while meeting with a fan of her own.

"Sure, but… did we really need to dress like this? It's one thing to be in costume for a shoot. It's another to dress like the next scene is my sex scene in public!" she cried.

Tammerin of Tammy's Steel, who was also here to advertise her goods, had reached out to Adventurers Gone Wild to do a last minute collaboration. She sent her stuff over, and they were expectedly skimpy beyond imagination. Cordelius thought that having an adventurer's theme that was their namesake for their booth would be a huge boost. He was right.

To fit in the theme, Robyn had dressed up in a priestly garb with a little silver tiara. The light, white robe was practically a two-piece bikini with many flowing ribbons. She looked more the part of an adventuring group's hired prostitute than the healing priest. Meanwhile, Sienna wore another bikini armor in which the 'breast plates' were on the verge of breaking because of her big tits. Tomas didn't escape the theme either but was the only one to wear a normal robe of the sorcerer's variety. Fully-clothed, unlike the other two.

"Robyn, you're on the clock. The next fan is here to meet you," Sylvia said.

When Robyn turned around, a knight in full plate was there to meet her. It was none other than Vanessa Durang.

"What the?! Don't tell me, you're…?" Robyn took a step back from the Republican Chevalier, whose very presence struck fear in con-goers and staff alike.

"I am here to meet my favorite actress, of course!" Vanessa exclaimed. "Oh, but I'll not be participating in the raffle. My sole interest lies in watching you. I can't wait to see who is drawn up to have sex with you… " Her breathing grew ragged and hot after every word. "Is… Is it possible that there will be more than one fan? Perhaps a whole gang? Clawing and nibbling and defiling your body?"

"B-Boy, I sure hope not! How about a picture? Hey, Sylvia! Let's get a picture already and send the Chevy on her way, yeah? She's probably really busy!" Frantic to get the marshal gone, Robyn had Sylvia snap a photo and boot the Chevalier out while she was still lost in her fantasies.

Soon after Vanessa left, the next fan emerged from the portal. His footsteps shook the ground. The edges of the portal had to stretch and grow in order for him to get through, and when he finally did, out came a large rhinotaur man with a shadow large enough to engulf Robyn in darkness.

"Uh… Hello…" Robyn gulped, staring up at the beast.

"Me fan," he said with a ticket in one hand. "Here to have sex with Robyn."

Robyn blanked out until the rhinotaur reached out to grab her, and Sienna snatched his wrist and twisted his arm.

"Stay away from her," Sienna growled.

"There appears to be a misunderstanding!" Sylvia came between them but offered her attention to the rhinotaur first. "Sir, we're terribly sorry, but this ticket is for a raffle. It is not a guarantee. This ticket only gives you a chance to have sex with Robyn."

"Hrmph. Understand now. My mistake." The rhinotaur grunted and gave Sylvia his ticket before walking off without even wanting a picture.

"Whew… I thought I was about to get railed by a rhinotaur dick today…" Robyn sighed.

Rhinotaurs were a subrace of minotaurs. They had the body of a minotaur but the face and head of a rhino. Their hide was as tough as iron, suited for battle. Fortunately, rhinotaurs weren't exactly dumb, but they were prone to misunderstandings and needed crystal clear instructions.

To think, someone like that had an equal chance as any other fan to get it on with Robyn. A rugotaur was bad enough…

"Why don't you three take a break? Walk around the convention and have some fun," Sylvia suggested, putting up a 'Will be back' sign in front of the portal.

"Good idea!" Cordelius stopped counting money and looked up. "You guys can go out there and be walking advertisements for Adventurers Gone Wild!"

Robyn and Sienna rolled their eyes, but they nevertheless took Sylvia up on the offer. Tomas elected to stay behind, arguing that at least one of them should continue meeting fans at the booth. He would take a break once they got back.

TittyCon was a feast for the eyes. It wasn't anything Robyn hadn't seen before, but she enjoyed the mood of being around people who were here for a shared interest. In this case, porn. People walked around carrying sex toys of their favorite actor and actress' genital mold. Models posed in front of luxury carriages to have their pictures taken. Indie porn actresses grinded on horny and lonely fans to entice them into buying more stuff. The air filled with the murmur of con-goers talking about their favorite adult films.

As they were taking in the sights, a few fans recognized them.

"Milky, can I get a picture!"

"Nope," Sienna said curtly.

Another fan with a quill and vidcrystal box of Milky's Milk raced up to them.

"Will you sign my—"

"No," Sienna replied before he finished his sentence.

"Damn, you really don't give a fuck." Robyn laughed on their way to the next block.

"You gotta give it to them straight. Fans'll keep bothering you otherwise. Besides, I'm on break!" she explained.

They wandered up to a modest booth belonging to the one and only Donnie Sins. The guy was shaking hands and taking pictures with fans, men and women alike. He was something of a legend in the porn industry. An elf, probably one of his agents, whispered into Donnie's ear, and he apologized to the fans before heading into the back.

"Oh, shit. It's Donnie Sins! Blacksmith, teacher, doctor, adventurer, demon lord, parallel world hero!" Robyn exclaimed.

"Guess he went to take a break too or something. I bet we can meet him if we sneak around back," Sienna said.

The two went around the booth where there was less foot traffic. A set of curtains led into the back, likely for people bringing things in and out and for staff to enter. When they peeked inside, Donnie was sitting on a chair smoking from a pipe.

"Hey!" Donnie noticed them right away. "I know you two. You're from Adventurers Gone Wild."

"Sorry, we didn't mean to interrupt— er… You know us?" Robyn gasped.

"Yeah! You're Robyn, the actor who got transformed into a chick. The other one is Milky. It's kind of my job to get to know colleagues in the same industry. Come in! We're all friends," he insisted.

They did, and Robyn couldn't believe she was meeting the legend himself. Donnie Sins was just a human man, but he was quite possibly the most popular male porn star in the world. Somehow surprisingly, he was up there with the likes of Dame Gwenevier. He sported a clean-shaven head, was of average muscular build, and had a big friendly smile and voice to match. His rise to fame was due in large part to being cast in a large variety of common professions which turned into a viral sensation of jokes.

"Sienna is fine. I'd rather not be called Milky while off the clock." Sylvia pursed her lips.

"My bad. No problem! Sometimes, I forget I'm not actually Donnie Sins. My real name is Donovan Jeffries. My day job is… is…" Donnie trailed off in thought.

Something about him seemed strange.

"You good, man? You're an adult film actor," Robyn said.

"Right! Yeah. I guess I forgot what I do for a living, too. Been so many people that I've kind of… lost my identity…" He drifted into thought again but this time seeming more panicked.

Robyn and Sienna exchanged worried looks.

"What am I… Who am I? I should be at my forge right now! The nice married lady needed her ladle fixed before her husband came home. No, wait… I have a patient that needs to be looked after. Her breasts were aching, and my hands are the only ones that can cure her!" Donnie cried, falling to his knees in distress.

"What the fuck is going on?" Robyn gaped.

"I-I think he's having an identity crisis," Sienna wondered aloud.

"Donnie? Donnie, there you are!" A bespectacled elven man came around the corner and sighed deeply. "I'm sorry, ladies. Donnie's having an episode. Can you give us some space?"

The two of them left, and their image of Donnie Sins as a sort of titan among men in the porno industry had been permanently shattered.

"I'm going to need a beer after that," Robyn said.

"Second." Sienna agreed.

They arrived at the beer garden of Candy Brewery, a popular distillery in the Hamisburg Republic, who were among several non-industry participants at TittyCon. It wasn't all porn after all. A convention like this also wouldn't be a great convention without some alcohol.

The booth was one large beer garden, an open area with long tables and benches for people to down their steins. Robyn and Sienna each picked up a tall glass of frothy nectar from the front. Cool nectar slid refreshingly down her throat.

"God bless the Republic and its shitty beer." Robyn expelled a deep breath of relief and satisfaction.

"It just occurred to me. Where's Twinkle?" Sienna asked.

"I think she's with Chilla and the fairy gang. They're probably fooling around in the con somewhere and playing tricks on some poor saps," she said.

Both of them suddenly felt some hard stares burning into their backs. When Robyn dared turn around, she locked eyes with the furious glare of Dame Gwenevier and snapped forward.

"Is that who I think it is?" Sienna whispered.

"It's the fucking Dame. Talk about timing." Robyn clicked her tongue.

"Let's just take these drinks and go—"

A couple of men interrupted them. Two boxed Robyn in from her side and Sienna on the other.

"You're Milky, right? You two are from Adventurers Gone Wild," one of them, a half-orc with a scar down his right eye, asked.

"A friend of ours has a suite in the northwest tower. Why don't you guys come over and have some fun?" the other who was a burly human suggested.

Worst fucking time to get hit on!

"Sorry, we're not interested." Robyn tried to get up, but the man put an arm around her waist.

"Move," Dame Gwenevier appeared behind them and ordered.

Robyn shuddered, but it wasn't her that the succubus had compelled. It was the two dudes bothering them. Stiffly, the two of them got up and marched away.

"Dame." Sienna regarded her coldly.

"My, my. If it isn't Milky and the upstart," Dame Gwen said with the same icy reception.

"Don't you have anywhere better to be? Like at a circlejerk of thralls to constantly compliment and stroke your ego?" Robyn asked.

"Oh, that's scheduled for later in the day. I hope you aren't too bothered by our last meeting, Robyn. It must have been quite the ordeal to be in my presence." She flashed a devious smirk.

"Please…"

The two guys who Dame Gwen had booted off returned with a larger group of inebriated punks. They looked like they wanted some payback.

"Hey, bitch. Don't you go acting so tough just because you're in the porn biz. You're just a whore for money," one of them growled.

"How silly, aren't they? People love being controlled. It is in their nature. They seek purpose, and that purpose is to fall in love with and obey me. Kneel." Dame Gwenevier blew the audience a kiss infused with succubus charm magic, and they all dropped to one knee and lowered their heads.

Must be nice having magic. The dame had two things going for her, being a succubus and being an attractive one at that. Combined, it made her a potent porn star.

"Don't think I haven't noticed what you're up to. I know that look, Robyn. The look of someone with an eye on my crown. I'll leave you to it, then. Just know that if you're trying to come anywhere close to me, the industry will eat you whole if you're not prepared for it. Ta~ta~" With a flick of her brilliant hair, Dame Gwen spun around and left with the group of frozen men kneeling in place.

"Uhm… A little help here?" a guy pleaded.

"You made your bed sassing a succubus. Now lie in it," Robyn taunted.

She and Sienna downed their drinks and left, too.

"You're really going to go for it? Dethrone Dame Gwen's status as the world's biggest porn star? You know you'll need to stay like this to do it," Sienna reminded her.

"Nothing will make me happier than having her underneath me!" Robyn clenched a fist in front of herself.

The two of them figured they had spent enough time on break and headed back to relieve Tomas of his post. However, on the way back to their booth, they ran into Dame Gwen again, accompanied by Yaya and Allison again.

"We have got to stop running into each other." Dame Gwen grimaced.

"Oh, hello again." Allison nodded cordially.

"W-We were actually on our way…" Robyn choked up in front of her favorite porn stars.

"Hey, hey! No need to leave yet. This is perfect! Why don't you two come with us?" Yaya suggested to Robyn and Sienna.

"Yaya!" The succubus pouted.

Yaya and Allison pointed to the back of the convention hall. A large number of people, though not enough to abate the masses in the main floor, were shuffling out the doors to the amphitheater area.

"There's a game show. Contestants are ladies of porn only, pitted against each other in a series of obstacles, quizzes, and some kinky fun! Come with us and play. The more the merrier. They have a prize, too! Something from Sellowyn's personal collection of magical trinkets!" Yaya explained.

Right. It almost slipped Robyn's mind that Sellowyn was actually a horndog and big consumer of porn, too.

"I doubt Robyn is cut out for it. She was only a boy until recently. Sign-ups ended last week. There is no way Sellowyn will allow late entrants." Dame Gwen waved dismissively.

"If the three of us ask nicely, I'm sure he will allow it," Allison said, much to Gwen's dismay.

"Count me in. This is a perfect chance for me to put you in your place outside of porn." Robyn grinned and looked down on the succubus.

"Hmph. You're mighty cocky, even though you don't have a cock anymore!" Her demeanor lit with fiery competitiveness.

Robyn and Gwen were practically butting heads until their respective friends pulled them apart.

"Ooooh! I love how fired up everyone is. C'mon, ladies. Let's go go go!" Yaya led the way.

The five of them descended to the outdoor amphitheater and took a separate route from the spectators. They emerged onto the ground floor where an entirely empty field laid before them. A few hundred porn actresses big and small waited in front of a barrier at the starting line. Cheering audiences all around them filled the stands and then some.

"Robyn, Sienna! You two are participating?" Lilia asked from among the contestants. However, as soon as she saw Dame Gwenevier, her demeanor soured. "Dame. You better not be forcing them to join you."

"Psh. As if I have the time and energy to care about pebbles beneath my feet." Dame Gwen turned her nose up and glowered.

"Hey, hey! We're all friends here! How's it hanging, Lilia? Long time no see!" Yaya threw an arm around Lilia and flicked a long, thin tongue at her.

Robyn couldn't help but feel anxious. Not because of the obstacle course. It was because she was surrounded by so many attractive women from the porno industry, some of whom she had sex with as an extra. Back when she was a guy, of course.

But damn. The game show was a lot more popular than Robyn had expected. In all the other years that she attended TittyCon before, Cordelius had her working the booth the entire time. Sienna also never bothered participating. It seemed to be pretty popular.

Levitating scrying eyes flew around them. They fed back to giant illusory panels in the sky for spectators to get a better look. One eye passed right by Robyn, giving the screen a full view of her befuddled expression. She waved awkwardly into the eye, and the crowds went wild.

"S-So, exactly what does the game show entail?" Robyn asked.

"Obstacles," Allison began. "It's different every year. Sellowyn designs them, so no one really knows until it starts."

"By the way, I won last year!" Yaya pointed excitedly to herself.

"There's a prize at the end, right? What'd you get?" Sienna had her interest piqued.

"A beautiful magic carpet! It sits in front of the fireplace at my parents' house!" she exclaimed.

They stared at her in disbelief.

"It's a magic carpet. Does it do anything?" Robyn squinted.

"Is it supposed to do something?" Yaya asked innocently and seemingly unaware.

The ground rumbled. Spectators erupted in impassioned cheers. A massive, vertical obstacle course rose from the earth with a finish line at the very top. Flying out on a floating disc was a wizard dressed in a blue and purple robes. Only a bulbous red nose and big round eyes could be seen past all the beard that reached down to his waist.

"Ladies, gentlemen, and more! Welcome to the 20th annual TittyCon! Are you having fun? Have you met your favorite actress or actor yet? Well, look no further because you're about to watch them brave through this obstacle course and embarrass themselves trying! Grease up those arms and grab some lube, because this will be quite the titillating event!" Sellowyn bellowed across the amphitheater, inciting the same energy from the crowds.

It was hard for Robyn to believe that Sellowyn, who was quite possibly the greatest wizard alive in current time, was just another pervert.

He continued, "The rules for the contestants are simple— no magic, no flying, and most of all, backstabbing and sabotage is encouraged!"

"You heard the old geezer, Robyn. No hard feelings." Sienna grinned.

"Someone's raring to go. Bring it on then!" Robyn mirrored her coworker's sentiments and cracked her knuckles.

A series of light orbs on the barrier blinked red, red, red, green. It dropped. Hundreds of women in skimpy clothing stampeded forward. Robyn wasn't prepared and got bodied to the ground. Dame Gwen raced ahead, and she glanced over her shoulder and stuck a tongue out.

"You will never reach the top at this rate, loser!" Gwen taunted.

Robyn cursed under her breath and hurried to catch up. The first obstacle was a rock climb. Fortunately, not on a straight vertical incline. It was, however, incredibly steep. She got about half-way when some people started falling off. They didn't hit solid ground. Instead, a pool of water had formed beneath the obstacle course.

Someone suddenly stomped on Robyn's face. It almost knocked the lights out of her. A devilin woman with pinkish skin was trying to kick her off.

"Hey, stop that!" Robyn yelled.

"Didn't you hear? Sabotage is encouraged!" the woman chided.

Right…

"Okay, but I'm warning you. I'm into being stepped on by hot devilin chicks!" Robyn hollered from below.

"What? Gross— aahh!" The devilin lost her hold, recoiling out of disgust and slipped off. She plummeted into the waters, then resurfaced a second later pouting.

Robyn easily cleared the rest of the rock climb. Once she got to the top, a lot of girls were standing around and hesitating to continue. She glanced ahead and realized why.

"What's this?" Sellowyn asked, his voice projecting loud enough to reach the entire amphitheater. "It appears that many of our contestants have found themselves unwilling to press on through the slime pool! Fear not, ladies. It is not dangerous! But… it is alive!"

Ahead, Sienna, Lilia, Yaya, Allison, Gwen, and half a hundred other women were trudging through the pool of slime. Their faces were deeply red.

However, Robyn refused to back down so easily. She jumped in feet first and sank down to her waist. Others began to follow suit.

"Everyone's favorite rising genderbent porn actress, Robyn Clemrose, has taken the plunge and leads the way for the stragglers! Will they be able to catch up?" Sellowyn shouted.

"Oh, my god… Please, don't put me on the big screen…" Robyn muttered.

The slime was certainly alive. It thickened at random intervals, making it harder to move forward. Something poked and prodded her body. No, not just something. Many things. Slime tightened around her chest, and teased her nipples. They slipped under her clothing. She felt her groin itching as slime pulsated below.

A few girls behind Robyn fell victim to the constant stimulation. They stopped advancing and succumbed to being molested by the slime. She was going to fall behind too unless…

An evil thought came to mind. Sabotage was encouraged, so… Robyn balled up some slime and tossed it across the pool. It hit Sienna on the head.

"Robyn, you… alright, you cunt. Two can play at that!" Sienna dipped both hands into the slime and hurled a volley.

"Oh, shit!" Robyn, seeing no other choice, lobbed some more.

They didn't go very far, but some did hit the others towards the front. A slime ball fight unfolded, with those at the very head of the group taking the brunt of the assault. Gwen, Allison, Lilia, and Yaya found themselves being pelted and engaged back, giving Robyn ample time to close the distance— then as if facing divine punishment, a slime tentacle wormed its way into her pussy. Bouts of pleasure almost brought Robyn sinking into the pool of slime.

"Go, Robyn! Go! Go, Robyn! GO!" Someone was cheering exceptionally loud from a distance.

Robyn followed the voice and caught a glimpse of Ginger, her biggest fan, waving a flag in support, wearing a shirt with her face on it, and cheering at an ear-splitting volume.

"Almost… there!" Robyn pressed on even with the slime pumping inside her.

The battle knocked a few people out, burying them underneath a mound of slime thrown at them. The expected group had climbed out of the pool already, and Sienna was first now.

Next were a series of platforms, hundreds of them, within jumping distance of each other that gradually increased in elevation to the upper floor obstacle.

"Tch. How silly that I, a succubus, am not allowed to fly. This would have been so easy." Dame Gwen scoffed.

"That's the point, Gwen. You snooze, you lose— hup!" Allison deftly jumped from one platform to the next.

However, upon landing on a platform like any other, a magical barrier encased the devilin in a birdcage. She grabbed the bars and tried to open them to no success.

"It looks like our contestants have jumped out of the slime pool and into the platforms of many things! Yes, that's right. Many of these platforms are trapped. Only a few are perfectly normal. Now, which ones shall they dare set foot on?" Sellowyn guffawed.

Robyn watched as contestants jumped onto a platform and promptly faced the consequences of bad luck. An elven girl was shocked off the edge. A platform underneath a devilin vanished, and she fell into the water below. A human keenly followed Allison's route, but on the third, jumped to a different platform only for grease to squirt onto the surface. She promptly slipped off.

"Ehhh? Are we sure we won't get hurt falling down? Someone just got electrocuted!" Yaya exclaimed worriedly.

"No worries, ladies! I have the best clerics Hamisburg has to offer!" Sellowyn assured them.

With the prize in their eyes, the contestants pressed on. Smarter ones lingered back and watched for which platforms didn't activate before continuing. This obstacle ended up felling a lot more people than the previous ones combined.

Yaya psyched herself up, then followed the safe platforms already taken by other contestants. However, the person in front of her had three nearby platforms to jump to and ended up picking the wrong one. It turned to ice, and she slipped right off, leaving Yaya to mull over two.

"You first, Yaya!" Gwen said, landing on the same platform.

"N-No way am I going! You go, Gwen! You're the one who can fly," the lamia insisted.

"And I'm barred from flying, remember? If you won't jump, then I'll have to apologize ahead of time!" She backed away.

"Apologize for—"

Gwen put all her strength behind shoving Yaya into one of the platforms. The screaming lamia threw both hands out to grab the ledge. It turned out to be an illusion, and so she plummeted.

"Gwen, you meaniiieeee!" Yaya cried on the way down.

Robyn took her chances on a separate route away from Gwen.

So far, so good. The platforms she had taken were all safe. From here, Robyn had the choice of the left or right platform. One, both, or neither could be trapped. Only one way to find out. She leaped onto the left platform and by chance, Lilia had landed on the same one.

"What the—" The two gaped at each other, their hands out considering whether or not to shove the other off.

The runes on the platform lit up. A glowing light traced the circular platform into two halves, Robyn and Lilia on each.

"Uh, oh! Two contestants have landed on a challenge platform. That can only mean one thing. A showdoooooooooown! One will pass, the other will fall. Are you ready? Begin!" Sellowyn shouted.

Some kind of lube squirted onto the platform and drenched their feet. It was slippery. One wrong move, and it was into the water for both of them.

"Hold on, Lilia!" Robyn exclaimed after noticing the actress taking a step forward with every intention of pushing her off.

"Huh? What's there to hold on for? We're pitted against each other!" Lilia rolled her eyes.

The outer ring of the platform vanished. It was getting smaller, and the two of them were forced closer to each other.

"Okay, but who says we need to fight? We don't have to play by Sellowyn's game. There are bigger threats than me, right? Take Gwen for example. Or Sienna! We need to work together. Let's just back off and jump to the next platforms. What do you say?" Robyn suggested.

Lilia thought about it for a few seconds.

"Alright, fine. No funny business." Lilia extended a hand to shake on it, but Robyn full-on shoved her off instead. "ROBYN, YOU CONNIVING BITCH!" she yelled angrily on the way down.

"All I did was turn on you first before you turned on me!" Robyn exclaimed just as Lilia hit the water.

The rest of the platform obstacle was a cake walk. Five contestants remained. Robyn, Sienna, and Gwen were among them. Another circular ring formed, lowering them until the final arena was only meters from the water.

"And we have made it to the final obstacle. This will be a deathmatch! Knock the other contestants off until there is only one left, and you will become the victor! Now, who shall it be?" Sellowyn asked.

A layer of wet mud formed on their platform. All five of them stared each other down in an intense stand-off.

"In a contest of strength, I think we all know who the victor is." Sienna stood tall and proud.

Robyn, Gwen, and the other two remaining contestants shot each other a silent yet understanding look. To no surprise, they charged the draph at once.

"Sorry about this, Sienna!" Robyn apologized.

"Wait, are you serious?! Aren't we on the same—" Sienna braced for impact, but as soon as the four of them slammed into her, the slickened ground took care of the rest.

The largest of them tumbled backwards, splashing up a tsunami of water. When Sienna resurfaced, a peeved frown formed on her face.

"Robyn, you better treat me to dinner after this or so help me god!" Sienna yelled.

Robyn flashed a thumbs up. A sudden splash from behind drew her attention. Gwen had just pushed the other two off, and they were the only ones left.

"I wanted the pleasure of defeating you myself. Now give up like a good little girl!" Gwen growled, rushing Robyn with everything she had and knocking her to the muddy ground.

"Never! Fuck you!" Robyn fired back.

Both of them were covered in wet mud soaking into their clothes. The crowds' cheering grew louder by the second. A wardrobe malfunction was likely. Robyn's priestly robe slipped down, and so did Gwen's casual gown. Their breasts spilled out, and the audience went absolutely bonkers. The scrying eyes zoomed in on their moneymakers, too.

If this was any other occasion, Robyn would be celebrating getting the chance to mud-wrestle the one and only Dame Gwen. However, this might as well be a battle to the death. Slowly, inch by inch, the succubus was scooting them closer to the edge.

"You hear that? It's me they cheer for. Not you!" Gwen smirked.

"Neither! It's our tits they're cheering for, you bat bitch! And I'm not letting you get your way!" Robyn yanked the slime from the very start of the obstacle from her pussy and shoved it in Gwen's face.

The succubus jerked back. Robyn seized this opportunity to turn their positions around and shoved her off the ring.

"I'll get you back for this!" Dame Gwen howled until she plunged into the water.

"Through nip-slips and backstabs, we have a winner! Robyn Clemrose of Adventurers Gone Wild, everybody!" Sellowyn announced enthusiastically.

Robyn almost fell off when the platform lifted into the air, flying across the arena as though to display her to the audience. A gust of magic and water cleaned the mud away. From her clothes, too, but to no surprise left her wardrobe malfunction unfixed.

"For your prize— I present to you, this magical whip!" Sellowyn poofed a lockbox in mid-air and it snapped open to an… actual whip. "This is no ordinary whip. Whomever you hit, even yourself, it will grant an extreme dose of pleasure! Riveting, isn't it?"

"Can I get a redraw of the prize?" Robyn asked seriously.

"Not only a great actress in the industry, but also a comedian! Perhaps you may consider some more spice in your next films to use this in, yes?" he insisted, and the audience roared in agreement.

The game show had ended, and Robyn… didn't feel like she came out the victor. She caught up with Sienna in the corridor leading back to the main convention hall. Her colleague was snickering fiercely.

"You know, I'm not even mad that you beat me. The look on your face when you got the whip was fucking priceless!" Sienna teased.

"Glad you think so…" Robyn sighed with the prize in hand. "There I was hoping for a nice magical item, not a pleasure-inducing whip…"

Across the way, they noticed Gwen, Yaya, and Allison returning the same way. They didn't stop to say anything but did wave. The latter two did at least. Gwen turned the other cheek.

When Robyn and Sienna returned to the Adventurers Gone Wild booth, the crew was beginning to pack up for the evening.

"Robyn, Sienna! It's been three hours. Where have you been?" Sylvia asked.

"Oh, uhh… We went to the obstacle course," Robyn said, thumbing in the direction of the amphitheater.

"You did?" Cordelius asked, his tail and wings perking right up. "Did you win anything from the old coot?"

Robyn reluctantly showed them the flogger whip.

"Is that…" Sylvia narrowed her eyes.

"It's a whip that makes people orgasm at will. But that's not the funniest part. Robyn won by hiding slime up her pussy and shoving it in the Dame's face!" Sienna laughed.

"I was being creative, alright? I also don't want this damn thing!" Robyn tossed the whip to the ground, but the elastic make of it bounced back up and struck her in the face. She collapsed to the ground, clutching her groin as incredible pangs of pleasure rippled across her body.

"Hehehe… I already got just the idea for our next shoot." Cordelius smiled, rubbing his grimy hands together while Robyn suffered on the floor.


Chapter 27

Day two of TittyCon was just like the first, except more and more con-goers filled the Ark of Dawn. There were events and panels across the convention that people went to, hosted in smaller banquet rooms by studios and companies. In fact, Adventurers Gone Wild was hosting a panel tomorrow, the last day of the convention.

For a studio to host a panel usually meant they had something interesting to say, offered a glimpse into their next works, and Q&A between the audience and panelists. This year would be Adventurers Gone Wild's first panel. They didn't host any in the past years, but Cordelius was confident that their studio had grown to the point that people would come to see them. It also served as the perfect time to announce the raffle winner for the fan sex.

Today, Robyn and her porn industry coworkers were back to meeting and greeting fans at their booth. Shaking hands, taking pictures, and acting like a lusty succubus… all part of the grind. Meanwhile, their director had something brewing in that klein-filled head of his.

"Alright, so first on the menu today is… " Cordelius read off the schedule of day two. "I want Robyn and Sienna to participate in Guess Those Tits, Mimic-Mimic-Chest, and Fit That Dildo before our panel. Tomas, you're going to Make Him Cum. Everyone got it?"

"Wait, wait, wait. Guess Those Tits? Fit That Dildo? No fucking way. Those are some of the most embarrassing game shows at this con!" Robyn complained.

"Yeah, and? The winner of Fit That Dildo gets to say a few words. If one of you wins, then you can name-drop Adventurers Gone Wild! This is going to be great for us. It's free advertisement. Think of the boost in sales!" he exclaimed, grabbing Robyn by the collar of her lewd clerical costume.

Robyn pushed the imp away, and he landed on the cushion that was Sienna's chest.

"I don't mind going to my game show," Tomas said.

"Well, yeah." Sienna picked him up by the scruff of his neck. "That game is just a bunch of slightly above average broads hoping to break into the industry by grinding on you. We'll do it, Cordy. On one condition."

"I don't like the sound of that. Does it have anything to do with my kleins?" Cordelius asked.

Robyn lifted a flyer she had gotten earlier. It was a game show where the porn studio directors ran through a maze chased by a minotaur, and actors and actresses were given numerous options to sabotage or help them with magic. When Cordelius saw that, he gulped so hard he must have swallowed his tongue. Sweat dripped down his chubby cheeks.

"Why not? It sounds like a great idea," Sylvia came up behind him and said.

"Kuh… Fine!" Cordelius relented.

Robyn and Sienna high-fived each other, much to their director's dismay.

The crew stayed behind to man the booth, and the actors went off to do their game shows. Their first was Guess Those Tits. Robyn had attended the event last year as an audience member, and it was a lot of fun for the titty-enthusiasts. The game involved actresses standing behind a wall and sticking their boobs through a cutout.

Several audience members were selected to come up to touch, grope, and do whatever they wanted— within reason— to the mammary mounds in order to put a name to them. A contestant with the most correct guesses won a prize. As for the girls? Well, they were just there to provide the titties.

The two went around from the back of the stage room where other actresses were waiting. A goblin man in a top hat and bowtie peeked past the curtains while an emcee stirred up the audience.

"Alright, ladies. It's simple. On my mark, ya go out there and stick ya tits through the hole. Capiche? Try not ta talk or it'll give ya away," he said.

Robyn took a look at the actresses. Some of them were from pornos she had seen before. It didn't look like the big three were around. Being the most popular names of the industry, they probably had their own panels, games, and booths to attend anyway.

Come to think of it, in the grand scheme of things, Robyn figured she was about as popular as the women around her. Sienna might be the most well-known out of the bunch by the stage name Milky.

"And without further delay, give a hand to your favorite tid~days~!" the emcee exclaimed into the microphone.

All of the actresses lined up, and the goblin directed them out onto the stage amidst applause and cheers. However, the audience and actresses didn't meet each other. They entered behind a cardboard wall with holes about chest-high cut into them. There was magic in them, when a woman pressed their breasts to the wall, it would shift up or down to accommodate their height.

Robyn sucked in a deep breath. Even though she wasn't showing her face, putting her tits out there like this was still embarrassing. Her cheeks heated up. The others around her didn't seem to care much. They took their tops off and shoved their breasts through. She eventually found the courage to do the same with her own modest pair. It was a little drafty, and her nipples were getting hard as people cheered even louder.

"I recognize those tits anywhere!"

"It's Milky!"

"Squirt some for us, Milky!"

Sienna squeezed her eyes shut and gritted through the hollering.

"You wanna dip?" Robyn asked. "We can leave right now. I'll go with you."

"Nah. We're already here. I'll bear through it," Sienna insisted.

Several footfalls proceeded onto the stage from the other side of the wall. The contestants were coming. They were afflicted with a silence spell to drown out the audience, but they could still talk and ramble. That way, contestants wouldn't be able to hear the audience shout the answers. They had to write the answers down on a note, then handed it to the emcee to judge the winner.

A pair of footsteps stopped in front of Robyn. Here it came… Rough hands cupped her breasts. She winced as the contestant brushed her nipples with their thumbs.

"Damn… He… She? I don't fucking know… They are really groping the shit out of me." Robyn swallowed the urge to moan.

"Are you getting off to this?" Sienna asked amusedly.

"N-No!" She tried to lie, but it was written all over her red face and shivering body.

"Oh, it looks like our contestants are getting real handsy. I wish it were me! Don't you guys feel the same?" the emcee asked and received a roar of approval in return.

Robyn was getting wet. She resisted climaxing, but the constant touching and teasing brought her close…

Then it stopped. The contestant groping her went to the next and left her with blue balls. Blue ovaries? Whatever it was, an extreme sense of dissatisfaction nipped painfully at her being.

"Pft…" Sienna caught on and stifled a laugh. "Don't start flicking the bean. We're still in public."

"I won't!" Robyn snapped back.

As soon as the next person stopped in front of Robyn, he made a 'humm' and fell into thought.

"This is definitely Robyn Clemrose," the contestant said.

That was quick, Robyn thought.

"But just to be sure…" He began to grope her breasts like the other one did, but somehow… more deftly at pleasuring her.

"Nngh… This guy… is actually trying to get me off." Robyn bit down on a finger.

Moans escaped her lips in quick gasps. She twitched from the pleasure of having her breasts and nipples toyed with. The nipples were getting harder, too, and the contestant touching her knew.

"Hehe… am I actually turning Robyn on? Sweet! Come on, baby… let me make you cum! If I can make my favorite actress orgasm, it would make this con worth it!" He intensified the groping and—

"I'm… cumming!" Robyn squeezed her thighs together and climaxed. She shuddered like crazy, and anyone who was watching closely must have realized what happened. The contestant certainly did.

"Fuck yeah! I love the way she orgasms so much! After this, I'm going to buy more of her shit for the fan sex raffle!" After declaring that in front of Robyn, he moved onto the next pair of boobies.

Robyn was out of breath and dizzy, in sheer disbelief that she just climaxed in front of the audience. When she shot a look to Sienna, her friend and coworker returned a snide look.

"Someone had a happy ending." Sienna chuckled.

"Sh… Shut up…" Robyn glanced away.

At the end of Guess Those Tits, a winner had been announced after correctly naming eleven out of twenty women to their boobs. He was a bespectacled half-elven man with thick buckteeth. His prize was a free boob cushion from Enchanted Touch, and a picture alongside all of the topless women. Robyn sidled up to the group, deeply embarrassed and red from earlier.

They went to the next game at another stage in the convention. Robyn hoped it wasn't going to be as bad. She couldn't be more wrong. Mimic-Mimic-Chest was a heart attack of a game where actresses essentially played duck-duck-goose. Except, the ducks were the mimics and there was only one real chest with loot inside.

If a contestant, in this case it was Robyn and the other women, correctly chose the real chest, then they won everything inside it. Guess wrong, and well…

"Mimic, mimic, mimic…" A woman went around the circle of chests tapping each one and finally stopped unconfidently at what she guessed wasn't a mimic. "Ch… Chest…?"

The 'chest' sprung to life, snapping open at the seams to reveal a gnashing maw of teeth and giant, slimy tongue. The actress screamed and took off running while being pursued by the mimic. If she made it around the circle and sat down, magic would put the chasing mimic back to sleep, and she could continue playing.

If not…

She tripped. The mimic caught up and gulped half her body. Its tongue lapped up her lower half like a thirsty lesbian.

"Aaaaand, that's another contestant down!" the announcer shouted.

A few staff on standby rushed onto stage to separate the actress and mimic, put the monster to sleep, and then took it away. The circle shrunk with one less chest, and the next contestant had a slightly better chance of winning.

"Break a leg," Sienna said, nudging Robyn onto the stage.

"Ah, fuck…" Robyn muttered.

The chests were arranged in a ring. There were fifteen left. One of them was the chest. Robyn began her round, patting each chest and saying 'mimic' aloud. There was no clue to the real one. All of them sounded the same. A thud for each tap.

Eventually, Robyn neared making a full circle and would be disqualified if she didn't call out a chest, so…

"Chest!" Robyn tapped one and prayed, PRAYED with all her might that it wasn't a mimic.

A second went by, then… multiple slits formed and opened to reveal a cluster of bulging, spider-like eyes. The seams along the metal bands split and a maw of teeth and saliva greeted her.

"Oh… Fuck this shit, fuck this shit!" Robyn ran for her life.

The mimic chest clamored after. This was one of those times Robyn wished she had finally committed to going to the gym. Or at least occasionally do some cardio. Her legs gave out. The mimic caught up and more than just ate her lower body.

A large, purple tongue licked Robyn's pussy. She was powerless to push the mimic off, since it was much heavier. Blunted yet thick teeth tore her clothes off. All the little nubs and ridges of its tongue brushed against her clitoris. It brought her pleasure with each lick. At this rate, she would climax in front of an audience again.

And they were cheering!

Where were the damn staff? They should be here already. Robyn was practically gushing from her pussy and on the verge of orgasming when she realized— they were already helping. Three were in the middle of trying to pull the mimic off, but it refused to open up. All the while, her lower body was enveloped in the warm mouth of a mimic licking her to the next level of ecstasy.

"Nngh… Hurry… up already…" Robyn mumbled, covering her mouth to keep from moaning.

When they finally pried the mimic open, Robyn spilled out twitching on the ground. One of them cast magic on it, causing the monster to fall asleep.

"Are you okay?!" one of the staff, a cute girl, kindly asked.

"Don't mind her! She'll come to her senses after getting off!" Sienna yelled from the stage wing.

"Alright, Sienna." Robyn picked herself up and dragged her feet off the stage. "Let's see you tango with a mimic!"

"Gladly." She strided onto the stage with the confidence of a dragon.

Even if Sienna were to encounter a mimic, it would be unmatched against her boundless strength and size. She proceeded down the circle, calling out each mimic and finally—

"Chest." Sienna gave it a gentle kick.

Robyn held out hope that the draph would get her comeuppance. Instead, the chest opened, reflecting the glint of kleins and a couple of enchanted items.

"We have a winner, folks! Sienna of Adventurers Gone Wild has picked the chest out of a horde of mimics!" the emcee bellowed.

"Lucky ass." Robyn slapped a hand to her face and sighed.

They had one more game for the day, and it was perhaps the most popular of all— Fit That Dildo, hosted by Enchanted Touch using their own merchandise. Due to its popularity, Sellowyn had granted the event a much larger chamber and stage. An array of flashing lights beamed down at the contestants from the rafters. Audiences as far as the eye could see filled the seating.

This game show, though it had more audiences than the previous two combined, had fewer contestants. There were only ten, Robyn and Sienna included. They stood naked on a stage with numerous dildos of all kinds, shapes, and sizes stuck to the floor. Robyn had never seen anything like it before. One was just a cluster of writhing tentacles. Another was a giant minotaur-shaped dick.

"Here is how the game will go down, everyone! This is a race. Each contestant must survive a minute sitting on each dildo, after which they will move down the column to the next dildo and repeat. At any moment that they get up before the minute, they are disqualified! These aren't ordinary sex toys, folks. Enchanted Touch has the biggest, baddest dicks imaginable in store for these ladies!" an announcer explained.

Robyn looked back. Behind each of them were a column of dildos. A race against time and each other.

"Fuck this is a lot more embarrassing than the other ones. Is it too late to change my mind?" Robyn asked, covering her chest with one arm and crotch with her hand.

"We gotta, Robyn. Cordy promised to participate in the maze run if we do. I wanna see him squeal. Don't you?" Sienna turned to her with a look full of resolve.

Well, they were already here. No point chickening out now.

The game started as soon as the buzzer sounded. All ten contestants planted themselves onto the first dildo. The first five were easy. They were just ribbed or dotted with warts for texture and slightly larger than the last. Eighth was when it got real tough.

Robyn lowered her hips down onto the throbbing red dick with a thick knot at the base. A dildo made for women with those predilections. Hot. It was so hot. Pleasure pulsed across her body in waves.

"Oh? Come on, ladies! You have to get the knot inside you for it to count!" the announcer warned.

That part was so much more bulbous and thicker than the rest of the shaft, it hurt going in. But Robyn forced herself down. It went in with a loud shlick!

Two girls tapped out. They didn't get the knot in. Sienna got it in with ease. She was even beginning to feel pleasure from riding on dildos for the past few minutes now.

"God, crap… Fuck. Shit…" Robyn balled her trembling fingers into a tight fist. The knot was practically throbbing. She saw stars in the audience. Their cheers egged her on to keep going.

The bell rang and signaled that they had passed. Thank god. However, the ninth was a much larger specimen. The kind that Sienna bought. Hung like a minotaur was an apt saying here.

"What's the matter, Robyn? Scared?" Sienna took the entire length of it no problem.

A couple of more women just up and left when they couldn't even get the tip in. Robyn, however, had been fucked by orcs and a rugotaur before. She could take it. After grinding on the tip for a bit, she was able to slip a few inches in.

"Nope… I'm… good…" Robyn squeaked out.

"By god, look at this elf! The ninth dildo is practically half her length, and she's riding away!" The man at the microphone riled up the crowd to cheer for her.

This is not the time to draw attention to me!

Finally, on the tenth and final one, only three contestants remained. Robyn, Sienna, and a human actress named Subia. They hesitated, because the last one was just a mass of writhing tentacles.

"Are you sure this is a dildo?" Subia asked.

"Yeah, it looks alive…" Robyn grimaced.

"What are you saying? Of course not! Those are dildos with a capital S! Now, what are you waiting for, ladies? Go on, go on!" he urged them.

They inched forward, but the tentacles grabbed their ankles and yanked them in.

"Hey, hey, hey! This thing really is alive!" Robyn cried as a tentacle wormed its way into her pussy and ass.

Not good. The other nine dildos had made Robyn a hundred times more sensitive. She hadn't climaxed yet either, so it's been building all this time. The tentacles didn't just penetrate her. They brushed against her sensitive body and breasts.

"Eeek! No, I don't want it anymore! Someone get me out of this!" Subia screamed.

Staff emerged to pull them apart. Robyn and Sienna, fueled by their competitive streak and because of who had won in the previous game, hung on. Thirty seconds left.

"Man… these are reaching places… I didn't think possible!" Sienna's eyes rolled back.

"Fuck me, I'm going to cum… I'm cumming!" Robyn howled.

The crowds went crazy.

"Three! Two! One—"

The buzzer went off. Robyn and Sienna, on the other hand, got off. The tentacles brought them both to a quivering orgasm. Some mage came out to compel the writhing appendages to let them go, and the two fell flat on the ground. Defeated, yet victors.

"And we have two winners! What an incredible display of resilience and erotic show of their sexiness!" the announcer bellowed and brought the microphone up to them. "Let's start with you, Sienna. Or better known as Milky. Do you have a few words for the audience?"

"What… did we win?" Sienna panted.

"I'm glad you asked! Both of you won all of the dildos that were displayed. Congratulations, ladies. It looked like you really enjoyed them. I'm sure you'll continue to enjoy them from now on! What about you, Robyn? A few words?" He tilted the mic in her direction.

"The… Adventurers Gone Wild booth… come by and… buy stuff… 200 kleins earns you… a chance to have sex with… me." Robyn managed to get it out while trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm.

Another roar of cheers erupted, followed by people racing out of the stadium for the main convention floor. Presumably to go buy Adventurers Gone Wild and Enchanted Touch merch to enter the raffle.

Robyn and Sienna, with a suitcase of their brand new dildos, lugged their feet back to the now crowded booth to give Cordelius the news. They had won. His sheer joy that an influx of con-goers had come washed away from his face when they demanded he hold up his end of the bargain.

And so, Cordelius begrudgingly entered the maze run game show.

"AHHHHHHHHHHHHH! FUCK THIS SHIT!" Cordelius cried.

Robyn, Sienna, and other actresses stood on flying discs. A board full of buttons and icons indicated the magical effects they would create. Meanwhile, all the contestants were running full throttle through the maze as rampaging minotaurs chased them.

"This is so fucking worth!" Sienna laughed to the point of wheezing. "Hit him with something. Give the minotaur a buff!"

"You got it. Fuck you, Cordy! Take this!" Robyn smashed the button to cast a magical speed buff on the minotaur, whose stampeding charge caught up to Cordelius and knocked him around like a ragdoll.

And thus, Robyn had something to look forward to again at next year's TittyCon.


Chapter 28

The third and final day was a hectic one for the crew of Adventurers Gone Wild. Sylvia left behind a small crew to manage the booth in the main convention hall. Meanwhile, the rest of them were getting ready in one of the palace's audience chambers refitted to be a panel room. It was on the small side of the spectrum since Cordelius skimped out, but maybe that was the right choice.

They weren't a big studio to begin with. The largest panels were able to hold thousands of people. Those were usually reserved for game shows or screenings. Someone like Dame Gwenevier's company would justify shelling out for a room that size.

For a paltry company like Adventurers Gone Wild, Cordelius applied to and got a panel room that seated up to 500 people. A decent size, all things considered.

The room was originally a stage for theatrical purposes. Cordelius, Sylvia, Robyn, Sienna, and Tomas would be sitting on the elevated stage that overlooked the audience. At the moment, the place was empty. Panel-goers were likely lining up right now or already in line. Skip and Dane were getting cameras into place from the seating areas pointed at the stage. As for the panelists, they were currently going over their plans for the hour-long panel.

"Give them the short and concise, Sylvia!" Cordelius snapped his fingers.

"Of course." Sylvia adjusted her glasses and cleared her throat before beginning. "At the start, we will be detailing Adventurers Gone Wild's successes and past works. Plans for future films follow suit. You three, the stars of this panel, will conduct a Q&A with the audience. The drawing for Robyn's fan sex raffle comes last."

"Oh, god… It's finally happening… I hope the winner is someone normal," Robyn muttered.

"They won't be," Sienna joked, although not without a hint of seriousness in her voice.

A convention staff managing the doors shouted to them that they were going to start letting people in soon. The studio crew hurried into place. However, more and more staff gathered together looking worried.

"I think something's wrong," Robyn said.

"There better not be. This panel is free advertisement!" Cordelius shook his fist.

Two of the staff rushed over.

"We've got bad news and good news," a devilin man with a goatee began. "No, you don't get to choose which to hear first. Bad news is there's a helluva lot more people coming to the panel. A lot. Good news is, we got in touch with Master Sellowyn."

"He said a large auditorium just opened up if your studio would like to transition to there instead!" the other, a human woman heavy on the face freckles, explained.

"Yes! You're damn right we want to transition!" Cordelius exclaimed.

"Wait, when you say a lot of people…" Robyn stammered, but a portal slicing open in front of them cut her off.

The wizard lord of the Ark of Dawn himself emerged from it.

"Adventurers Gone Wild, hello!" Sellowyn bowed with one arm across his chest.

"Your generosity is much appreciated, Master Sellowyn." Sylvia shook the wizard's hand.

"Oh, think nothing of it. I'm quite fond of Robyn and Milky's work myself! I've even entered the raffle," he said, brandishing a ticket.

"You, too?!" Robyn gaped.

Even the world's greatest wizard wanted a piece of her. At this point, who didn't?

"Is that okay? Someone might think you'll magic yourself into winning." Sienna folded her arms.

"Not to worry! It would be utterly untoward of the convention's host to do so. I've entered as an honest fan, truly. Now, right this way. The fans are already being directed to the new location." Sellowyn smiled.

They followed the wizard through the portal and emerged into something like a concert hall. The stage was massive. People were already flooding into the seating that numbered in the thousands. Large, illusory display screens captured Robyn and her coworkers on the stage.

"Someone pinch me. I must be dreaming," Tomas said absentmindedly.

Sienna did just that.

"Ow! Sienna, you pinch way too hard!" he complained, rubbing the bruise on his arm.

"Had to be extra sure!" Sienna shrugged.

"Come now, you three. Our seats are over here. Robyn, if you stare at the audience any longer, some might think you're in love with them." Sylvia was in a teasing mood, it seemed.

When Robyn got to her seat, the spotlights felt a little hot. Her throat was a little dry. Before she even realized it, the seating had filled up to capacity and people were still being let in to stand in the back. It was packed to the brim.

"Wow!" Cordelius exclaimed into the microphone. "Look at all these kleins— I mean, fans! Last year, Adventurers Gone Wild wouldn't even think about hosting a panel. Where are we now, huh? We wouldn't be here without all of you. Give yourselves a round of applause, yeah? Go on!"

A wave of applause from the front all the way to the back assailed the room.

"I LOVE YOU, ROBYN!" Ginger screamed from the front.

"Of course she's here…" Robyn buried her face into her hands.

For the first thirty minutes of the panel, Cordelius and Sylvia went over Adventurers Gone Wild's most popular flicks, the hiring of the new in-house actor Tomas, and some new ideas they wanted to shoot in the future. It was clear after name dropping each title and hearing the raucous cheers every time that fans loved their stuff.

Robyn was feeling great that her pornos were so well-received. It almost made her want to take on wilder roles. Almost.

Finally, they were moving onto the Q&A.

As fans were lining up in front of Sylvia ready to ask their questions, Robyn rehearsed answers in her head. She started doing porn a few years ago to make ends meet. No, being a woman wasn't going to be a permanent thing. Yes, there were going to be more films to come in the future.

A little half-elf dude was first in line. Sylvia offered him the mic.

"This question is for Robyn. Are you gonna do more orc gangbangs in the future?" he asked.

"Yes, I— er… what?! Uh… No comment!" Robyn blushed hard and lost her voice.

"What do you mean, no comment?" Cordelius complained, then spoke into his own mic. "Yes, you can count on Robyn getting fucked by more orcs in our next films!"

The half-elf seemed satisfied and dipped away to let the next fan through.

"Hello!" The minotaur's voice rumbled with the power of an earthquake speaking into the mic. "My question is also for Robyn. I was wondering if you ever plan on shooting films with minotaur actors in them?"

"Y-You know, I haven't really given it much thought…"

Cordelius cut in again. "She has, and boy, does she like those juicy minotaur dicks. We'll get right on that, so keep an eye out and keep supporting our girl, ya hear?"

When the fan thanked them, Robyn shot a death glare at Cordelius for answering in her place again.

"Before we get to the next fan question, I have a question of my own. How many of you have questions that involve me getting jackhammered by orcs, minotaurs, half-ogres, or anything that's three times my size for that matter?" Robyn asked.

More than half the room raised their hands, and most of the people in line did, too. Off to the side, Tomas and Sienna were snickering uncontrollably under their breaths.

"Robyn… pfft… You've turned into something of a size queen when it comes to your fans." Sienna giggled.

"What? How?" Robyn pouted.

"Oh, I dunno. After the orcs, Nelson talking up a storm at the Civil Guard about your rugotaur encounter, and that giant dragon dildo? People wanna see you taking big cocks," she said.

The next fan was a female human. Thank goodness. Maybe they had a normal question for her, or a question for Tomas.

"Hi, Robyn! BIG fan! I-I just wanted to ask if… if you have any tips about approaching wild goblins? I've always fantasized about being kidnapped and made their sex slave!" she exclaimed passionately.

"You're asking the wrong girl here. I know nothing about getting gangbanged by wild goblins!" Robyn groaned.

The dissatisfied woman walked away sulking.

"Hello!" A bespectacled human man greeted them. "I became a fan ever since you switched genders, Robyn! My question for you is, has sex been better when you were a guy or as a girl?"

"Eh… I… as… as a girl," Robyn answered nervously.

For some reason, that drew a roar of excitement from the audience. Robyn shrunk in her seat, going red up to her ears.

"I got a question for Milky! When are we getting a sequel to Milky's Milk?" a half-orc man asked.

The entire studio crew snapped to Sienna. Whispers erupted among the audience. What few words Robyn picked up, she could tell that a lot of people wanted to see a sequel. But the reality was that it depended on Sienna, and she did not want to.

"No," Sienna answered promptly. "Next question."

"Aww, really? But that was such a good flick! Hell, I'd pay whatever you guys wanna charge. I'll buy it!" he insisted.

"Yeah, you should make a sequel!"

"Us fans are here to support you, Milky!"

"Sequel! Sequel! Sequel! Sequel!" everyone chanted.

Cordelius was sweating balls after hearing that, but by the look on Sienna's face, she was dead set on not filming another. Unfortunately, more and more people in the crowd started agreeing. Their whispers became full-blown discussions about how great it was to shouting across the room in agreement with other people. Sienna clenched both fists on the table and gritted through it all.

"Hey, uh… Who's excited for the raffle? You know, the one where the winner gets the opportunity of a lifetime to have sex with me!" Robyn reminded them.

The energy in the panel shifted immediately. Robyn nodded to Sylvia, who signaled to the staff off-stage to bring in the drawings.

"Nice save. Looked like Sienna was about to blow," Tomas whispered.

Robyn cast a worried look to her friend. Some things were just too touchy to bring up. If Sienna didn't like talking about her infamous porno, then they should leave it at that. However, fans were another thing. They couldn't know Sienna was apprehensive about it, but that wasn't an excuse not to read the atmosphere.

The convention staff pushed a cart out, containing a giant box. All of the raffle tickets accumulated over the past three days were inside it, and one of them belonged to a fan Robyn was going to have sex with.

"What do you say, everyone? Can we get some drum rolls going?" Tomas asked.

An earthquake shook the room.

Robyn's chest pounded just as hard. Her throat clenched. She and the audience held their breaths as Sylvia reached into the hole. Each ticket came in pairs and had a number on them. The studio had one of the pairs, and fans had the other. Even after pulling a ticket out, the devilin was hard to read as usual. She regarded Robyn with a poker face, lifted the mic up to her lips…

"The winner of the raffle is… 32561!" Sylvia announced aloud.

"NOOOOO!" Ginger cried, making it obvious that she didn't win.

Ignoring the mega-fan, Robyn snapped to the rest of the audience, her eyes scanning for who it could be. And whether she should lament or celebrate the winner. A goblin man stood up, and the ceiling spotlights bathed him in a heavenly glow. She breathed a sigh of relief.

"Oh, uh… I'm just trying to get to the restroom. Sorry, mate!" He bowed apologetically before shuffling away.

"Screw off with your timing!" Robyn sighed.

Another person rose from their seat. Someone that no one expected.

"Huh. It looks like I won." A feminine voice rang across the audience and turned heads.

Standing up and staring down at their ticket was Lady Allison, the devilin dominatrix extraordinaire. For the briefest of moments, the room fell silent— then burst into the loudest cheers imaginable. Robyn didn't believe her eyes at first. She rubbed them, rubbed them twice, rubbed them a third, and stopped because they started hurting.

Allison came up to the stage to have her ticket verified by Sylvia. The secretary, whose eyes were just as wide in surprise, confirmed that she was the winner.

"It's history in the makings, folks!" Cordelius boomed into the mic. "Our genderbent Robyn and Lady Allison will be shooting a porno together!"

The imp shoved Robyn to the front of the stage to have her pose with the dominatrix. Hundreds of cameras snapped pictures of them together.

"Is this real life?" Robyn asked.

"Looking forward to working with you, Robyn Clemrose." Allison flashed her signature cruel, sadistic smile.


Chapter 29

Now that the panel had ended, and the lucky 'fan' had been chosen to have sex with Robyn, the crew returned to the booth for what remained of their last day at TittyCon. There were a ton of people waiting in line for them. Many expressed anticipation of seeing her working with Allison.

"Did you plan this?" Robyn confronted Sylvia.

"I couldn't even if I tried. This took me by surprise, too! I don't recall Lady Allison ever coming by the booth. She must have had a proxy," Sylvia muttered to herself.

Lady Allison was a 28 year old devilin of pale gray skin whose works were almost all exclusively in the field of S&M. Sadism and masochism. She was always playing the dominatrix. If they were going to be starring together, then it was a certainty that Robyn would be on the receiving end of the whip.

"You think maybe Allison is in cahoots with Dame Gwen to screw with you?" Sienna suggested.

"Ain't no way. The few times we met Allison, she was pretty chill. Was the dom-queen actually a fan of me all this time? Damn, I must be a lot more popular than I expected. Fuck yeah. I'm gonna be having sexy time with Allison!" Robyn pumped her fists, then it dawned on her what this really meant. "Aw, fuck… I'll be shooting a porno with Lady Allison…"

"Robyn, did you check XXXitter? You and Lady Allison are going viral!" Tomas said.

They checked their phones. XXXitter was alight with pictures taken from the audience's perspective. Robyn bemoaned the fact that most of them captured her stunned expression. The hashtag 'robynxallison' was trending like crazy. The panel ended only an hour ago, and there were already 10,000 hits.

A lot of the comments and messages were about how excited people were to see Robyn get dominated by Lady Allison. Naturally…

"Why don't you three take the rest of the day off? You can leave the cleaning up to us. I hear there's a party only actors in the industry are invited to," Sylvia offered.

"Oh, yeah. That usually devolves into a massive orgy though," Sienna recalled thoughtfully.

"Orgy? With a bunch of hot chicks? Count me in!" Robyn bounced excitedly.

"Robyn… you're one of them…" she said.

In past TittyCons, Robyn never went to one. Not that a no-name male actor like her could have. This time, she was a woman who had free access to such a place. They went to their rooms to freshen up and get dressed into something more fitting. Robyn put on a split, low-cut chemise. She met up with Sienna, who was wearing a funny 'Milk This' shirt, and Tomas, who was in a simple tunic and pants.

Together, they followed other actresses going in the same direction to a ballroom called The Gala. Bouncers stood at the entrances, checking people for their convention badges. Except convention-goers weren't allowed in. A beefy orc eyed Tomas down with a furious look, probably because he was with two bombshell women, and eventually, yet begrudgingly let them through.

The Gala was a dark nightclub with an array of colored lights flashing all over the place. Succubi and incubi danced within cages hanging from the ceiling. Elemental workers from Vortex mosied around, serving drinks.

As soon as they were through the doors, a few women shrieked.

"Oh, my gosh! Tomas? You're Tomas from Adventurers Gone Wild, aren't you? You're like so much cuter in person. Let's get some shots so you can drink them from my tits!" An elven girl stole Tomas away from them.

"Wait, help? I'm not good with alcohol!" Tomas cried.

"That lucky bastard. Where was my star treatment when I was a male actor?!" Robyn lamented.

A couple of handsome men sidled up to her.

"Robyn?"

"Damn, you're hotter in person!"

"Eh… Wait, this isn't what I was expecting…" Robyn became meek under their attention.

"You go ahead and loosen up with some new friends. There's a cute guy shooting me bedroom eyes over by the bar." Sienna waved and left to have her own fun.

Hold on. Robyn was a woman now. Capturing the attention of men was her greatest strength.

"Alright, boys! Who's going to buy me some drinks?" Robyn asked.

The energy in the club intensified as time went by. Robyn became the center of attention for a lot of men, and because she used to be one of them, it was easy to get swept up by the whole boys being boys dynamic.

"Drink! Drink! Drink! Drink!"

Robyn chugged the beer being poured down between a woman's tits, egged on by everyone's chanting. It came down from a nozzle connected to a keg. After downing it all, she threw her hands up and roared. So did the spectators.

"Hey, Robyn! Try this!" Someone tossed a couple crystals onto the table and crushed it up into fine powder with the blunt of their knife.

"What… What's this?" Robyn asked, peering down at the glittering dust being split into multiple lines.

"Ferosi, dryad pollen-laced mana crystals. Gets you wired and feels real good. Use this and sniff it up." He handed her a little straw.

Feel good, was it? Robyn snatched the straw and huffed the powder into one nostril. Everything started to grow distant. Her vision distorted. The lights were practically dancing. Pleasure teased her skin with the lightest touch.

"Fuck yeah! Cut me another line!" Robyn howled and grabbed the nearest woman to make out with.

At some point, everything blanked out.

Robyn awoke naked much later in a sectioned-off booth, covered in dried and fresh spunk. A bunch of guys, also naked, were passed out on the floor, couches, and one over the table. Alcohol and powder matted on their sweaty bodies. The only other girl was the one lying on top of her, just as naked and covered in jizz.

"Shit… What happened?" Robyn asked, pressing a hand to her pounding head.

"You got gangbanged, that's what. Sounded like you were having the time of your life, too." Sienna grinned from behind the couch.

With every limp dick of the men Robyn took stock of, bits and pieces of memories from being fucked by them returned in fragments. Oh.

"Damn. I barely remember anything from last night. Had a bunch of drinks, snorted some dryad pollen… Where's Tomas?" Robyn searched the club that was still going and hadn't waned one bit.

"Dunno. Saw a bunch of broads taking him out of the club. Probably getting lucky with his own gangbang. Though, maybe not as lucky as you." Sienna winked and pointed to her crotch leaking with cum.

"Aw, fuck. Now I'm going to need to see the doc again!" She groaned.

The second Robyn pushed the girl off and got up from the couch, she started panicking. Her clothes were nowhere to be found. She asked Sienna for help, but her friend snorted in laughter instead.

"What's so funny? Help me find my clothes already. I'm not walking back to my room naked!" Robyn complained.

"Take a look at your ass." Sienna covered her mouth.

Robyn had to finesse her hips in order to glance back there. When she did, there were multiple tally marks on her cheeks. Sienna snapped a picture with her phone.

"Hey!" Robyn pouted.

"Sorry, it's for memories!" Sienna joked.


Chapter 30

No one at Adventurers Gone Wild could believe how much their popularity exploded after TittyCon. Robyn, Sienna, and Tomas got cut a fat royalty check because their sales spiked, even the old stuff. Their social media page on XXXitter gained a huge boost in followers, though that was due in large part to the collaboration announcement with Lady Allison. Reach and engagement really had been the bottleneck for the studio. Thanks to the increase in cash flow, Sylvia and Cordelius were considering moving to a new office and hiring someone to fill in the marketing role.

Robyn was just coming back to the studio from seeing the doctor. At least eleven people had their way with her during that drug-fueled last night of TittyCon. People in the porn industry certainly knew how to party. Fortunately, she wasn't pregnant, and neither did she catch any diseases.

That would have been bad. Especially since she had a collab with Lady Allison coming up. It was the chance of a lifetime to climb the ladder of porn star fame. Too bad fans and general consumers of Robyn's porn were beginning to get the wrong idea about her…

"Robyn!" A city guard hanging around a street corner hollered to her. "When's the next flick? Is it another orc gangbang? Seeing you drenched in cum is so hot!"

"It's in the works…" Robyn cracked a strained smile.

People were beginning to chalk her up as some sort of slut for the… unconventional dick. Well, it was true to an extent. Robyn was getting hornier with each passing day, and vanilla sex was getting boring. An insatiable appetite that started as a nibble when she first became a woman had intensified to a gnawing sensation. It wasn't abating either.

Lady Allison was at the studio when Robyn arrived. She was accompanied by her agent, a shortstack of a goblin woman with orange hair and dressed in a business suit. Unlike Sylvia, however, the goblin's demeanor was more carefree and casual. The three of them were at the table going over specifics for their collab.

"Robyn, you already know Allison. This is her agent, Zanza Hemp," Sylvia introduced them.

"A pleasure!" Zanza flashed a toothy grin and reached across the table to shake Robyn's hand. "Damn. So, you're the genderbent dude in the flesh. Chick? Must be a blessing, right? You guys've been seeing a huge bump ever since."

"Yeah, well… if you somehow come across a cure, let me know." Robyn sighed and took a seat next to Sylvia.

"Hah! Now why wouldja wanna go back? You're boutta hit the high life. A pair of tits and a pussy gets ya far in this line of work, pal. Take it and run with it— don't walk," the goblin urged her.

The majority of the talks were regarding revenue splits and ownership of the IP. It didn't seem like Allison cared very much about the fine details. She was sort of an enigma in the porn industry. Her full name was Allison Brimstone. She started out as a bikini model. Her piercing eyes and harsh look stoked a lot of feelings in people, and that eventually led her to being a predominant dominatrix and sadist actress in the field of porn.

However, Allison didn't belong to any company or talent agency. The dominatrix queen flew solo from the bottom all the way to the top. All she had managing everything was a lone agent, Zanza. Her works mainly came from other companies hiring her as freelance and receiving a big cut from them.

"Alright. Everything is in order. All that's left is to write a script, find a setting, and pick a film date. Is there anything else?" Sylvia asked as she straightened up the contracts.

"There is. I have a request," Allison spoke up for the first time.

"Not like ya to pipe in, Ally. Whatcha thinking?" Zanza turned to her talent.

"I want," she began and pointed to Robyn, "you to be a dominatrix alongside me for the porno."

"Wait… me? I don't know a damn thing about being a dom! If you haven't seen my films, I'm usually the one getting fucked, not doing the fucking!" Robyn reminded them.

In fact, the ones where Robyn was aggressive were less popular than the ones where she got dominated instead. There was something about people liking her getting destroyed.

"Bear with me. A lot of my fans are clamoring for the dom to get dommed. I think you're perfect for it, Robyn. You start off high and mighty, then our subs will turn the table on you. Don't worry. I know where your appeal comes from. You're so effortlessly a masochist." Allison winked.

Robyn put a hand to her face. "Okay, Lady Allison. You obviously have an idea of what we're doing. What's the scenario going to be?"

"I'm glad you asked," she said, chuckling. "The two of us will be slavers, managing our… stock. They will resist and break free, seize you, and take advantage of you. It turns out that I'm the one who made it happen to take the reins over the operation."

"I had a feeling I'd be getting the short end of the stick somehow… That's fine and dandy, but I don't know anything about being a dom. The start of the porno is going to be awkward unless we finesse it."

At last, the Lady Allison that Robyn knew from her pornos surfaced briefly from that poker face. One corner of her mouth twitched into a sadistic smirk. But it went away as quickly as it came.

"I'll teach you. Why don't you come back to my place with me over at Luminosity?" Allison offered.

"Luminosity?! You live up there in that fancy-schmancy district?" Robyn gasped.

Luminosity was made up of one major avenue that split into two parallel streets. It was all mansions and regal estates up there. The residents were typically lords, trade barons, and Republican congressmen in Morganta for vacation.

When Robyn glanced at Sylvia for permission, she nodded.

"Zanza and I will handle the rest from here," Sylvia said.

"By here, she means at a bar. I need me a couple of pints!" Zanza exclaimed.

Robyn and Allison took a taxi carriage up to Luminosity. Twenty-foot tall statues of the city's founders long gone loomed over the main street framed by pine trees. The smallest mansion up here was three stories. Each building practically had a block of their own, with courtyards extending up to the edge of the road and gates surrounding them.

Allison's home was no exception. Her three-story mansion was a miniature castle that stole Robyn's breath away. They crossed a pond filled with exotic fish. As soon as she opened the door, a swarm of flying cats with angelic wings on their backs flew out.

"What the… are these all yours?" Robyn asked as one cat rubbed its head against her elbow.

"Cute, aren't they? These breed of cats are called essarks. Celestial beings. I adore every single one of them." Allison scratched the chin of two cats, drawing a rumbly purr from them.

The essarks eventually scattered to different parts of the courtyard. A few went hunting over the pond. Allison brought Robyn inside the lavish abode, but she didn't appear to have time for hospitality. They took a narrow passageway behind the pantry downstairs to a locked, iron-bound door. The devilin cast some sort of magic, conjuring a translucent key that entered the lock and turned on its own.

As the door swung open, it was as though Robyn had entered a whole new world. Iron shackles hung from the walls. All manner of BDSM toys were neatly laid out on a table. Collars, suits, and costumes awaited within a standing closet left ajar. She even had a computer desk and streaming equipment set up at one corner of the room. At the back, a couple of humanoid slime mannequins stood in front of their own tall mirrors.

"What is that?" Robyn pointed to the slime and mirrors.

"Oh, this?" Allison picked up a whip and walked up to a slime mannequin of a feminine figure. "I made arrangements with some rather adventurous individuals who seek my services. Watch."

She flicked her wrist, causing the mirror to shimmer and reveal not their reflection, but a sorcerer woman in blue robes. The shoulder patch indicated she was a member of the Civil Guard, who was with a group in the middle of slaying monsters out in the wilds. Allison struck the slime mannequin's rear. The woman tensed up and shrieked, but her expression was one of extreme pleasure. Her companions worriedly came to check on her, only to have their concerns brushed off.

"So… They feel everything you do to them no matter where they are." Robyn swallowed hard.

"Isn't it great? I control their pleasure. I grant it. I dictate when they feel good. If I don't, well… they also take great joy in yearning for it," Allison explained with a tinge of sadistic drawl.

This was the Lady Allison that Robyn knew. The dominatrix queen extended the whip to her and gestured to the slime mannequin. She reluctantly took it and wasn't sure what to do next.

"Go on. You wanted a lesson, didn't you? Whip her. Give that little slut out there a taste of pleasure," she whispered seductively.

"Y-Yes, mommy— I mean, Allison!" Robyn shook the jitters away and whipped the slime as hard as she could.

The adventurer in the mirror moaned out loud, this time drawing strange looks from her companions. A numbing sensation on her hand from the impact left Robyn trembling. That was… surprisingly enjoyable. Another hit, and the woman was on the ground. A third hit, and she shuddered in ecstasy while her party tried to help her up.

"Look what you did to her~" Allison tenderly massaged Robyn's shoulders for a job well-done. "Maybe there is a sadistic streak in you. You're not all masochistic. Nothing wrong with being a switch."

"I'll take that as a compliment… This is where you stream, huh? I thought I recognized some of the background stuff." Robyn put the whip down and walked away from the mirror.

"That's right. Sometimes, I do live demonstration streams. Would you like to do one now?" she suggested.

Right now? In front of the camera? To Lady Allison's millions of fans?

"L-Let's take a rain check on that. I'm just here for some pointers!" Robyn exclaimed.

Allison smiled. She rapped her knuckles on a chest that turned out to be a mimic. Its eyes snapped open. The lid cracked and spat out a naked elven man of slender build. He had a blindfold on and a ball gag in his mouth.

"What is this?!" Robyn cried in horror.

"Some nobleborn elf who had been giving me the look as of late. It's consensual, trust me. Our safe word is mrphh mmm! Isn't that right?" Allison used her foot to push him onto his back.

"Mmhmm!" The elf nodded.

"See. We'll be using him as practice," she said as a matter of factly.

Robyn was having a hard time reconciling the morality of the situation, but the elf's erect dick and being in the Lady Allison's home was chipping away at the rationale. The elven man began to moan as Allison grinded the sole of her foot on his groin. He shuddered and twitched, a slave to the pleasure she inflicted on him.

"When it comes to being a dominatrix, it's like having sex. See, Robyn, the pleasure of your partner is just as important as your own. The only difference is that you have more control. Pay attention to how they squirm. How they breathe and gasp. How they moan," Allison explained, and unbeknownst to the teacher, Robyn was getting turned on just listening to her.

Once it was Robyn's turn to try, she mimicked Allison by stroking the elf's dick with her foot. The piece of meat throbbed under her sole. The feeling was strange, but not unwanted. As the pace of his breathing quickened, she put more pressure and rhythm into it, all the while Allison encouraged her from behind.

"Mmmm!" Soon, the elf ejaculated hot spunk all over her foot and his stomach.

"You're learning fast!" Allison giggled, then casted some sort of prestidigitation magic to clean Robyn's foot. "Follow me. Let's try something else next. I want you to lay down in bed for me."

"Eh? Me?" Robyn stammered, but did as asked anyway.

As soon as she was on the bed, Allison went around fastening leather restraints to her ankles and wrists. They pinched down to her skin.

"Our safe word will be… let's see… how about, 'whiskey'?" Allison smiled.

"Y-You're not going to use those kinds of toys, are you?" Robyn asked, shooting a look to an open cabinet full of hardcore BDSM stuff.

"Don't worry, I won't. They can be a little too intense for a newcomer. We'll work our way up. For now, close your eyes and focus on me," she urged.

When Robyn did as instructed, the light touch of Allison's fingers fell atop her skin. They lit up her senses wherever she was touched. At one point, she felt the dominatrix queen's hot and moist breath around her neck. It tickled. It felt… exhilarating.

"Touch is the most basic form of pleasure. I also enjoy delving into one's mind. Of course, I'm not a succubus like Gwen. My magic can't alter the mind, but… words have power. Remember how you squirmed at the panel? Whenever they asked about orcs and goblins. Does it make you imagine being surrounded by their thick and veiny cocks, you elven sow of a slut?" Allison whispered hotly.

A quivering breath escaped Robyn's lips, and a tingling sensation skittered across her skin. She was getting wet, too. No way Allison didn't already know. If someone were to touch her down there right now…

As though reading Robyn's mind, the lithe devilin hand slipped under her clothes and traced her wet entrance.

"Fuuuuuck…!" Robyn moaned.

"Do you want it? Beg me for it. Lust for it. Plead as sweetly as possible~" Allison said goadingly.

"I… wan—"

Ding! Dong!

"Oh? Sorry, Robyn. Looks like we're going to have to pick this up next time. I have a massage appointment. Whipping a bunch of lowly sex slaves the other day did a number on my back." Allison groaned, then went around releasing Robyn from the restraints.

"Wait… are you serious?" Robyn cleared her throat.

"Sweetie, when it comes to R&R, I'm always serious. Why don't you try applying what I taught you to someone willing to be your little piggy? She led Robyn back upstairs where a muscular orc in a white uniform was waiting by the front door.

He had under one arm a long masseuse table, and a basket of potions, towels, and other toiletries in the other. The tag on his chest read, 'Orc Massaje'. An intended misspelling? Robyn was too exasperated to ask.

"Orc here. Massage for Lady Ally," the orc said.

"Wonderful! You should set up an appointment yourself. Their thick hands are like magic. I hailed a carriage to pick you up, expenses paid. Just wait by the curb. They should be here shortly. Bye-bye!" Allison waved before shutting the door on her.

Alone, blue-balled, and body still shivering from the pleasure that Allison had inflicted on her, Robyn sulked all the way back to her apartment.

The second she was through the door, she collapsed to her knees.

"I'm still horny! Aaahhhh!" Robyn complained at the top of her lungs.


Chapter 31

The collaboration with Lady Allison was going to be all hands on deck. Although she and Robyn were the main subjects, Sienna and Tomas filled in for some of the extra spots. They needed a few more actors to play the 'slaves' so Cordelius hired from a list of his own. Normally, the porn industry hired from the union. According to the director, their demands of pay were too high. As a result, Adventurers Gone Wild always hired from a shortlist of people who didn't make it as the in-house actor.

Kind of scummy, if anyone were to ask Robyn. But they did fit into a niche for actors who weren't yet union members and wanted to build up a resume in the industry. Unfortunately, the actors Cordelius brought back were among the same ones he turned down in favor of Tomas.

"Cordy, you fucking imp. Why is the slime back?!" Robyn cried.

"What? It's free labor! Besides, I had someone crack its core. The thing's more agreeable now. Less prone to… let's say, outbursts," Cordelius said, proving his point by walking up to and patting the gelatinous creature.

"You… You lobotomized the slime?" Sienna grimaced.

"Can we not get into a moral discussion over a damn slime? We're a porn studio, not a monsters' rights organization!" The imp brushed them off and flew away to check on the cameras.

Everyone was getting ready to leave for the shoot location. Cameras were being loaded onto the back of wagons. The extras boarded their carriages and watched uneasily as the slime climbed inside with them. They even rented a large cage-wagon originally meant for monster transportation to throw their 'slaves' into.

Allison arrived in a fancy, open-roof carriage that looked like a VIP booth out of Club Reguard. The dominatrix queen herself was partaking in a glass of wine with her goblin agent, Zanza. Well, Allison was. Zanza had a whole bottle of liquor in hand instead.

"Hey, Cordy! Long time no see. You weren't at the negotiating table last week. Letting Sylvia run the studio now because you're too limp dick or something?" Zanza taunted drunkenly.

"I-I was busy! Uh… Counting my kleins at the bank…" Cordelius tugged on the collar of his shirt.

"What's up with you? Do you two know each other?" Robyn asked.

"They dated briefly," Sylvia answered promptly.

Robyn and Sienna weren't sure if they had heard that correctly. The two stared blankly at Sylvia, then turned to their director.

"YOU DATED?!" the both of them exclaimed.

"Haha! Ahh, it was more of a fling." Zanza waved a hand to imply it was no big deal.

"Damn, Cordy. Didn't think you had it in you. Always figured you couldn't love anything more than kleins," Robyn said.

"You don't understand, pal. I love money. Zanza, that bitch, loves to spend money! I've never been so close to living on the streets before in my entire life… the inhumanity of it all makes me nauseous!" Cordelius cried.

Robyn was fresh out of sympathy, because it was only recently that the director paid off all his debt owed to Don Gordia.

"Hope our lessons pay off today, Robyn." Allison offered a soft, knowing smile.

"Y-Yeah…" Robyn glanced away.

Tomas was just now arriving with two Civil Guard members hired to escort them. They introduced themselves as Raeshel and Crab. Raeshel was an orange-haired elven warrior in some kind of tribal leathers and face paint. She wielded a double-sided axe. Crab was a gnome with a thick monocle over his right eye. A wand attached to his waist suggested he was some kind of spellcaster. He wore a slightly bulky red and blue tunic. The glint of chainmail rivets peeked out from the collar of his shirt.

"A pleasure to meet you two." Sylvia went over to shake their hands. "For the journey, I would like Raeshel to be at the front, and Crab in the back. Will that be alright?"

"Aye. Leave it to us!" Raeshel grinned.

"Of course! We won't let anything get close," Crab assured them.

They set off from Morganta City to a location Zanza had suggested to them beforehand. The scene demanded an unbeaten or deserted trail, something that slavers would use. It needed to be dark and gloomy. A place of that description usually meant monsters were nearby, too, and so warranted the need of hiring Civil Guards.

Three hours had passed, and run-ins with monsters were few and easily taken care of by the Civil Guard pair. Whenever something got close, Crab fired a warning shot or Raeshel raised her voice to scare it off. If the threats weren't heeded, a sharpened axe and magical bolt did the trick. Just now, as they were passing over a dilapidated stone bridge that crossed a ravine, Raeshel pummeled some skeletal undead into bonedust.

"Man. It sure is nice having Civil Guards protecting us. If we had any during that dungeon, maybe I wouldn't have turned into a chick." Robyn made known her displeasure with a loud groan.

"But then you wouldn't be having this shoot with Lady Allison," Tomas said.

"Hey, hey… Who's to say my dashing good looks and charms wouldn't have catapulted to the likes of Donnie Sins?" she asked.

"We sure Donnie Sins is still a great role model?" Sienna raised a brow, reminding Robyn of their wild meeting with the man himself.

Tomas swapped his gaze between the two of them in confusion. It was probably better if he didn't know.

The carriages and wagons lurched to a stop in a dreary part of the woods. Dark brown trees with grossly gnarled branches formed a thick canopy over their heads. Although the road was paved in cobblestone, there were street lights that had long gone out and nearly all were broken.

"Where the hell is this?" Robyn asked.

"Dunno. Travelers call it Deadwood though." Zanza hopped off her carriage and was a little wobbly from being tipsy. "I wandered out here during one of my drinking binges. Lucky for me, some shady half-orcs were kind enough to bring me back to the city."

Shady half-orcs? Where did that sound familiar?

"Glad I'm not part of your drinking problem anymore. In the first place, why the hell are you still drinking when you know it's a problem?" Cordelius threw his hands up.

"It's only fun because it's a problem! Hah!" She bellowed with laughter and the woods echoed back.

The camera crew set up their cameras, and the extras met with Cordelius to be briefed. Dane pulled a large suitcase out the wagon's trunk. When he popped it open, a Scrying Eye floated out.

"Wait, what? When the hell did we get a Scrying Eye?" Robyn gasped.

"Last week, lass!" Skip answered as he sauntered up to the beautiful eyeball.

"Director bought it on account of your collab with Lady Allison. Says we can only film with the best," Dane said.

Robyn slapped a hand to her face. That bastard would shell out for another actor, but not his own.

"Come here, Robyn! It's time to get suited up!" Allison beckoned from her carriage.

"Suited up? In what?" Robyn climbed up to Alison's wagon to the sight of a plethora of BDSM equipment.

Many of the toys that she had seen from the dominatrix's dungeon were here, including some new stuff. Laid out on the table was a tight black, bikini-strap outfit with many buckles and showing a lot of skin. The g-string looked like it was going to run up her ass uncomfortably.

"You can't seriously be expecting me to wear something like that," Robyn said.

"I do, and you will. I'm already dressed. Look, we'll match!" Allison disrobed to reveal a similar and just as revealing suit.

"We look like hookers, not dominatrixes!" she complained.

"It's porn. What do you expect? Get in the damn suit, Robyn!" Cordelius yelled from afar.

Robyn heaved the biggest sigh, picked up the outfit, and went to change behind Allison's carriage. When she came back around, a couple of the extras sprung boners.

"You're also going to need this." Allison handed her a crop whip.

"Great…" Robyn waved the whip around without a hint of enthusiasm, then glanced up to a laughing Sienna.

Too bad she didn't have the magic, pleasure-inducing whip anymore. She had sold it for a pretty penny.

Filming was going to begin soon. Tomas and the extras entered the cage-wagon. Twinkle, Chilla, and some other fairies went around magically lighting up the broken lanterns. The scenario was about Robyn and Allison, both erotic slavers, who were in the middle of transporting their goods. They stopped to rest, and Allison would mutiny on Robyn to claim the profits for herself. Was it a silly premise? Yes. Did it make any sense? No. Were porn-watchers going to buy it? By god, yes they would, and so would Robyn once it was out because this was a collab with one of the biggest porn stars in the biz.

Everyone was in their positions now. The Civil Guards stood at the edge of the scenes, on the lookout to take care of any monsters that got too close. Three cameras and a Scrying Eye was ready to capture them. All of the extras, and the slime Cordelius refused to get rid of, were in the cage.

"And… action!" Cordelius hit the clapper.

Robyn and Allison loomed over Tomas, whom they had yanked out of the cage and was currently sitting on his knees.

"Looks like we have a bad boy. What's wrong? Couldn't sit still?" Lady Allison asked, her voice dripping with sadistic enthusiasm.

"You two won't get away with this!" Tomas growled.

"A naughty boy needs to be punished, don't you think?" Robyn grinned and grabbed a handful of his hair.

"What do you think you're— ooummfffhh!"

Robyn pressed Tomas' head to her muff. Even through the fabric, she could feel his tongue working its magic. Her legs shuddered. Pleasure came in waves every time he licked.

"Is our naughty little boy doing a good job?" Allison asked as she walked around and whipped his back.

"Oh, he is…" Robyn nibbled on her lower lip. That hit made Tomas pick up speed, bringing her near climax and twitching from pangs of pleasure.

All of the extras were made to wear rags to look the part of the enslaved. As a result of their lack of proper clothing, it freed up their erections. When Tomas got hard, Robyn started giving him a footjob. She was about to climax when hot spunk drenched her foot.

"Tsk, tsk. He went and dirtied you, Robyn. That just won't do," Lady Allison said.

Robyn lifted her foot up to Tomas' face and made him lick it clean. The way his tongue worked between her toes sent shivers up her spine. She almost came from just that. No wonder even succubi liked him. Even Robyn would have been hard pressed to lick her own jizz off a foot as a guy.

"Time to take stock of our merchandise." Allison unlocked the cage and coaxed them out with a whip.

An orc, elf, devilin, and pile of slime stood in an orderly fashion next to Tomas. All of them, except the slime, had a boner.

"Not our best haul, but this will have to do. Also… are you sure having them out of their cage is a good idea?" Robyn asked.

"Relax. We'll shackle them to the bars, see?" Allison chained their wrists together onto the metal bars of the cage. She pushed Robyn up to Tomas, whose back was to them. "Now, you still need to punish him for sullying you. A few hits should teach him a lesson, and the others not to do the same."

The Scrying Eye drew close. This was the part where Robyn was supposed to whip Tomas into submission. She had 'practiced' this with one of Allison's sex slaves at her place, but it was different doing it to someone she knew.

Swallowing her hesitation, Robyn struck Tomas.

"Harder," Tomas whispered. "I barely felt that, and our viewers will know."

"Come now, you can do better than that. Like this!" Allison whipped the orc, leaving behind a fresh mark on the back of his thigh.

"Robyn, just hit the guy. He's got the insurance to cover the pain and trauma!" Cordelius shouted.

"Ahhh, alright!" Robyn whipped Tomas so hard, he threw his head back.

Lady Allison nodded approvingly with a smile. Hit after hit, Robyn laid into Tomas with greater force.

"You like that?" Robyn asked.

"I'm— ow! Wait, Robyn— guh!"

"If you don't answer, I won't know!" she exclaimed.

"You're hitting me like I'm Cordy! It kinda stings now— ow! A little lighter, please— aahh!" Tomas shivered after that last hit, and his throbbing dick ejaculated hard enough to land on the other side of the cage.

"Mmm." Allison giggled and licked her lips. "That was hot. I thought my business partner becoming a woman would complicate things, but you're coming into your own."

That was… intense. Robyn had almost lost herself there.

"Oh, shut up. I'm still the brains of this operation whether you like it or not." Robyn pouted.

"I suppose you're right~ Well, let's not waste any more time. Our clients are expecting us. Robyn, be a sweetheart and bring our products back into the cage." Allison made a hurry motion.

That little hiccup wasn't part of the shoot, but their next scene was. Robyn caught the key tossed to her. She proceeded to unlock their shackles, then ushered them back into the cage. However, as she turned to leave, someone shoved her inside.

"What the… Hey!" Robyn cried and came face to face with Sienna. "Allison, we're under attack!"

Lady Allison smirked. "Oh, I'm sorry. We're not under attack, but we will be under new management. The client has taken a fancy of you, a man whose gender has taken a turn. I'm sure he'll take good care of you. And since your departure leaves a job opening, Sienna here is willing to take it for a lower cut."

"It's not personal. It's just business, Robyn." Sienna winked and climbed into the carriage next to Allison. "Until we get to our client, we aren't really responsible for what happens to the merchandise. Why don't you slaves acquaint yourselves with the one who put you in there?"

The extras turned to Robyn with lustful intent.

"S-Stay back!" Robyn brandished the whip, but the orc snatched it out of her hand and yanked her into the middle of them.

Next was the gangbang. Robyn sucked in a few deep breaths to steady herself. She wasn't used to this yet. Being surrounded by these men made her loins wet on command.

A cold sensation enveloped Robyn's legs. The slime formed appendages that prodded her ass and pussy. The elf kneeled down in front of her and sucked on her nipples. The devilin and orc waved their dicks in her face. She begrudgingly blew the devilin and jerked off the orc since the latter was too big for her mouth.

"Mm… You'll pay for this!" Robyn growled.

"How do you like it now, slave?" Tomas asked, striking her ass from behind.

The pain crashed down Robyn's spine like lightning. It was somehow… euphoric. She was supposed to be acting, but the more she fell into the groove of the gangbang, the better the sex became. Soon, Robyn was bouncing wildly on the slime that penetrated her two holes. The orc, elf, and devilin jerked themselves to climax and ejaculated all over her.

"Pueh! Uuh… Stop… please, I've had enough…" Robyn murmured seriously, feeling dizzy from the heavy scent of masculine spunk.

However, the orc pulled her off the slime. He held Robyn aloft, legs folded behind her head. She didn't even know it was possible for her to bend this way. The devilin came forward and pushed his dick inside. Her eyes rolled back. She felt his fingers pinching her nipples.

"Slime lubed up ass. Me take!" the orc said.

"Wait… not there… not— guh… aaaaahhhhhh!" Robyn screamed in both ecstasy and agony as the orc's large member worked its way into her ass.

Their double-team left her howling like a bitch in heat. Unlike the slime, however, they had hot jizz to flood into her with. A powerful orgasm left her quivering and twitching like crazy. They took turns with her, all the while using the whip she had tormented with to return the favor.

"Well, Robyn? I'm asking you again. How do you like it now?" Tomas asked, spanking her with the whip while thrusting madly into her pussy.

"I love it!" Robyn moaned. "I love being whipped and fucked at the same time! I'm… I'm going to cum… I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!"

It took the orc's beefy hand coming down hard on Robyn's ass that sent her over the moon. Even the Scrying Eye drew close for a zoom-in of her expression.

To complete the porno, there was one last thing to do. Everyone surrounded Robyn, who was trembling and half-conscious. They jerked themselves off and blew their load to drench her from head to toe in cum.

"That's a wrap! Great work, everyone! Especially you, Lady Allison. You were a damn natural." Cordelius showered her with compliments.

"Ugh… I did… most of the heavy lifting though…" Robyn groaned, still twitching on the ground from aftershocks of her orgasms.

"Huuu!" Sienna stretched her arms until the joints popped. "Treating you like a bitch was kinda fun."

Twinkle thought to give Robyn a reassuring pat, but decided against getting jizz on her hand. "Don't worry, Robyn! I thought you were a natural, too. A natural slut! Hehe!" She immediately became meek. "I'm sorry! Was that too mean? Chilla told me to find an opportunity to say it. You're still my best friend!"

Off to the side, Chilla and her fairies were snickering fiercely. Robyn scooped some jizz off her body and flung it at them. They hit the ground, covered in a mound of gooey muck, much to Twinkle's terror.

"Alright, we're done… I need to get home and shower," Robyn said.

"Done already? I was hoping we could do more. Maybe a one on one next time, Robyn?" Lady Allison suggested, causing her to gulp hard.

"We got company!" one of the Civil Guards exclaimed.

Before Robyn could offer an answer, a caravan of vehicles stopped a stone's throw away from them. Half-orcs poured out with enchanted swords and magic staffs pointed aggressively at them.

"The shady orcs you were talking about was Don Gordia's fucking mafia?!" Cordelius panicked.

"I dunno jack shit about mafia, but these were the half-orcs I was talking about! What's up!" Zanza waved to them.

"Zanza? Cordelius? Stand down! Is that… Robyn?" A familiar orc— rather, Vred from the half-orc mafia, emerged from the frontmost carriage and squinted at her.

"Hey, Vred… Fancy meeting you." Robyn laughed nervously.

Vred stared hard until his green complexion turned bright red.


Chapter 32

One early morning some time after the release of Robyn's collaboration shoot with Lady Allison eerily titled, There Can Only Be One, Cordelius frantically called them into the studio. Robyn and Sienna were hesitant at first, but they figured it had to be important. When the two arrived, however, neither were prepared to learn that the porno had reached second in the sales chart.

The reviews raved about how much of a 'slut' Robyn looked, and those countless similar comments only made her feel… strange. Whether good or bad she had yet to determine.

"Damn, Robyn. It's looking like people really enjoy you being surrounded by dicks," Sienna said.

"Oh, my god… I didn't need you to phrase it like that." Robyn buried her face into both hands.

"What's there to complain about?" Cordelius asked, all smiles and panting. "We're swimming in kleins! My bank acc— er, the company's bank account actually has money in it!"

Robyn rolled her eyes before taking notice of the top spot in the sales chart. Another Dame Gwenevier flick. That succubus was a powerhouse. Ever since Robyn miraculously claimed the spot for a little while with the orc gangbang porno, the dame has stayed first thereafter.

How did Dame Gwen do it? What was her secret? Robyn had the advantage of playing off the whole 'dude turned into a chick' but the novelty would eventually wear off. The succubus had been in the game for far longer and continued to make hit after hit.

A notification buzzed Robyn and Sienna's phones at the same time. Upon checking it, they found Allison's text blinking back at them. She asked if they wanted to have a celebratory lunch for their porno's success.

Well, they had nothing else to do today and accepted. The devilin porn star was outside the building when they emerged. She was wearing shades and a nice fur coat. The sadistic and domineering demeanor displayed during the film was absent, and present was a carefree and steadied expression.

"Shall we?" Allison asked.

"What about me?" Cordelius pointed to himself from behind Robyn and Sienna.

"Sorry. Girls' lunch only." Sienna shoved the director back inside and slammed the door shut.

A portal opened before them, and Allison beckoned inside. Walking through it, they came out the other side to the upper deck of a ship on the calm open seas. Wyverns flew overhead. Distant islands served as a beautiful backdrop.

"What is this?!" Robyn cried.

"Welcome to King Azure! I'm your captain, Winthro Blackhand. Will it be a table of three for you fine ladies?" A burly human man dressed as a naval admiral bowed to them. He folded his right arm, whose hand was actually blackened, across his chest.

"Oh, no. We already have a table. One named Lilia Amerella should already be seated," Allison explained.

Lilia was here?

Captain Blackhand whistled for a sailor. A starry-eyed young elf in uniform skidded to a halt, saluted, and escorted them below deck. Instead of cannons and hammocks, the floor was furnished with dining tables. Patrons feasted on seafood while sailors ran around bringing food and drinks to tables. The gunports, originally where cannons pointed out of, were wide open for diners to gaze into the sea.

They were brought to a private room towards the aft of the ship. Its back was open to offer a view of the ocean as the King Azure cut through its waters. Lilia was sitting at the only table, legs crossed and arms folded.

"Robyn, Sienna." Lilia nodded to each of them. "You two went right to work after TittyCon. A porno with the Lady Allison? Color me impressed, if not a little jealous."

"Zanza offered Damsel a contract. You can't say you're jealous if you keep declining a collab," Allison chided.

"What's going on? Why is Lilia here, too?" Robyn asked.

Allison gestured for them to sit down first. They did. Very soon, sailors entered with plates of giant sea fish, crustaceans with claws the size of Sienna's tits, an octopus whose legs were still wiggling on a platter of ice, and more.

"Hoo… All this seafood is worth more than a single paycheck." Sienna hesitated to dig in.

"Please, eat up! It's my treat," Allison insisted.

Robyn poked at an octopus leg only for it to curl up. She grimaced and decided to go for the cooked food instead. A single entree on the table was worth upwards of 100 kleins. Eating here would have been a pipe dream, but Allison was able to throw money and treat them like it was nothing.

"Before either of you misunderstand anything, I was asked to come here suddenly by Allison. I intended to decline, but she let known that you two would be here," Lilia explained as though trying to absolve herself of a crime.

"So, why did you invite us together?" Robyn asked their gracious host.

"I know the three of you are colluding to try and topple Gwen from her perch," Allison said.

Robyn, Sienna, and Lilia choked on their next bite of food. They quickly washed it down with wine.

She continued, "It's no surprise. Robyn, your porno with orcs snatched first place. So did one of Lilia's films a while back. I don't have to ask to know Gwen paid you two a visit and charmed you. No, I'm not here to ask you to leave her be or choose sides. Or even to ask you to forgive her. I just wanted to give context."

The three exchanged glances.

"Alright, but no sob story is going to make me feel sorry for her," Robyn said.

"Fair." Allison shrugged. "I've been friends with Gwen for a decade now. The only thing she loves more than popularity is herself. She's a narcissist through and through. Yaya and I are probably her only friends. Probably the only ones who can get away with overtaking her number one spot without consequence. Well, that's a succubus for you."

They waited for more, but when the devilin didn't speak for almost ten minutes, confusion washed over them all.

"I think you're missing a part. Where's the backstory?" Lilia asked.

"What backstory?" Allison returned just as perplexed.

"You know, the part where maybe she was abused by a shitty boyfriend. Or taken advantage of by an evil, soul-sucking company that forced her to do pornos. Uh… someone rear-ended her carriage? I dunno! Something that led Dame Gwen to being such a bitch?" Robyn explained.

She shook her head. "First of all, no one can force a succubus to do anything. Gwen is usually the one doing the forcing. I do remember a time where Gwen got rear-ended by a carriage. It was an old lady. They settled that amicably."

Robyn put a hand to her face.

"This talk didn't exactly paint Gwen in a better light… By the way, this deep fried crab is amazing." Sienna stuffed her mouth full of food.

"I said I'd give you context. I didn't say it was going to be good or bad." Allison shrugged.

"You and Yaya are her friends. Have either of you ever considered telling Gwen maybe… charming the competition is a bad idea?" Lilia asked.

"Why? It doesn't really concern us," she said as a matter of factly.

Well, the higher one went in the porn industry, the more cutthroat it became. Allison, Yaya, and Gwen were at the top of the food chain. Those three didn't need to make enemies out of each other.

After lunch, they thanked Allison and returned to Morganta with full bellies. As the dominatrix queen was climbing onto her carriage, she made a clawing motion for them to come closer.

"If you want to know more, there's someone you can ask. Shipter Brannagh," Allison offered a name unknown to Robyn, but Sienna's eyes twitched a little. "When Gwen was starting out as an amateur actress, Shipter approached her to sponsor a film. You remember that flick way back then? Succubus Tittays?"

"Oh, yeah. It was kinda boring though. Just a dude sucking on Dame Gwen's tits for half an hour," Robyn recalled.

Though, it still turned out to be a pretty popular porno.

"After that video's debut, Gwen went full steam ahead in porn. I figured Shipter can tell you a little more about her that I can't. He's a tailor here in Morganta working at Shipter Styles," she added before entering the carriage.

"What's wrong, Sienna? You're looking tense," Robyn said as Allison departed.

Sienna shuddered. "Shipter's the same guy who sponsored Milky's Milk. Dude has a breastfeeding kink. If you're gonna visit him, count me out."

"I'll go with. I'm free all day anyways." Lilia brushed her hair in the usual haughty manner.

The two of them strolled into the thick of the city. Midday was the busiest. People were out in force conducting trade or just spending the afternoon with friends and family. Members of the Civil Guard went around helping the populace.

Shipter Styles was a corner store at a small intersection. Inside, garments of all kinds hung on racks for browsing. Mannequins stood behind windows dressed in the latest fashion digs. A lot of the outfits were… weird. Most revealed cleavage. Some of the more unique ones had boob pockets. Behind the counter, a black-haired gnome man was sewing something onto a dress.

"You Shipter?" Robyn asked.

The gnome looked up. His brows furrowed slightly, then sprung up with recognition.

"Do my eyes deceive me? Robyn Clemrose and Lilia Amerella graces my humble store!" Shipter exclaimed excitedly.

"You know us?" Robyn was taken aback by her own popularity.

"How would I not? I do enjoy watching your pornos. They could do with a little more close-up shots of your breasts though," he said.

This gnome was certainly a boob fiend. The same man who sponsored two titty-focused pornos after all.

"Well? How may I help you two? If it is a dress you're looking for, I have the perfect measurements to make your bust a work of art!" Shipter kissed his fingers.

"No, actually… We wanted to ask you about Dame Gwenevier. Years ago, you sponsored her to make Succubus Tittays, didn't you? Did she used to be such a fierce actress back then, too?" Lilia asked.

"I'm not sure I follow. Dame Gwen is a succubus. Her sex appeal is second to none. She has an interest in sex by instinct. It reasons that she excelled in the porn industry," he explained.

"That's not true and you know it," Robyn interjected. "Plenty of succubus and incubus dabble in the porn industry, and they get weeded out. In fact, when it comes to sex demons, Gwen's fame is an outlier."

The gnome swapped glances between the two of them. They returned a firm look, unwilling to budge until some questions were answered.

"What is this, an interrogation? How about we shift it to a negotiation instead? Milky's still working at Adventurers Gone Wild, isn't she? Guess your imp director didn't replace her even though you're rising a lot faster. I'll tell you what I know about Gwen, and maybe part with some names if you convince her to make a sequel." Shipter bargained.

"Ain't no way Sienna's doing another Milky's Milk. No one is going to convince her," Robyn said.

"I keep sending Milky letters, but they probably end up in the trash instead. You can talk her into it though! You're her friend, right? A little nudge in the right direction. A little word of encouragement in the right ear… bam! Your studio's got Milky's Milk 2 in the palm of their—"

Robyn lifted the gnome up to her by the collar of his shirt. Her eyes were alight with fury. Shipter started panicking. He searched Lilia for help, but she turned away and pretended not to see.

"You dug your own grave, gnome." Lilia scoffed.

"I care about Sienna more than I do whatever blackmail or info you have on Dame Gwen. Keep your secrets. That's my friend you're asking me to guilt-trip into making a porno she doesn't like. If you know what's good for you, don't even think about a sequel ever again. I'm friends with Don Gordia and the mafia, and one of his muscles Vred has the hots for me. A word in the right ear, and they might send some goons down here. Are you catching my drift?" Robyn threatened.

Squealing, Shipter went pale as a ghost and nodded slowly. Robyn put him down, dusted his shoulders off, and left the store.

"You know, Robyn. Maybe if Gwen had a friend like you, she wouldn't have been such a bitch." Lilia chuckled as soon as they were outside.

"Who knows? Some people need to be knocked down a peg to get humbled instead." Robyn smirked.

"Oooh. Getting cockier by the day since you're more popular now. Careful, Robyn. Sienna and I might have to be the ones knocking you down a peg one day," she teased playfully.

The two parted from there. Robyn picked up some groceries on the way home. She made the right choice buying some candy, too, because a certain pixie paid them a visit. Though… Twinkle wasn't the only one to drop by. She and a couple of fairies were playing volleyball with a jawbreaker on the coffee table.

"I hope you don't mind! I brought some friends over to play," Twinkle said.

"What's up, toots!" Chilla flashed a grin from the couch.

"Ah, great. Last thing I need is fairy dust all over the furniture." Robyn groaned aloud.

"Back already?" Sienna asked, coming out of her room with a towel over her damp hair. "Did you guys learn anything?"

Robyn considered how to answer for a moment…

"Nah. Allison's lead took us to a dead end. It's back to throwing down the only way us porn actresses can," Robyn said.

"Actresses, huh? Sounds like someone is fiiiiiinaly accepting her fate." Sienna laughed.

"See these prime steaks I bought for dinner?" She lifted the paper bag full of meat from the best butchery in the city. "Just for that, I'm cutting your portion and giving them to Twinkle's pals instead."

"Hey, no need to be rash!"


Chapter 33

Wanting to take the crown from Dame Gwenevier and actually doing it were two very different things. Almost impossible even. However, Robyn was not someone who forgave so easily. After the charming incident, she wanted— needed to get some revenge. What better way was there than to beat the greatest porn star at her own game?

That was why, even though they didn't have any shoots scheduled, Robyn alone came into the studio after receiving a call from Cordelius and Sylvia about a new porno idea. One that would dwarf the 'Bang Carriage' trend and take the number one spot from Dame Gwenevier's next flick.

"Alright, what do you guys have in mind? I was supposed to go day drinking with Sienna and Twinkle today, so this better be good." Robyn took a seat across the table from Cordelius and Sylvia.

"Geez. You ever consider putting the brakes on knocking back pints?" Cordelius asked.

"Now why the hell would I do that? I need something to take a load off, and beer and whiskey are the quickest while also being legal. Besides, I'm finally making moolah! Let me live a little," she said.

"You're certainly going to feel alive when you hear what Cordelius has planned," Sylvia chimed in.

Usually, Robyn didn't like the sound of that. She had to unfortunately hand it to him for these past few nutty ideas of his though. Because of them, Adventurers Gone Wild had grown by leaps and bounds.

"You want to stick it to Dame Gwenevier, right? Then we gotta take bigger and crazier risks. Not to your life, mind you! You're our precious golden goose! What do you think about this— for our next film, no cameras and no extras. All real and genuine," Cordelius explained with zero context.

"You're not making any sense here…" Robyn rolled her eyes.

"Cordelius wants you to join an adventuring party on an excursion into a dungeon. It will be filmed, but not with a crew. With a scrying spell that captures your point of view and everything immediately around you," Sylvia said.

For a moment, the two went silent to let Robyn take in what they had said. She stared blankly at them. There was so much to take in.

"Hold on…" Robyn pinched the bridge of her nose. "First of all, sending me into a dungeon is risking my life! Second, there's no goddamn way the Civil Guards will take someone like me, with no magic or martial skill, along with them. Third, what the fuck kind of spell is that supposed to be?"

Sylvia produced a spell scroll. Inked into the parchment was a single eyeball with lines extending outwards.

"Master Sellowyn kindly gifted this to our company. It's a spell that he has been designing. When cast, this will turn your eyes into a Scrying Eye. We'll be able to extract that information later with a Translate spell and edit the data into a vidcrystal," Sylvia explained as if any of that was supposed to make sense.

"POV shit is niche but has a lot of potential! We'll catapult that into a trending genre," Cordelius said, sounding more confident than ever. "As for the Civil Guards, don't worry your pretty little head. I hired a willing party. Under the table, obviously. As long as the guild or Lorna doesn't find out until we're done, it's going to be fine!"

Robyn had a bad feeling about this. Although… she had a bad feeling about all of Cordelius' schemes. She ultimately accepted, and the stupid imp whooped victoriously.

"When is this going down anyway?" Robyn asked.

"Today!" Cordelius exclaimed with the widest grin.

"Today?!" She gaped.

"The adventurers should be arriving soon. Until then, you should get changed into these." Sylvia ushered Robyn into the office where a set of silver bikini armor awaited her.

Of-fucking-course. There had to be a caveat, and this was it! The 'suit of armor' had the pristine mint of Tammy's Steel on it.

"You want me to dress up like a slut?" Robyn groaned.

"That's the whole point!" Cordelius flew behind the bikini armor and tugged on the spaghetti straps. "You're going to look fantastic. Fans will LOVE the way you look."

"Okay… but if I'm going into a dungeon, won't I need protection? Like, real protection!"

"Tammerin assured us the armor is enchanted. It's one of her best pieces. We're fortunate for her generosity." Sylvia tapped the 'breast plate' and the metal shimmered with a protective, magical glow.

The two of them left the room to let Robyn get changed. She did so begrudgingly. The armor covered so little surface area of her skin, being naked might be less embarrassing. How was this supposed to protect her from anything?

When Robyn emerged from the office, there were a lot more people around than just Cordelius and Sylvia. Five faces, two of which were familiar, stared hard at her sparsely-dressed form.

"Vred? Nelson? What are you two doing here?" Robyn asked.

"Oh, uh… C-Cordelius asked us to help…" Nelson stammered, face red and thighs squeezed shut.

"This is the adventuring party I was talking about!" Cordelius threw an arm to them.

"Really?" She folded her arms and eyed Vred in particular.

"I asked Don Gordia to send one of his men to solely protect you! See? I'm looking out for your safety," the director whispered.

The other three were unknown to Robyn. The Civil Guard patch on their shoulders clued her in that they were part of the guild though.

"Everyone, this is Robyn. Robyn, meet Rosey, Amalia, and Clyde. The other two you are already familiar with," Sylvia introduced them.

"Veteran member of the Civil Guard, Rosey Alpine, at your service! I know my way around any ranged weapon you can name!" Rosey beamed.

Rosey Alpine was an elven woman with a carpet of freckles across her face. She wore her hair in two, hooped pigtail braids. A hand crossbow was fastened to her right wrist.

"H-Hello… It's nice to meet you. I'm Amalia," the other girl, who was a lot more skittish, was a goblin with short, frazzled orange hair. There were many daggers sheathed to her belt. She had dark circles around her lazy eyes.

Finally, Clyde was a minotaur man who simply grunted in acknowledgement. He wore a chest harness and leather kilt around his waist. The beast's weapon of choice was a double-sided axe, currently resting on his back.

Including Vred and Nelson, they were a party of six. Well, five when excluding Robyn because she wasn't exactly contributing any fighting experience. The two women of the party donned actual armor, unlike her. Must be nice.

"Miss Sylvia filled us in." Rosey grabbed Robyn's hand and shook. "Me, Amalia, and Clyde were planning a dungeon run when she reached out to us. Bringing non-guildies into quests is usually a suspendable offense, but she offered us a lot of kleins that we couldn't turn down."

"Huh? Wait, Sylvia… how much did you pay them?" Cordelius turned to her with worry in his eyes.

"Enough," Sylvia answered curtly.

Rosey continued, "Anyway, you can do your thing— whatever that is. We'll make sure you're unharmed!"

It just occurred to Robyn after Rosey mentioned it.

"What am I supposed to do, and where's the script?" Robyn asked her bosses.

"No script! Like I said, it's going to be real. Right down to you running away in terror from monsters! Or getting dicked by them." Cordelius rubbed his hands together and giggled.

"Fuck you, Cordy!" she growled.

Sylvia grabbed Robyn's shoulder and turned her around. She held up the spell scroll, whispered an incantation, and the eye on the parchment lit up. The image peeled off the scroll into threads of magic that traveled up to Robyn, from her arms up to her eyes. A feeling like something splashed onto her quickly subsided into a gentle warmth, then nothing.

"The spell is now active." Sylvia gave her a pat on the back.

"Here's a couple of healing potions, too!" Cordelius shoved an alchemy pouch with vials clinking around inside into Robyn's hand.

"Thanks…" Robyn sighed.

The six of them took two wagons out of the city and into the countryside. Clyde and Vred were pretty big, so they sat in their own vehicle. The other four sat in another. Along the way, Nelson wouldn't stop throwing glances Robyn's way. That elf mage couldn't make it more obvious how turned on he was. Meanwhile, Amalia was sharpening her knives with a whetstone.

"What kind of dungeon are we headed to anyway?" Robyn decided to make conversation after an hour of silence into the journey.

"Hehe. Curious?" Rosey flashed a toothy smile. "It's a magic-type dungeon, possibly a castle. A couple of fresh guildies ran into it like a week ago, but what they found there was out of their depths. Morganta sent some Chevys out to keep monsters in and foolishly brave adventurers from going in. My party was first in line to call dibs, so here we are!"

"D… Dangerous? What the hell are Cordy and Sylvia sending me into?" She shuddered at the thought of facing monsters.

"Stick close, and you're going to be okay! I also think you'll be fine with that on, skimpy as it may be." The ranger stifled a laughter into her hand.

Another hour had passed before they arrived. A camp of Republican Chevaliers guarded the entrance. By the looks of a hulking, six-armed beast's body lying bloodied on the ground, they had just got done killing something that escaped.

"Robyn? Robyn!" One of the knights squealed from behind her helmet. When she took it off, the face of Vanessa Durang returned a bright look like Robyn had just made her day.

"When Rosey said some Chevys were out here, I didn't expect Marshal Vanessa Durang herself. Good to see you again since… when was it? TittyCon, right?" Robyn asked.

"Ah, yes. I made a lot of memories at TittyCon. I was even there when Lady Allison won the raffle at your panel! I bought and watched your collab film, and I must say… it was… absolutely… magnificent!" Vanessa exclaimed passionately, much to Robyn's sheer embarrassment.

It came as no surprise that the more popular those pornos became, the more people she knew would have seen them. The price of fame…

"Marshal, we're here to enter the dungeon. Here's our pass from the Civil Guard!" Rosey handed over some paperwork to Vanessa, but she passed them off to her squire, Jayson, instead.

Jayson spent a few minutes reading through each page, then nodded to the marshal.

"Everything is in order, Lady Vanessa. Although… When did Robyn become a member of the Civil Guard?" Jayson eyed her suspiciously.

"I'm full of surprises…" Robyn answered under her breath.

"Good luck in there! Monsters like these are a copper klein in a coin pouch." Vanessa gave the slain beast a light kick.

They descended the mossy, stonework stairs until sunlight no longer lit the way. Clyde, who was at the very front, switched on a lamp hanging from his knapsack. The underground chill made Robyn shiver. If she wasn't already scared, the cold was making it worse. Suddenly, Vred draped a cloak over her.

"Thanks," Robyn mumbled.

"No problem." Vred nodded. "Just hang onto it until we're out of the dungeon. You can count on me to protect you."

Shit. That made Robyn's chest throb. This half-orc was smooth, whether he knew it or not.

"If you're cold, Robyn, I can conjure a harmless flame for you!" Nelson ignited a ball of fire into the palm of his hand that flitted up to her.

"Aw, sweet. Appreciate it, man!" Robyn smiled.

For some reason, the mage shot a snide look at Vred. Wait a minute… Were they vying for her? Just the thought that these two were into Robyn was getting her hot and bothered.

The group came to a grinding halt. They had a dead end ahead of them. A single painting of a palace on a mountainscape stretched the length of the wall.

"Is this the entire dungeon?" Robyn asked.

"It's actually through here. The painting is a cleverly disguised portal. Watch!" Rosey took a running start into the painting and phased into it.

Everyone followed the excitable elf through. They stumbled into what appeared to be an outdoor area. Hedges as tall as towers stretched into the sky and extended across the field before making a sharp turn. Was this a maze? It was surprisingly wide.

"On your toes, everyone! Monsters ahead!" Rosey shouted.

"Monsters?!" Robyn jumped behind Vred and clung onto his tunic.

The four actual members of the Civil Guard went into battle against slow-moving undead. They were all bones, but some wore tattered leather armor. A few had metal helmets on and nothing else.

They were made quick work of. Clyde was in the thick of it. His minotaur strength bashed them into bone dust. Safe in the back, Nelson and Rosey fired ranged attacks. Amalia, despite her small and timid nature, assassinated any strays that got past the minotaur with powerful backstabs. Things got serious when a giant undead, armored from head to toe, showed up wielding a giant club.

"Robyn, I can't do anything if you hold onto me like that!" Vred exclaimed.

"Well, I'm sorry for being scared!" Robyn cried.

A couple of undeads emerged from the hedges. Robyn finally let go for Vred to draw a shortsword. He easily cut them down to size. However, more were coming out. A small horde separated Robyn from her guardian.

"Oh, shit. Oh, shit!" Robyn tripped backwards.

An undead loomed over her.

Robyn saw her life flash before her eyes and squeezed them shut. What was Sienna going to think? Who was going to buy Twinkle candy? She still hadn't even gotten her revenge on Dame Gwenevier yet!

Down came the spear, poised to skewer Robyn through her stomach…

If this was death, it was surprisingly not painful.

"Uh…" Robyn opened one eye. The tip of the spear was clearly poking her abdomen, but it didn't so much as cut through the skin. Even the undead wielding the weapon was baffled. It scratched its skull, then proceeded to stab her repeatedly to no avail.

The fucking bikini armor. It actually saved her. Robyn put a hand to her face and laughed.

"Ha… Haha! I'm invincible with this on!" Robyn yelled triumphantly— until a bunch of undead decided to dogpile on top of her. "No, wait… This isn't the kind of gangbang I had in mind!"

A hand reached in and yanked her right out. It was Vred, all cut up and bruised. He carried her away just as Nelson dropped a magical blast onto the undead pile.

"Whew… That was close. How are you alive?" Vred asked.

"I, uh… the armor. More importantly… you can put me down now," Robyn said, face slowly getting hot from being carried like a princess.

Vred let her down and cleared his throat.

"Robyn! Are you okay?" Rosey came running over with the others. "I'm so sorry. I didn't expect them to come out of the hedges like that! I'll need to rethink our formations."

"I'm good, really! I'm more worried about Vred. Do we have any healing? I can give you one of the potions that Cordelius gave to me," Robyn offered the half-orc.

"These wounds are nothing. As a half-orc, I have strong natural regeneration as long as it isn't fatal." Vred pointed to a cut that was already closing up to form scar tissue.

Half-orcs, huh? They were something else.

The party continued their trek through the maze, this time in a tighter formation. Robyn was in the middle of everyone. That last battle gave her half a heart attack. Cordelius better fork over a fat paycheck for this…

"Say, Vred? Your swordsmanship was kinda unrefined, but you were a beast out there. How come I haven't seen you around at the guild?" Rosey asked, seemingly unaware that he was in fact not a member.

"Oh, uh… I'm a… seasonal member?" Vred answered.

Nelson rolled his eyes.

"Hey, guys…" Amalia spoke up from the back. "I feel like—"

Everyone turned around when the goblin rogue of the group didn't finish her sentence. She was gone.

"Ah—!"

They glanced to the front again, and Rosey was gone.

"Robyn, stay between me and Clyde!" Vred ordered.

Robyn snapped her gaze left and right but saw nothing. Both the half-orc and minotaur had their weapons at the ready. She backed into the hedge, hoping to stay out their way, but a pair of boney hands dragged her in.

Everything went dark. The rustle of vegetation was all Robyn could hear. Leaves and branches slapped her across the face. Eventually, she came to a stop in a deserted section of the maze. No one else was around but her.

"Ugh… My head… What the fuck was that?" Robyn rubbed the back of her head and groaned. "Anyone there? Vred? Nelson? Rosey?" When no one answered, she heaved a sigh. "You have got to be kidding me…"

The sensible part of her wanted to stay put and wait for someone. The scared part of her won out and urged her down the path in search of anyone. If an undead were to pop out right now, she would have nothing to defend herself.

Fortunately, Robyn came across the minotaur sitting upright against a hedge.

"Clyde!" Robyn rushed up to the injured minotaur, who had a cut on his left shoulder.

"Others gone. Just you?" Clyde asked.

"Yeah… Guess it's just us until we find someone, big guy. You're hurt though. Should we patch that up?" Robyn suggested.

"No regeneration like half-orc, but I'm a minotaur. Strong." He flexed his shoulders but winced.

"No sense in acting tough. We all get hurt sometimes. Here, I got a potion! It's about the only decent thing my director gave me next to a paycheck." She fished out a vial for the minotaur, who quickly downed the liquid.

However, Clyde immediately noticed something was off.

"Are you sure this is healing potion?" Clyde lifted the empty glass vial up to his eyes.

"Huh? Are they not?" Robyn grabbed one and popped the cork off. A quick whiff, and though she wasn't an adventurer who often had use for these, knew that it wasn't a healing potion. The smell was a little strange. It was sickly sweet. Aromatically fragrant, like…

The minotaur shifted awkwardly. However, he couldn't hide his massive erection. The glorious slab of meat escaped his sheath and grew until it was like a third leg between his thighs. Precum glistened at the tip.

Fucking Cordy!

Robyn recognized the smell of them now. She had used these as a guy before to get in the mood during long porno shoot sessions. These weren't potions. They were aphrodisiacs laced with succubus saliva!

"Don't freak out, Clyde! These will wear off in… two hours! Let's find a place to rest and… Clyde?" Robyn staggered back when the minotaur spun around.

Clyde looked slightly delirious. His hard, throbbing cock had grown erect up to Robyn's chest. He expelled a column of hot breath from both nostrils.

"Easy… I'm sure there's a time and place for this, but— oof?!"

A single hand picked Robyn up. Clyde guided her over to his giant dick. That damn imp. Cordelius was hoping for this all along. The minotaur's eyes were full of lust, and she was about to be his outlet.

"Just for… a little while!" Clyde brought Robyn down on his dick, but they faced resistance. The flare from the tip was too large to breach her entrance.

"Look, it's too big! That's never going to fit in my pussy. Let me suck you off or… give you a boobjob instead!" Robyn insisted to deaf ears.

Unfortunately, Clyde was determined. He grabbed Robyn's right thigh with his other hand and lifted her leg before trying again. It still wasn't going in, but there was an unintended consequence. She was so wet, that her dripping pussy was beginning to coat the tip of his dick. On the third attempt…

Shlick!

Robyn's vision flashed white as the thick flare of Clyde's minotaur cock plunged into her soaking cunt.

"It's tight inside you. Oooh, this is the pussy of Robyn Clemrose!" Clyde mooed loudly to vocalize his pleasure.

"Holy shit… I actually took a minotaur dick… It feels like I'm about to break because of how big it is… Alright, fine! Just… Just take it slow… Otherwise, you're going to split me in half…" Robyn pleaded.

The massive cock slid deeper into Robyn a few centimeters at a time. The fullness of it was driving her crazy. Her breath grew hoarse. It became difficult to think straight. Clyde's slab of meat put pressure on all sides of her pussy.

Undead monsters came around the corner, drawn in by the mooing and commotion. There were dozens of them, but they looked a lot less equipped than the previous ones.

"Hey, put me down! We need to fight these things or else!" Robyn cried.

"Hold on to my harness. I'll fight them," Clyde said, picking up his greataxe from the ground.

"Wait… you can't mean… while we're stuck like this?" She gasped at the insinuation.

Clyde stampeded into battle, and Robyn bounced wildly on his dick with every stomp of his hooves. She was slipping farther down the shaft. Her fingers desperately clung to the leather harness wrapped around the broad, muscular chest. Meanwhile, the minotaur shattered scores of skeletal warriors. His greataxe cleaved them in two, broke their rusted weapons, and left a cloud of bone dust in his wake.

"Slow down, man! Quit moving so violently, or I'll… Fuck… I'm… I'm cumming… I'm cumming!" Robyn climaxed in the midst of the fighting, and so did Clyde.

The minotaur's throbbing cock was like an earthquake in her pussy. Hot cum gushed inside her and down his legs. Robyn squeezed her eyes shut, orgasming a second time from his baby batter searing her insides.

When the fighting had ended, Clyde finally stopped moving. The damage was already done. Robyn was in a state of ecstasy and wouldn't stop twitching. It was like listening to beating drums with her head pressed to his fuzzy chest. Tired beyond belief, she went limp. She would have fallen if it wasn't for being fastened tightly on his still erect dick which held her aloft.

"Mmm. Let's stay like this for a while longer." Clyde laid down and held Robyn with both hands, gently pumping her on his dick as if she were a pocket pussy.

"God… Clyde… Your dick is really messing me up. It's intoxicating, but I'm going to keep orgasming at this— Oh, fuck it. Keep screwing my brains out, you prime steak… ahh… aaahhhh!" Robyn's mind went blank. Unable to convince the minotaur otherwise, she let him use her as he pleased until his second climax.

As Clyde gradually lifted Robyn off his dick, she felt the walls of her pussy clinging tightly to the meatstick.

"Fuck! You're doing this on purpose! I'm cumming again…. Mmmph… guuh!"

The minotaur cock came out with a pop, and Robyn orgasmed again. Waves of ejaculate spilled out. Her twitching pussy stayed gaping for a few seconds, then returned to normal.

"No one is ever going to believe that I had sex with the Robyn Clemrose. I'm the luckiest minotaur alive!" Clyde huffed.

"Good for you… I can't move now, because my legs and hips are so sore," Robyn groaned.

Clyde hoisted Robyn onto his left shoulder. He gripped the axe in his right hand. The two had no choice but to pick a direction at random and keep moving. The maze seemed to stretch on forever, but they eventually found an end to it. Before them was a castle, tall, dark, and imposing.

They entered from the open gate into a foyer chamber. Three paths laid before them. A hall down the west, east, and north. The others could be anywhere.

"You're the adventurer. Where to?" Robyn asked.

"Strange. Rosey and Amalia would have left something behind to indicate the direction they went. That means they might not have made it here yet," Clyde explained.

"So, what? We wait for them here?"

"Hmm." He lifted her in front of himself, and when she glanced down, his dick was growing erect again. "We can kill some time."

Robyn's pussy clenched a little. Any more minotaur dick, and she might never go back to anything smaller. However, the echo of clanking metal turned their heads down the west path. A knight in armor, wielding a longsword and kite shield, lumbered toward them.

"Oh, thank god someone is here. Hey!" Robyn hollered.

"That's not a person. It's a living suit of armor. Hold on tight to me!" Clyde positioned her over his erection.

"We're doing this again?!" she cried, then had the wind knocked out of her lungs from being pushed down onto his dick. "Fuck me… I'm going to cum already…"

As Clyde and the knight did battle, Robyn winced every time their steel clashed together. They seemed evenly matched, from what little her experience could understand from the battle. She was too distracted by the dick penetrating her repeatedly as the minotaur moved.

While their battle raged, the sound of metal alerted her to something from the other hall. She wanted to warn Clyde, but an impact knocked him from behind. They both went tumbling to the ground, and Robyn slipped from the minotaur's dick. There were two living suits of armor now.

"I can't fight both of them while protecting you. Run for it! I'll find you by the scent of my cum on you later!" Clyde exclaimed.

"That sounds so stupid, but I'll take your word for it!" Robyn found strength in her legs and booked it down the north wing.

The noise of battle subsided the farther she went. Eventually, only silence remained. Robyn pushed open the door at the end of the hall and entered a dining room. Dinnerware had been laid across the large, round table. A layer of dust blanketed them.

"Where the hell—" Robyn walked right into a suit of armor and jumped back. It swung the longsword for her head but wasn't able to cut. The enchanted bikini armor made her practically impervious. Even so, the living armor continued to attack unabated.

In that case, better head back to the foyer and find Clyde. Not so that she could get fucked by him again. It was just better to stay together.

When Robyn returned to the foyer, however, two suits of living armor had been battered up and their pieces strewn all over the place. Clyde was nowhere to be seen. Wasn't he supposed to be able to find her by the smell of his own jizz? There was even a trail of cum on the ground. Weird…

"And this stupid thing is still hitting me. Quit it!" Robyn tried shoving the living armor, but well, it was a whole suit of armor that weighed more than her strength could affect it. Instead, she pushed herself to the ground.

After getting up, Robyn elected to investigate where she had come. The dining chamber. Some of the dinnerware looked like they were made of gold, encrusted with diamonds and gems. The owner of this place probably wouldn't mind a few missing utensils. She grabbed a handful when a fireball roared past her head. The living armor had been charred black. It twitched a little bit, then went still.

"What the fuck?" Robyn gasped.

Suddenly, the walls shot magic all over the place. Fireballs screeched across the room and scorched furniture. Chandeliers fell from the ceiling. Curtains caught fire. Smoke filled the chamber.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck! I ain't waiting to see if this armor repels magic!" Robyn made a mad dash to the other end of the room and barreled through the door.

"Robyn?" A familiar voice called out to her.

Robyn glanced up to find Nelson. Licking flames blew the doors wide open and interrupted their reunion. He grabbed her hand.

"Run!" Nelson screamed.

Giant balls of fire chased after them. Nelson turned the corner, threw open a door at random, and yanked Robyn inside. They slumped to the ground, catching their breaths.

"Yeah. I'm confident that the adventuring life is just not for me." Robyn sighed.

"Are you… okay? You look kind of disheveled." Nelson pointed out and blushed.

"Oh, nothing. Just had a big beef breakfast. My carpet also got singed." She checked her crotch since barely any armor covered it. "Other than that, I'm fine. Where the hell have you been? Where's everyone else?"

"Your guess is as good as mine. We all got separated around the same time. Those undeads pulled us apart in the maze. I wasn't even sure anyone else made it to the castle until I saw you," he explained.

They agreed that the best course of action was to keep searching. Nelson peeked out of the door first. He confirmed the rapid-fire spells had stopped and beckoned her to follow. Afraid of being separated again, Robyn grabbed onto the back of the elf mage's robe as they walked. She could tell by the reddening tips of his ears that he was nervous around her.

Unlike the initial corridors from the foyer, the hallway they were in now had many winding turns that seemed architecturally… illogical. The two came to a greenhouse full of humongous, exotic plants. A giant pitcher plant hanging on a tall tree occasionally burped a gaseous fume of pollen. Vines hung like curtain drapes from branches. The floor was matted in roots and dirt.

Eyes open and on their toes, they had their sights on an exit across the greenhouse. Robyn and Nelson slowly made their way there. They were half-way through when the vines came to life and lifted both of them high into the branches. One vine snatched away Nelson's staff before he was able to cast anything.

"Awww, come on!" Robyn struggled until the leaves above her rustled.

A beautiful woman with shining emerald skin and deep, black eyes descended. Her hair was a forest green with thick, braided roots.

"Why… Hello, hot mama!" She waved at the mysterious babe.

"Robyn, that's not a friendly. That's a dryad! They drain you like succubi do, but without any of the pleasure and all of the pain!" Nelson shouted.

The dryad's mouth snapped open, reminiscent of a venus fly-trap. Nectar and honey dripped from its gaping maw and sharp rows of teeth.

"I-I think my armor is enough to keep me safe!" Robyn exclaimed.

However, instead of biting her, a long and phallic-shaped object extended out from its mouth. The tip brushed across her lower body, spreading a thin layer of yellowish liquid.

"This… tickles… What the hell is it doing now?"

"That's a stamen. In plants, that's the male reproductive organ. Maybe the pollen in the air is making it think you're a mate. Are you… Are you in heat right now?" Nelson asked reluctantly.

"You're asking me if I'm horny? I got fucked by your minotaur friend earlier!" Robyn yelled.

"Wait, you did? Clyde, that lucky bastard… Can, uh… Can we do it, too?" he pleaded to her.

"DOES IT REALLY LOOK LIKE WE'RE IN ANY POSITION TO FUCK?"

A vine pulled aside Robyn's g-string, revealing her pussy still marked by minotaur spunk. The stamen, as Nelson had called it, thrusted into her hole and ejected a watery substance. She shivered intensely. She tried to close her legs, but the dryad was too strong. It felt like she was being licked and fucked at the same time.

"Nelson, Robyn!" Rosey came running into the greenhouse. She fired three crossbow bolts into the dryad, and it fell limp to the ground as nothing but a couple of overgrown leaves.

"Thank fuck. I was about to get pollinated." Robyn breathed a sigh of relief.

"I followed the path of destruction in the hallway. Boy, am I glad to see you two. I can't find Clyde, Amalia, or Vred anywhere!" she explained.

"Neither have we. Apparently, Robyn was with Clyde earlier. They got split up. We haven't seen anyone else since," Nelson added.

This castle or whatever it was might be playing tricks on them. A building being controlled by magic wasn't unheard of. Hell, even Sellowyn's Ark of Dawn had magic running through the stonework like blood in someone's veins.

Once Robyn got back to the studio, she was going to lay into Cordelius and ask for a higher cut in royalties thereafter. Because this was way above her pay grade.

Rosey shot the vines restraining Nelson first with pin-point accuracy. He dropped onto his ass and groaned in pain. Next was Robyn.

"Don't worry about hitting me. This armor protects me from physical attacks," Robyn said.

"I'm trying to shoot in a way to get several at once. Don't wanna lose too many bolts, ya know?" Rosey found a good angle and fired.

The bolt pierced three vines, and the remaining ones holding Robyn snapped from her weight. As she plummeted, the ground opened up.

"What the fuck—" Robyn fell past Rosey and Nelson. Neither of them even had a chance to catch her. "AAAHHHHH! I HATE THIS PLACE! I SWEAR TO FUCKING GOD, CORDY!"

Light from the opening above closed shut, sealing her away from the other two. What next? Did death await her? There was so much she wanted to do. Get a girlfriend, take revenge on Dame Gwenevier, and become rich enough to buy her parents a new ranch—

Another opening gave way beneath Robyn. Vred, the half-orc mafioso, walked into view. His eyes went wide. She collided into him, but his body and her armor softened the fall.

"Fuck my ass and call me a whore. Good timing, man!" Robyn patted him on the head.

"Ow… Robyn? How did you… end up here?" Vred squealed in agony from beneath.

It wasn't just Vred. Amalia, the quiet goblin rogue, was also here. She helped Robyn up, then they helped Vred up. Robyn gave them the short version of what happened, and these two had apparently faced the same fate of falling into this dungeon.

"We've been trying to find a way out this entire time… No luck," Amalia said dejectedly.

"Until now at least. We've been told to follow this dungeon path. Hopefully it leads somewhere." Vred popped a healing potion to restore his injuries of being bludgeoned.

"What do you mean 'told'? Who told you?" Robyn asked.

They pointed to the walls. There were quite literally signs and etchings everywhere urging them towards a single direction.


Chapter 34

Robyn, Vred, and Amalia had no choice but to press on into the dark, eerie dungeon. The latter two were perfectly fine. In fact, neither of them seemed scared. The half-orc and goblin walked with confidence in each stride. As for Robyn, distant noises were enough to make her jump. Something like clashing steel terrified her so much, she clung to the safest thing around by instinct— that being Vred and his arm.

The half-orc flinched a little. His face took on a shade of red. Robyn felt bad for turning him on. She could tell by the outline of an erection in his pants. However, being around him made her feel safe.

"Sorry…" Robyn mumbled.

"Don't worry about it." Vred cleared his throat and continued facing forward.

Eventually, the signs and directions on the wall ended when they reached a metal double door. Amalia inspected the lever contraption and frowned.

"It's trapped," Amalia concluded. "I can try to disarm it, but—"

A deep guttural howl echoed from all the way down the hall that sent shivers up their spines. From the darkness, faint bluish lights approached them.

"Ph… Phantoms! Coat your weapon in this!" The goblin tossed Vred a small bottle.

"What is it?" Vred asked, popping the cork off.

"It's holy oil. Physical weapons won't work on them, but weapons coated in holy oil will. Don't let the phantoms touch you, or you're going to end up possessed!" she warned.

"Possessed?!" Robyn cried and backed up to the metal door.

Vred quickly doused his sword in holy oil. Meanwhile, Amalia went to work on disarming the hidden trap. She slipped a flat head and something like an ice pick between the lever mechanism.

As one phantom drew closer, Vred sliced its ethereal form in two. The ghost let out a shriek before disappearing. Robyn was shaking in her shoes and bikini armor, watching the fight unfold. If only there was something she could do to help.

A chilly hand suddenly grasped Robyn's ankle. She glanced down to find many more anchoring her to the ground.

"Shit, shit!" Robyn panicked and stomped away at the hands, pummeling them back into the ground to her surprise. "Wait… I didn't get possessed?"

More hands slipped out from the cracks in the stonework walls. They shot out at Robyn, grabbing her arms and legs.

"Robyn!" Vred spun around intending to help.

"No, I'm fine! I think my bikini armor is keeping them from possessing me somehow. I'll keep these busy!" Robyn exclaimed.

The half-orc reluctantly returned to fighting off ghosts. For Robyn, however… the spectral hands began to grope her breasts and cool fingers pinched her nipples.

"What kind of pervy ghosts are we dealing with here?!" she groaned.

They couldn't possess her, but she was also unable to fight back against their strength. Two were stroking her inner thighs. Instead of scared shivers, it was now shivers of pleasure. Their touch was like the smooth brush of silk on skin. Getting fucked by Clyde earlier left her extra sensitive in more ways than one.

"Mmmmmh!" Robyn swallowed the urge to moan when the ghosts stuck a finger into her pussy.

"Robyn, uh… how do I say this? It's hard to focus on disarming the trap if you're making noises like that," Amalia said.

"You think this is my fault? I didn't ask to be molested. Especially when my body is so damn sensitive!" she protested.

Neither of them saw the ghost creeping up to Vred from the ground. By the time they did, it was too late. The phantom entered his body and seized control. Others did the same, including the ones groping Robyn, and a little over a dozen ghosts had taken over.

"Nnh… This trap is a lot more complicated than I thought. Hang in there!" Amalia urged them.

"Hang in there? Vred just got possessed! Hurry the fuck up and tell me how to unpossess him!" Robyn yelled.

"Y-You said the bikini armor makes you immune to possession? Keep Vred busy! Once I disarm and open this, we'll figure something out on the other side!"

Keep Vred busy how? The mafioso lumbered towards Robyn. His eyes glowed with the same blue hue as the phantoms that possessed him. She only had the advantage of being physically durable thanks to the armor. The half-orc had the build, strength, and skill to—

Robyn hit the floor. She saw the ceiling above her. Vred had tackled her to the ground. He had both arms hooked around her thighs.

"What are you— aahhh!" Robyn tensed up when a thick tongue flicked across her clitoris.

Vred had tugged aside her thong and was eating her out. Robyn grabbed a handful of his hair. She shuddered as mind-blowing pleasure spread through her in waves.

"What's going on back there? I can't turn around, but I'm almost done!" Amalia called out.

"Take… Take your time… I'm just keeping… mmh… keeping him busy…" Robyn panted.

This wasn't exactly how she imagined the dungeon excursion to turn out. Fucked by a minotaur, toyed with by dryads, and eaten out by a half-orc… The world was spinning. Robyn was beginning to enjoy the cunnilingus so much that she relaxed into it and fondled her own breasts.

"Fuck, I'm cumming…" Robyn breathed heavily.

"Coming where? The door's not open yet! Just a few more seconds…" Amalia murmured.

"No… I'm… ahhh… hah… I'm going to cum for real— aahhhh!" She threw her head back and screamed.

The sound of a heavy locking mechanism clicked, and the harsh scratching of metal against stone caused tremors in the ground. Robyn climaxed and squeezed Vred's head with her thighs.

"Okay, it's open— eh? EHH? What are you two doing at a time like this?" Amalia cried.

It only occurred to Robyn after relaxing her thighs that Vred had passed out. He was blue in the face from being suffocated.

"Oops… Uhh. Grab his shoulders! Pull him in!" Robyn picked up his sword, too, on the way through the metal doors.

Once they got to the other side, it started closing again. The doors slammed shut, trapping them inside some kind of smithy and mechanical workshop. Steam billowed from vents, pipes zig-zagged overhead and snaked across the floor, and it was much warmer compared to the rest of the castle.

"I should have something inside my bag… here it is." Amalia retrieved and unrolled a spell scroll. She smoothed it out as flat as possible on top of the unconscious Vred. The motif of a cross and inscription symbols were written all over the parchment, none of which made any sense to Robyn.

In a few seconds, the scroll activated on its own. All of the phantoms that entered Vred fired out like a high-pressure geyser of water. They flew everywhere, retreating away between cracks in the walls and floor. The scroll disintegrated, and Vred sat up with a hand pressed to his head.

"You good?" Robyn asked.

"Y-Yeah…" Vred went bright red. "Sorry about… that."

"You… remember?" She blushed.

He nodded. "I pretty much saw and felt everything…"

The two of them stared at the ground, unable to make eye-contact anymore.

"Are you two done flirting? We still have to look for a way out," Amalia said.

"We're not flirting!" they retorted at the same time.

They investigated the workshop for any signs that might lead to a way out. Unfortunately, there were none to be found. Tables were littered with unfinished contraptions. Buttons and levers tempted the trio to use them.

"Just what kind of place is this?" Robyn wondered aloud.

"I'm pretty sure this is an abandoned wizard tower, whose owner had a penchant for traps," Amalia said.

At the end of the room, behind two giant vats of green liquid and surrounded by a metal railing, there looked to be some kind of an elevator platform. Robyn glanced up. It was bright as day up there.

"That might be our best chance of getting out of here. I say we take it," Vred insisted.

The three climbed onto the platform. Two buttons on a panel denoted up and down. Amalia selected the up button. Hot steam ejected from the gaps between the platform and the floor, then… it started moving. They rose higher and higher until—

Light. They weren't outside. Instead, they were inside an enormous bedchamber lit up by crystal chandeliers. A flame crackled in the hearth. The bed had been neatly made and appeared undisturbed. This must be the top of the castle.

"It seems pretty safe here," Amalia said after giving the room a glance over. "Vred, why don't you stay here and keep an eye on Robyn? I'll take a look outside. With any luck, I might run into the others."

"Are you sure? I-I just feel like it's safer together. We can help you search, too." Robyn folded her hands together worriedly.

"As a rogue, my specialty is stealth. You two coming with me will just be a burden. Stay here until I get back," she insisted before leaving the room.

For some reason, as soon as Amalia was gone, Vred shuffled to one corner of the bedchamber.

"Sorry, but can you look away for a minute? It won't take long. I just really need to get this out, or I might need to see a doctor later," Vred said.

It took all but half a second for Robyn to realize what it was that Vred meant. That made her groin itch.

"Would you… like some help with that?" Robyn offered coquettishly.

"What?!" Vred whipped around in shock.

"I-I don't mean physically! I mean, like… give you something to look at while you do it," she said, climbing onto the bed and parting her legs.

The half-orc gulped hard. He hesitated for a moment but ultimately dropped his pants. A large green dick, obviously not as big as the minotaur's, sprung out. Robyn needed to titillate him. It wouldn't be enough to just be a still picture. She reached down to rub her clit. Vred paid closer attention and stroked his own dick.

Their breathing grew shallow. Robyn couldn't take her eyes off Vred's cock. Before either of them realized it, she had crawled to the edge of the bed. Her lips were inches from his throbbing meat. The urge to put that big thing in her mouth was great, but as she got closer, he shot his spunk all over her face.

"Sorry! I should have warned you that I— nngh!" Vred tensed up when Robyn grabbed the base of his dick and began licking the tip clean. She swept her tongue up and down the shaft, polishing his knob, and sucking hungrily.

Robyn wasn't sure what came over her. She was beyond turned on right now. This thing reeked of masculine musk being so close, and Vred was an objectively attractive dude. Weird. Thoughts like thinking another man as good-looking was normal when she was a guy. Who couldn't appreciate and envy the appearance of an attractive person of any sex? However, right now, with Robyn pretty much dressed half-naked and Vred pantsless, she wanted to be taken again.

"Fuck me," Robyn breathed each word like a magic spell. She got on all fours and positioned her ass up to him. With one hand, she pulled one cheek aside to spread her pussy.

"I don't know if—"

"Fuck me, man. I'm giving you a free pass. You know how many people would kill to bang an actress like me? I need your dick inside me. Make me scream like a woman!" she yelled.

Vred kicked aside his hesitation and climbed into bed. Robyn's chest was beating so fast now. Maybe throbbing as hard as the half-orc dick that was about to plunge into her. First came the tip. It pried open the lips of her pussy. She was so wet, the hard hunk of meat slipped right in.

Fireworks and explosions went off in her head. She saw sparks. They were connected at the hips. Robyn planted her face into the bed and bit down on the sheets.

"God… you're so big… but it feels so good. Shit. What's wrong with me? I'm craving your dick like a slut… Was I always like this?" Robyn muttered deliriously in a fit of quivering pleasure.

"I never thought I would actually be having sex with you. I've fantasized about this every day since you posed for Don Gordia's statue!" Vred wasted no time vigorously pounding into her.

"Not so fast, not so… Oh, screw it… Harder, Vred! Treat me roughly. Pull my hair, too. Slap my ass! I want to know how it feels!" She cried for more, wanting nothing else than to be treated the way actresses were portrayed in the pornos.

Vred's hand came down like thunder. Her entire body convulsed. His other hand grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled. The repeating claps of their hips applauded their frenzied fucking. She was at the height of ecstasy. Strong hands embraced her from behind.

They went from rough to gentle at the flip of a switch. Two fingers pinched Robyn by the chin, turning her head for a deep kiss. She grinded her hips as they made out. This weird feeling, almost like soaring through the air, left her wanting more.

"I'm getting close! Ruin my pussy. I don't care anymore. Make it so that I never want to go back to being a guy!" Robyn begged.

The same hand that had intimately acquainted itself with Robyn's right butt cheek pinned her head into the bed. His thrusts were more ferocious now, bestial even. Although the bed was large and sturdy, it creaked and cracked the harder he pummeled her tight elven pussy. He might be half-orc, but his strength and lust was very much that of a full-blooded orc.

"I'll make you mine by filling you up!" Vred growled.

"Do it! Pour it all inside me… I'm cumming, too— aaahhhhh!" Robyn screamed at the top of her lungs just as the door swung open.

"I found them— urk." Amalia choked down the rest of her sentence.

Nelson, Clyde, and Rosey were right behind her. Their faces went red. When Robyn came down from the high of an orgasm, she came to her senses, kicked Vred off, and threw the sheets over herself.

"We, uh… We found the way out if you two are finished," Rosey said after awkwardly clearing her throat.

After the initial wave of embarrassment had ended, Robyn was ready to leave. Another room had a balcony from which they could see the hedge maze and portal below. Nelson cast a slow fall spell on them, and they were able to safely jump down. The portal brought the party back to the long, underground corridor that eventually returned them to the Republican Chevalier camp.

"You're back! And not even 24-hours have passed. Did you face any trouble?" Vanessa Durang asked the moment they resurfaced.

"Yeah, a lot of trouble…" Robyn sighed.

"And… did you also come across any monsters that took advantage of you? Or perhaps your fellow male adventurers defiled you in a lapse of judgment?" She was panting like a dog by now.

"You'll find out when the porno debuts, alright? Sheesh!"

The trip back to Morganta was extremely awkward. Robyn and Vred didn't speak a single word to each other. Their wagon made a stop at the Civil Guard headquarters located just outside the city to drop the members off.

"Every quest requires that the members write a report to the guild. We'll leave you out of it, Robyn. Just make sure Cordy and Sylvia blurs our faces in post-production." Rosey winked.

"Thanks…" Robyn grumbled.

On their way into the building, Clyde turned around and made that gesture with his hand for Robyn to call him. Her body still recalled how his minotaur cock almost tore her a new hole. However, the one dick she was having a hard time getting out of her mind… belonged to the half-orc still sitting across from her in the wagon.

Next stop, Robyn's apartment. The wagon lurched to a stop, and she climbed out slowly because her sore hips were killing her.

"Robyn, before you go, uh… I just wanted to apologize if I was too rough…" Vred said, still unable to face her.

"Too rough?" Robyn was feeling kinky with an urge to be playful. "Next time, you don't have to hold back on my account."

"N-Next time?" The half-orc choked on his own spit and looked like he had more to say, but the wagon was already leaving.

Was that too much? Maybe it was too much, but damn was that a good fuck. Robyn felt a sharp, painful crick in her back as she climbed the steps into the apartment. That… might take some time to heal. Even so, worth it.


Chapter 35

Someone… or many people were furiously rapping their knuckles on Robyn's bedroom door. Would it kill them to spare her a few more minutes? She glanced up. Vred was in bed with her, both of them stark naked. He was awake and rubbing the crust from his eyes. The big guy had stayed the night after she called him over for a hook-up.

Even though Robyn would much prefer the company of another woman, there was something to be said about shacking up with a guy. Especially one who was much larger than her, and whose arms were like a blanket of security around her body.

"I'll get it…" Robyn muttered absentmindedly, lumbering towards the door with nothing but a loose bathrobe on.

"Wait, Robyn! You're still—"

As soon as Robyn threw open the door, she came face to face with Sienna, Twinkle, and her bosses, Cordelius and Sylvia.

"What the hell took you, Robyn? You're…" Cordelius stopped cold and stared. The others stared, too.

"What?" Robyn saw her disheveled reflection in their eyes, then glanced down at her naked body. She was wide awake now.

"Heh. Looks like Robyn's hooked on orc dick," Sienna joked from the side.

"It's… It's not what you think!" She kicked Vred out and slammed the door on them.

"Can you at least throw me my clothes!" Vred shouted from the other side.

Robyn tossed his clothes out. After getting dressed and recomposing herself, she emerged from the bedroom. The half-orc had already left, but everyone else was still around.

"I can't believe you're fucking one of Don Gordia's goons! Are you trying to get me iced?" Cordelius asked.

"It's not like that! I, uh… I… Fuck. For the record, I blame you for this, Cordy. I'm an elf. Making me film with orcs and other big dudes knocked some screws loose in me!" Robyn threw her hands in the air.

"I thought someone was getting shanked outside our apartment. Turns out it was you getting shanked!" Sienna laughed, her joke drawing giggles from Twinkle and Sylvia.

"God… Just kill me. Why are Cordy and Sylvia even here? To poke fun at my sex life?" She folded her arms.

"Quite the opposite. We're here to encourage it," Sylvia said.

Cordelius beckoned Robyn over to the coffee table. He had his laptop out and turned it in her direction. His fat finger pointed at a long list of sales charts. At the very top, two titles made her jaw drop.

Genderbent Adventurer Gets Fucked by Her Party, which was Robyn and Adventurers Gone Wild's latest porno, had reached number two. Dame Gwenevier's most recent porno, Enslaved by a Succubus, was number one.

"I have an inside source tell me that Dame Gwenevier only beat us out by less than a thousand in sales on release. People really loved your latest film," Sylvia explained.

"Holy fucking shit. We were so close! What the hell do I need to get fucked by to beat her? A dragon?" Robyn groaned and slumped into the couch.

"There's an idea!" Cordelius smiled.

"Fuck you, Cordy. My body, my rules. By the way, how's my request for PTO coming along?" She went to make herself coffee in the kitchen.

It was about time Robyn took time off work to visit her parents and hometown of Limber. They were getting on in age, so what few vacations she had was spent helping them around the ranch.

"Paid time-off, really?" The imp clicked his tongue. "Fine, one week. Sylvia, office!"

He and Sylvia left to return to work. Adventurers Gone Wild had been making hit after hit with Robyn, Sienna, and Tomas' new films. Their ever-growing popularity was beginning to draw the eyes of more sponsorship and advertising opportunities. In recent weeks, however, the two were in the process of finalizing the lease of a bigger studio. They would get rid of that dingy ass place at last. Hell, the new place might actually have a bathroom!

"That's four films you got in the top tens now." Sienna joined Robyn to grab a cup, too, but she loaded hers up with sugar cubes. "You're getting cut thick royalty checks."

"Huh. You're right. Shit. Am I making as much as you now?" Robyn asked.

"As much as? You're making more than me now! A couple of more hits, and you're in the porn star league. Crazy to think how many people like the idea of you being a guy once and getting fucked as a girl," she added coyly, much to Robyn's embarrassment.

"Does this mean you're going to forget about us when you're a celebrity?" The light surrounding Twinkle dimmed a little.

Robyn picked up a sugar cube and lifted it up to the pixie's hands.

"Nah. I'd be in my room mulling over turning into a chick if it wasn't for you guys. Hey, I got an idea. How about we go day drinking today?" Robyn suggested.

"Again?" Sienna asked in surprise. "We did that yesterday. Come to think of it, you got us wasted on that Vortex Premium 389 just so you could sneak Vred in!"

"N-No! I was tipsy, too! One thing led to another and… Ahhhh! Get off my back. I'm a guy— er, woman— with needs, too! Right now, I need some booze. Who's with me?" She downed the rest of her coffee and opened the door.

To their shock, Lilia was standing in the doorway. She nearly jumped out of her boots. Whatever she was holding, she quickly hid behind her back.

"Hi, Lilia!" Twinkle waved excitedly.

"Hello, Twinkle. Robyn and Sienna, good morning…" Lilia cleared her throat.

"What are you doing here so early in the morning?" Robyn asked suspiciously.

"I… I wanted to congratulate you on your newest film. Second in sales, and it was without Lady Allison's help like the previous one. So, I wanted to give you these. Here." She brought both hands forward, one held a bouquet of flowers and the other a box of chocolate.

"Sheesh." Sienna leaned in and lowered her voice. "I recognize those brands. The flower is from Shereen's Boutique, and the chocolate has the coca leaf seal of Vendorasha on the box. Gift chocolate, basically. Only people with money to wipe their own ass with will buy from those boujee brands."

"Vendorasha? No way! My mouth is watering just seeing the box…" Their resident pixie lit up like the sun and wiped the drool from her lips.

Robyn knew little of the high-life. However, the tense look on Lilia's face told her that it must have taken a lot of courage to drop by with those gifts.

"Thanks, Lilia. I appreciate you coming all this way to thank me with these." Robyn brought them inside and found a tall stein to put the flowers in.

"That's all I wanted to do. You three look like you were about to go out, so I'll leave you to—"

"What's the hurry?" She returned to throw an arm around Lilia's shoulders. "We're about to grab some drinks!"

"Have you considered maybe you drink too often?" Lilia eyed them with judging intent.

The four of them took a carriage to Club Reguard anyway and asked for a booth, drinks, and snacks. They toasted and caught up with Lilia over what she had been up to. Few people were around this afternoon.

Robyn couldn't help but keep an eye out for Vred. Some of the mafiosos, directed by Stitz, were unloading crates from a wagon outside into the backrooms. At one point, Don Gordia came out to say hello before returning to his office.

"Why are you scoping around the place like a hawk?" Lilia asked.

"Robyn's looking for her boyfriend." Sienna grinned.

"I'm not! And how many times do I have to tell you, we aren't dating?" Robyn put a hand to her face.

It was just a… physical arrangement.

Lilia suddenly pulled out a metal snuff box decorated with ornate engravings. When she flipped it open, there lay inside a mound of fine yellowish powder.

"Whatcha got there?" Robyn peered inside.

"Dryad powder. Gives you a nice high when taken in small quantities. Enough of it will give you a glimpse of heaven. Want some?" Lilia scooped some out with her pinky nail.

Hearing the name, Robyn was reminded of the final day of TittyCon. She ended up in a gangbang without even realizing it after getting dosed. Lilia didn't share the same trauma and huffed the powder into one nostril. Her pupils dilated, and her breathing slowed. A content smile flashed across her face.

"Dryad powder, huh? Don't let the Chevys find out you have some. It's a month in the stockade for having even a gram of it," Sienna said, but that didn't stop her from taking a whiff.

Twinkle flew down to it, stared for a few seconds, then scooped two handfuls to bury her face into.

"Seriously? You're all just going to get high like that?" Robyn sighed.

"You're in Club Reguard. Mafia isn't going to sell you out or blackmail you. Loosen up and take a huff," Lilia insisted. She lifted a nail's worth up to Robyn, who ultimately accepted the offer.

An incredible pleasure rippled through their bodies. Robyn in particular was in rapture. She was having sex without actually doing it. Unlike at TittyCon where she had cut huge lines of Ferosi, the amount Lilia had given her was very little. That small amount left Robyn in control of her mental and physical faculties while still feeling the pleasurable effects of the pollen.

"Where did you get this stuff anyway?" Robyn asked as Lilia put the snuff box away.

"I have my sources, and I'm not about to give them up for free. The less people who know, the better. It's nice, right? I take it everytime I'm about to shoot a film with someone I don't like. At least I can be high through it," Lilia said.

"Wait, you snort narcotics while shooting porn?" She gasped.

"How do you not know, Robyn?" Sienna chimed in. "Almost everyone in the industry is either tripping balls or sloshed during filming. I bet that's how Donnie Sins is able to stay sane."

Lilia was nodding in agreement, too. This was Robyn's first time hearing. After all, she hadn't really ever chugged alcohol or gotten drugged up before a shoot. Well, drinking and drugs were common in the industry. That she knew.

"What about you, Lilia? When we did our first collab, were you higher than a dragon?" Robyn asked.

"No, I wanted to be sober with you— I mean, yes! I was high. I snorted so much dryad pollen!" Lilia corrected herself, but couldn't hide how red she was becoming.

Robyn and Sienna shot a teasing smirk at her.

"Stop looking at me like that!" she protested. "I think we can spend our time more wisely, like on the topic of Dame Gwenevier. Robyn, Sienna. You two collabed with Lady Allison. Were you able to glean anything else from her?"

"Nope. Dead end." Robyn shook her head.

Shipter wasn't someone she wanted to get in contact with again either. Dude was an absolute creep, and Sienna didn't need to have those old memories come back to haunt her.

"At this rate, Robyn might actually need to fuck a dragon to top the charts," Sienna joked.

Robyn sighed and rolled her eyes. "That's not funny. Cordy will actually find me a dragon to fuck. Call me a simp, but I feel like there's a sweet spot inside Gwen that's just warped from being number one for so long. I wanna find out what it is."

For whatever reason, probably crime-related, Club Reguard needed to close early for the day. Lilia parted ways from them to head home.

"So, when are you headed to your folks?" Sienna asked as they strolled down the street.

"Maybe tomorrow. Spend a few days there, then come back to chill for the rest. You and Twinkle are welcome to come along. Just bug Cordy for time-off. My parents would probably love to have you guys over," Robyn suggested.

"Can't. Got a shoot in two days. Sylvia's helping to erase my old nickname by pushing Cowboy Sienna. It's gonna be a whole series of me domming all kinds of bovine races," she said.

"And I'm helping! With the lighting, of course!" Twinkle smiled.

They were about to pass by a big adult video store when Robyn paused at the window. Posters of her were plastered all over the glass. Shelves displayed her latest POV film, the one that almost dethroned Dame Gwenevier. A long line of people inside leading up to the cash register was holding vidcrystal cases of it.

"Man, does it feel good to be popular." Robyn nodded to herself.

"All of them will be shooting their spunk to you getting fucked by Clyde and Vred," Sienna whispered.

"Yeah, thanks for ruining the moment…" She opened the door and gestured inside. "I wanna buy one, too. Gotta keep the collection growing!"

"You sure we wanna go in there with so many people—"

The second Robyn strolled in, someone from the line pointed her out.

"Oh, shit—" Robyn realized her mistake too late.

They came running like a herd of stampeding bulls, asking for an autograph, date, or a chance to have sex with her.

"Okay, you horny bastards. Hands off the slutty elf!" Sienna yanked Robyn out of the crowd with Twinkle tugging on her shirt.

"Hey, you assholes better get back here and pay for your pornos!" the goblin cashier shouted from the front.

Thankfully, the horny fans dragged their feet back into line. Robyn was able to breathe again, but she for sure felt someone was trying to pull her underwear and bra off and copping a feel. They spent an hour in line under the burning, salacious gaze of fans before Robyn finally got a copy of her own porno.

"Next time you wanna go somewhere like an AV store, Robyn, we need to suit you up with a disguise or that's gonna happen again. I don't feel like getting mobbed by horny masses either," Sienna said on the way out of the store.

"Sorry… I underestimated my own popularity. Ah, well. Time to get home and lube up the enchanted vibrator. Hehehe…" Robyn stared lecherously at her film.

"God… you're just as horny as your fans," her friend groaned.


Chapter 36

Robyn was all packed and ready to go. She didn't need to bring clothes. Her folks still had a wardrobe-full when she was a guy, so just wearing those should be fine. Gifts for the family and neighbors were in the suitcase, and she could fill it with souvenirs and their gifts on her return trip.

The only thing she was worried about was the town's reaction. Ma and Pa were the biggest chatterboxes in the world. Everyone there probably already knew that Robyn had changed genders from them. Not to mention… friends whom she had grown up with. She and the other horny brats used to steal porn from the local shop. They would watch it together and drooled over the sight of boobs.

Oh, sweet bygone youth.

"Have fun, Robyn! I'm going to miss you!" Twinkle cried, hugging Robyn by the cheek.

"Gonna miss you, too." Robyn smiled.

"You sure about going like that? I really think a disguise would be nice. At least wear a cap and sunglasses," Sienna implored her.

"You're worrying too much. So what if people recognize me? I say, lay on the attention!" She waved a dismissive hand over Sienna's concerns.

A wagon pulled up to the curb, and the draph expelled a sigh through her nose. She and Twinkle helped Robyn lift the suitcase into the back, and it was finally time to set off.

"Bring me a jug of your ranch's signature honey goat milk!" Sienna hollered as the wagon lurched forward.

"You got it!" Robyn flashed a thumbs up.

First stop, the station. Not Archibald Station, where portals connected distant major cities and other realms. Morganta was the closest big city to Limber, Robyn's home in the countryside of the Hamisburg Republic. In order to get there, she had to go by wagon or carriage. Unfortunately, most public transport didn't go as far as Limber. In fact, many carriages and wagons in Morganta only traveled up to three kilometers beyond the city.

The wilds were dangerous and untamed. Fermier Station ran transportation to almost every smaller cities, villages, and towns around Morganta with some muscle on board for protection. Would-be passengers paid a fare before entering the station. Inside, those passengers lined up in front of vehicles bound for certain destinations.

As soon as Robyn hopped into line to pay her fare, however, she heard whispers from others around her. She felt dozens of burning stares.

"Excuse me, are you Robyn Clemrose? The genderbent porn actress from Adventurers Gone Wild?" a gnome man came up to her and asked.

Something inside Robyn swelled with pride.

"That's right! You must be a fan, right?" Robyn grinned.

"Holy crap! I am! I'm a big fan of your works, Robyn!" he exclaimed excitedly.

A couple of more people minding their own business overheard and ran up to her, too.

"Robyn? The Robyn Clemrose?"

"I fapped to your latest porno!"

"Can you autograph my chest?"

"Rate my dick, Robyn!"

Soon, a massive crowd had surrounded Robyn. They assailed her with questions, requests, and compliments. Someone threw an arm around her shoulders and snapped a selfie. Another tried to kiss her.

"Oh, fuck. This is what Sienna was talking about? Sorry, I'm trying to go somewhere!" Robyn attempted to squeeze through, but the wall of people was too thick.

"Where you going?"

"Let's ride together!"

"No, you guys can't come with! What the fuck? Hey, who's groping my ass? Stop that!" She managed to slip through a break in the crowds and tripped to the ground.

They turned to Robyn, starstruck and looking like rabid animals. That suggestion of putting on a disguise didn't sound so bad right about now.

"Sorry, I gotta go!" Robyn took off running at full sprint with her fans following close behind. She exited the station and chose a sharp corner into a deserted area of Fermier Station. Large crates and boxes formed a delicate, makeshift wall for her to hide behind. The stampede passed right by, and she breathed a sigh of relief.

Okay, fuck that. Sienna was right. Robyn still had time. She could hail a carriage back to the apartment and pick up a—

Across the way and behind Fermier Station, a group of half-orcs were loading barrels into carriages. They looked like a suspicious lot. Best tiptoe away before— too late. Someone picked Robyn up by the scruff of her neck.

"Shit! Uh… I know I'm not supposed to be here! I'll pretend I didn't see anything, so…"

The half-orc carried Robyn over to the rest of his group anyway.

"Boss, I found this broad checking us out. Whaddya want me to do with her?" he asked.

A half-orc dressed in a white suit and wearing shades turned around. He and Robyn locked eyes, and the both of them were taken back to see one another.

"Stitz!" Robyn blurted out.

"You dumb green bastard! Put her down right now before I break your arm!" Stitz yelled.

The one holding Robyn obeyed in fright. Stitz shooed him away and walked up to her with an apologetic expression.

"Sorry about that, Miss Robyn. Some of these boys are troublemakers, so we put them here to do muscle work. They don't know you're a good friend of Don Gordia's. How did you even end up here?" Stitz asked.

"I, uh… Hey, no biggie! I was about to board a carriage to Limber when a mob chased me out. I'll get out of your hair," Robyn said, not wanting to be in the presence of the mafia for longer than needed.

"Hmm. Wait. If you're having trouble getting to Limber, we can put you on a carriage there. I'd rather it not get back to Don Gordia that we didn't lend you a hand."

"Oh. Well, damn. If you're offering, I ain't complaining," she said.

It might be better to take up their offer than risk going into the station again. Who knew if that mob was still out there?

Stitz asked Robyn to wait there. He returned a moment later with Vred, but the half-orc had a bruise on his cheek and bandage on his forehead.

"Robyn?" Vred's eyes snapped open.

"Vred, you're escorting Miss Robyn to Limber. Cool your head with a few days off and don't cause any trouble or you're losing a tusk. Make sure the payload gets to where it needs to go, got it?" Stitz growled.

That sounded like some typical half-orc mafia tension right there. Robyn suddenly wasn't so sure about accepting their help, but she had few options and Vred was an alright guy.

They climbed into the carriage with a cargo-wagon full of barrels attached to the back, and off to Limber the two went. Four burden beasts pulled the vehicles and moved at a surprisingly brisk pace. Getting to Limber would take all morning. Not a very long journey in the grand scheme of things. However…

Robyn and Vred sat awkwardly across from each other in the carriage. Of course, it was going to be awkward. They fucked. Several times now. Damn. The women Robyn used to have flings and one-night stands with always went home after the deed was done. She didn't have to go through this kind of atmosphere before.

"So… what happened to your face? Fought an ogre or something?" Robyn broke the silence first.

"It's nothing. I just got into a fight," Vred answered nervously.

"What, mob stuff? Some guy owed money and you beat the stuff out of him? Some horseplay between the boys?"

"Because some of the others… called you an 'orc's easy slut', and I lost it on them…" he added and turned bright red.

Robyn stopped asking questions and blushed, too. The rest of the journey to Limber was made in sustained, awkward silence. When the beaten roads eased into rough terrains of dirt packed into the ground from years of travel, Robyn knew she was home.

Throwing open the carriage window let in the mixed fragrant scent of wildflowers. The vast fields of red and purple undulated to the mercy of crisp winds.

"We're here?" Vred joined Robyn by the window to ask.

"Yep! My hometown. Those flowers bloom year-round. They keep a species of honeybees around that serves as predators to unwanted insect pests. As a result, Limber's able to grow special crops for livestock to free range and harvest. It's also the secret to why the livestock here are prized for their meat. Man, I can't wait to dig into some prime steak," Robyn said, drooling from the side of her lips.

Limber was an intimate town with a population of around 200. Almost everyone knew each other by name. Everyone celebrated a new birth, and everyone attended the funeral of a deceased. For how much Robyn loved living in the city, nothing beat the tranquil quiet and beautiful backdrop of the countryside.

Much of the townsfolk looked like they were in a festive mood. Homes, signposts, fences, and everything with a surface had red and purple floral garlands draped on them. Tables were arranged in long rows in the open. There was even a priest going around blessing the doors of each house.

"Oh! That's my house over there. The one with the big stable and fenced-in field!" Robyn pointed farther in.

The carriage lurched to a stop in front of the ranch. Clemrose family horses were frolicking freely within the field. Robyn's house, however, was very modest in comparison to the stable and barn her family managed.

"You go on ahead. I should bring these in." Vred thumbed to the wagon.

"Just leave it to the driver. Come over and check this out. Lightning, Billy!" Robyn whistled sharply, and two of the five horses in the field galloped over.

The mare and stallion leaned their heads over the fence to be petted. After shooting the bang carriage porno, Robyn had sent them back home because a city like Morganta was no place for horses.

"I-I really don't think I should stay too long," Vred said.

"Lighten up, man. Look, even my babies want to meet you. Pet 'em. Not too hard though, because they can bite," Robyn warned.

"Lightning? Billy! What're you two running off fer? Get back here and—" A young, elven lass with freckles across her cheeks and a missing front tooth grinded to a halt. She stared intensely at them without so much as a word.

Robyn recognized her. This was one of the beekeeper's younger daughters, who often dropped by the Clemrose ranch to lend a hand.

"You're Mika, aren't you? It's me, Robyn! I don't look like I did before, but I'm a girl just like you now!" Robyn exclaimed.

Silence. Dead silence. Robyn and Vred exchanged uneasy looks, then—

"MISSUS AND MISTER CLEMROSE! YER SON GOT TURNT INTO A GIRL AND IS BEING HELD HOSTAGE BY AN ORC!" Mika screamed at the top of her lungs and sprinted into the stable.

"Mika, you little shit! That ain't it at all!" Robyn yelled back.

Ma and Pa raced out, brandishing their pitchforks with strands of straw still stuck to the prongs.

"Wait a gosh darn minute. That ain't no orc." Ma squinted.

"Don't worry, Robyn! Pa's here! I'll free ya from the clutches of those rapey orcs!" Pa shouted but was very obviously scared shitless.

"This is clearly a half-orc, and I'm not some sex slave. Mika was clearly screwing with you guys!" Robyn put a hand to her face and groaned.

"Huh? Then who's he? Yer boyfriend?" Mika asked from behind their backs.

Robyn and Vred felt the heat rising to their faces.

"Robyn, that true? You dating this here half-orc?" Pa asked.

"No, I'm not!" Robyn protested.

"Whew. Oh, thank god. I thought this was going to end in violence, and you know I ain't much of a fighter." He wiped the sweat from his brow and almost stabbed Ma handling the pitchfork.

"Gimme that before ya poke someone's eye out!" Ma snatched the farming tool from him and shoved it into Mika's hands instead. "Put these back into the stables, missy. Yer folks're gonna hear about how ya cried wolf."

Mika sulked and dragged her feet all the way there.

"Vred, these are my folks. Ma, Pa. This is Vred. He's a… er…" Robyn debated telling them he was part of the mafia in Morganta.

"I work in garbage disposal and accounting," Vred said as though it had been rehearsed many times.

"That's a mighty odd combination, don't ya think?" Pa asked his wife.

"This one is certainly an upgrade from the human boy. He's built stockier than an ox. Look at these mountains! What do they feed ya in the city? Giants?" Ma's very friendly nature led her over to squeeze Vred's arms and elbow him in the chest.

Robyn watched her parents inspect Vred like a prized livestock. They whispered quietly to each other, nodding occasionally and throwing glances back her way.

"Alright, can we stop harassing my friend? He has a thing to do," Robyn said.

"Not so fast! Maybe you two can give Limber a hand while yer here?" Pa suggested.

"The Festival of Sharee is in two days, and we've been having trouble with predators skulking about scaring our livestock. Big guy like Vred here might be able to do something about it," Ma explained.

"He's just a half-orc, not a Civil Guard—"

"I don't mind," Vred insisted. "I can help."

"Wonderful!" they exclaimed at the same time.

"The two of ya go check in with Old Brennick. Robyn knows the way," Ma said, ushering them in the direction of the town.

That old bastard was still kicking? Robyn relented and together with Vred, ventured deeper into Limber to find Old Brennick. Many people were whispering and staring, no doubt about the two of them. An elven woman and half-orc man was an odd pair to find after all. Not to mention, these folks were country bumpkins.

"I feel like I'm not wanted here…" Vred tried not to make eye-contact with anyone.

"It's just because you're a half-orc and green. Limber's mostly elves who live their whole lives without encountering other people. Don't let it bother you." Robyn shrugged.

Old Brennick lived in a quaint cabin on the north side of Limber. Overgrown flowers encircled his yard. There was smoke coming out of the chimney, so the man should be home. Robyn knocked on the door, and a second later, a rickety elven man answered.

"Good lord. Is that Robyn? I heard from Nireen and George you became a woman, but you look like a bimbo!" Old Brennick laughed.

"And you look like you should've kicked the bucket ten years ago. How's it going, ya old fart?" Robyn made the mistake of going in for a hug, only to have two bony hands squeeze her hind cheeks.

"Ho, ho! They're really real!" He giggled lecherously.

Vred cleared his throat, and the old elf backed away out of fear.

"My parents said Limber could use some help. This is Vred. He's the help." Robyn smirked.

"Big and scary might just be the help we need. See, we've got a clawrat problem. Large rats. Large claws. They ain't a problem to the adults. For the children and animals though, not something we wanna risk. It's only a pack of four. Seems they got a burrow on the east side of town near the flower field. We'll need 'em gone or dead before the Festival of Sharee," Old Brennick said.

"Sounds like something I can do. Robyn, maybe you stay here while I take care of it?" Vred asked worriedly.

"Why would she?" The elderly elf shot a genuinely confused look. "Ain't you two adventurers?"

"No… where did you get that idea?" she replied, just as baffled.

Old Brennick went inside and returned with a couple of vidcrystal boxes of Robyn's pornos.

"These vids here say otherwise!"

"That's PORN! OF ME! You bought my pornos? WHY?!" Robyn cried in panic.

"Is that what these are? Marquin Sallus, who owns the general store, had 'em on the shelves. I figured they were just recordings of yer 'venturing days. Hooowee. Explains why it gets so spicy. But I gotta say, Robyn— You've got a nice pair on ya. Nice singing voice, too. Big guy here is the same half-orc in this latest one? I thought I seen him from somewhere!" Old Brennick cackled.

The general store sold pornos of her? Oh, no. How much of the town bought them? Fuck. Maybe it wasn't a secret after all. They knew she was doing porn as a guy. Somehow, them knowing she was doing porn as a woman became a thousand times more embarrassing.

Robyn eventually yanked Vred away to escape Old Brennick's molesting gaze and take care of the clawrats. Some of the adults were there, keeping an eye on the burrow hole with farming tools like a hoe and a pitchfork.

"Hot damn. Is that Robyn?"

"It really is!"

Two men whom Robyn recognized as Jarren and Kelvan rushed up to them, but they paused at the sight of the half-orc behind her.

"Yeah, it's me… in the flesh," Robyn said. "Vred, this is Jarren and Kelvan. I grew up with them." They nodded to each other but didn't so much as utter a word. "You guys relegated to guarding the butthole?"

"As you can see, we're not really equipped to handle clawrats. But having these around is enough to spook 'em back and think twice. Not a good solution though," Jarren said.

"We can't stay up all night, so they sneak out. There's also the problem of them burrowing new holes," Kelvan added.

"Is that them right now?" Vred asked.

They followed the half-orc's gaze to the burrow hole. Several giant clawrats, creatures with enormous black claws for digging, emerged from the earth.

"Shit! Get 'em!" Kelvan yelled.

Robyn backed away as the three chased after the clawrats. However, something was off. Instead of running off like the guys said they would, the pests fought back. One slashed Kelvan across the chest. Another headbutted Jarren.

"Uhh. I could use a weapon, too!" Robyn shouted as two lunged for her.

Vred plunged his knife into one, but the second escaped past his reach. The clawrat slashed at Robyn. She stumbled back, surprised that it had barely left a scratch— until her tunic and pants ripped open. Her breasts spilled out, and her snatch was catching a breeze.

"If I die to clawrats… at least I'm glad to have seen Robyn's boobs…" Kelvan muttered, hand pressed hard to his wound.

"Stupid, fucking clawrat! You did that on purpose!" Robyn picked it up by the tail and flung it away out of sheer rage.

As soon as the clawrat landed, Vred stomped on its neck. His knife followed right after. The two that remained were quickly killed, but the damage had been done. Robyn was practically stark naked with only tatters of clothes left on. Jarren and Kelvan's injuries were minor surface wounds. Some disinfectant should keep the cuts from festering.

"Sheesh. Glad that's over with." Kelvan sighed.

"So, Robyn… How about we sneak off and watch some porn like old times? Maybe with the new ones of you?" Jarren suggested while rubbing the back of his head.

"I might be a chick now, but I ain't opening my legs so easily!" Robyn contested to their dismay.

When Vred threw his cloak over Robyn, the two men backed off.

"Tch. Lucky half-orc," Kelvan grumbled as he and Jarren mosied away.

"Yep. They definitely watch my porn, too." Robyn sighed heavily. "Let's go tell Old Brennick the good news."

They returned to the old elf's place and reported that the four clawrats were fertilizing the soil now. He was ecstatic. He also tried to get a peek of Robyn's tits through the cloak.

"Is that it? Can we go now?" Robyn groaned, feeling weird from the coarse fabric rubbing against her nipples.

"Not yet, Robyn! There's still the matter of the festival. I've talked it over with yer parents, and they were alright with it. Now it's up to ya to decide. Wouldja be willing to take the role of Sharee's Maiden for the festival?" Old Brennick asked.

"Wha—?! No! No way. Absolutely not. Not in my entire life!" she exclaimed vehemently.

"What does Sharee's Maiden do?" Vred raised a brow.

"Why, she performs the most sacred ritual of our blessed Goddess Sharee!" the elderly elf boomed.

That told them nothing, but Robyn knew. Vred searched her for answers that she was hesitant to give…

Robyn clenched her jaw as she said, "Goddess Sharee is a deity of the elven pantheon representing fertility of both land and women. As a Sharee's Maiden… my task would be to… kuh… dance naked in front of eligible bachelors to demonstrate… my fertility… and have sex with them…"


Chapter 37

The village of Limber held an annual tradition in honor of Goddess Sharee, where a young adult woman of child-bearing age would be selected to perform for young adult, single men. Although elves in large cities often forgo this part of their culture, it was much more important in remote places with smaller populations. It had completely slipped Robyn's mind, because she didn't care to attend these as a man before. Now, however… the shoe was on the other foot.

Robyn had been helping around the ranch for most of the next morning. There was a lot to do. Milk the cows, milk the honey goats, clean the barn, empty and refill the water troughs, and more. Country life was tough, but she was used to all this from a very early age. Unfortunately, no amount of work was going to erase the thought of becoming Sharee's Maiden.

"Chin up, sweetie. You've been moping since morning, and it's putting a damper on my mood!" Ma slapped Robyn hard on the way into the barn.

"Hard to feel upbeat when everyone and their goddamn grandmother is asking me to be Sharee's Maiden!" Robyn groaned.

"Well, what can we do? Limber's always had few women. We mostly skew boys here! Being the maiden ain't too bad. Hell, I remember when I was chosen in my 21st year. A band of nomadic orcs taking shelter in the town landed on the Festival of Sharee, so we went ahead and invited them. Let me tell you, my hips were sore for a week—"

"I did not need to know that!" she protested.

Ma threw her hands up and zipped her lips.

The only saving grace was that someone had to consent to the role of Sharee's Maiden. This wasn't some barbaric tradition after all, and the goddess only wanted someone who was eager to bear that responsibility. Though as a child, Robyn distinctly remembered some festivals not even having one. The years that followed, however, births in Limber were only boys. In fact, it almost seemed as if the festival was to plead Sharee in blessing them with the birth of girls.

Robyn sighed out a piece of her soul. It would suck so much if she was the reason why Limber's population started on a downward trend.

"I'm gonna go help Pa patch up the roof. Last rainy spell did a number on the thatching. Once yer done feeding the livestock, go ahead and take the rest of the day off. Some of the kids're coming over to give us a hand, and they all need a lesson in work ethic. See some old friends while yer out! Go meet with your hunky boyfriend." Ma giggled.

"I'm telling you, Vred isn't my boyfriend!" Robyn fired back, but her mother was already gone.

A couple of the horses stuck their heads over the gate, probably drawn in by the commotion. Lightning whinnied as Robyn filled her feeding trough with grain and fruit.

"There she is!"

"Whoa, it's true. Big bro Robyn is a girl now!"

Robyn spun around to a gaggle of six children between the ages nine and thirteen. Mika was the oldest, as well as being the only girl among them. All of the boys crowded around Robyn, grabbing her hands and overalls.

"Hey, you little rats! Some of you haven't grown at all." Robyn ruffled their hairs.

"But you did!" One of them, twelve year old Roland, grabbed two handfuls of her breasts.

Another, ten year old Scotty, hugged Robyn from behind, but because he was so small, he had buried his face into her ass.

"Quit fooling around! Don't you have work to do?" Robyn shook them off.

"We just got here," Mika said. "Missus and Mister Clemrose ain't expecting us for another ten minutes. The rascals wanted to check if the rumor of you being a girl was true first, so I brought 'em here."

Mika, this brat…

"Robyn, does this mean we call you big sis now?" The youngest of them, Luka, asked curiously.

"I guess so. Big bro wouldn't make a lick of sense. Just so you know though, I might have the body of a girl, but I'm still very much a boy in here." Robyn tapped the side of her noggin.

All of them cocked their heads.

"How does that make sense at all?" Roland asked.

"Can we see your boobs to be sure?" Scotty asked.

"Is it true yer gonna be Sharee's Maiden?" Luka asked.

"The questions just never stop coming, do they? Magic doesn't make sense. No, I ain't showing you my boobs! I haven't decided on being the maiden yet. Get to work already!" Robyn kicked them all out running.

One day off from the festival, and everyone was in high spirits. The children were probably the most excited. They would get a whole day to play and all the sweets to eat.

Robyn finished up feeding all of the animals, then headed into town to find old faces to hang out with. Vred should be somewhere in Limber, too. He had that wagon to deliver to god knows where. However, Limber was a small town. She spotted the wagon and carriage parked outside of the general goods store.

Marquin Sallus owned that place, a middle-aged elven man with a beer belly. When Robyn entered the humble store, it was modestly stocked with goods one would see in the city packed into one place. Hand me down manatronics, tools, magazines, cameras, and in a small corner at the back of the store… vidcrystals of pornos. No sign of Marquin though.

"Hello?" Robyn called out.

No answer. Curiosity got the better of her. She wandered to the porno shelves. There was a fair amount of variety catering to plenty of fetishes. Even out in this backwater countryside, people still needed a porn fix.

Robyn had seen most of these. They starred big name actresses and actors. One couldn't go wrong with what was popular. The name of a porno sold out on the shelf caught her attention. Actually… all of the pornos with Robyn, as a girl, and Adventurers Gone Wild's name on it were sold out! Just how many people were watching her stuff?

"Where the hell are you? Marquin, I'm gonna steal your shit if you don't show yourself!" Robyn yelled.

"We're in the back, but can you come back later? Kinda busy…" Marquin's deep, raspy voice shouted back.

Busy? Doing what?

Undeterred, Robyn hopped across the counter and threw open the back door. Marquin and Vred were in the middle of exchanging a fat sack of kleins. A vidcrystal projection was up and running. They gaped at her, both petrified to stone. Because playing on the projector was a porno. A porno of Robyn's latest flick.

"Just dudes watching porn, right? Don't mind me. I'll be on my way back out." Robyn slowly closed the door, but the two of them grabbed the door and yanked it open again.

"It's not what you think, Robyn!" Vred cried.

"What's there to think about? I've watched pornos with my bros before! Nothing to be ashamed or embarrassed about," she exclaimed, hopelessly pulling against his half-orc strength.

Vred unsurprisingly and easily fully kept the door open, much to Robyn's dismay.

"We were just conducting a business deal. Nothing shady!" Marquin assured her.

"The dryad pollen on the table and the fact that Vred is part of the mafia suggests otherwise." Robyn pointed to the snuff box.

"Don Gordia has business associates in the countryside," Vred began with a sigh. "We peddle narcotics out to where Republican Chevys wouldn't think to check. You're not… angry with me, are you?"

"As long as the children don't get a whiff." She folded her arms.

"No! Of course not!" both of them blurted out.

Robyn strolled into the room just as the scene of Clyde fucking her during battle came on. Her face went bright red.

"So, Marquin. You're selling and watching porn of me, huh?" Robyn asked.

"I'm just, uh… just making sure the vidcrystals are in working order! Wouldn't want to sell people faulty products, you know? Or bootleg! What about you, Robyn? You're back in town to be Sharee's Maiden now that you're a woman?" Marquin asked, shutting off the projection with a remote.

"I… I haven't decided yet," she muttered.

Marquin Sallus was a rotund, middle-aged elf living alone. He made a living off selling stuff normally found in the city to country bumpkins. It looked like Morganta City's mob was how he got them.

"I think you should do it!" Marquin insisted. "As an unmarried man, that means I get to be there! I wonder if your body is anything like your mother's."

"Wha— and that is supposed to convince me to be the maiden?" Robyn shuddered, but she couldn't help but feel excited about being seen naked and run train on by the men of the town.

The general goods store was one of the few places Robyn and her friends visited often as children. Marquin pretty much watched her grow up. Now this man saw her as a ripe fruit ready to be… plucked…

"I-I'm gonna go! You guys have fun doing what you're doing!" Robyn bolted out of the store in a hurry.

Whew. A second longer in that man-cave, and Robyn might have gotten too horny to control herself. She thought of heading back home until she spotted Jarren and Kelvan on their way to Bigby's Tavern.

"Hey, you guys going drinking?" Robyn caught up to them.

"Oh, uh… yeah. You wanna join us like old times?" Jarren offered.

"You're damn right I do!" she exclaimed.

Bigby's Tavern wasn't like a usual tavern in the city. The place was an outdoor venue attached to the back of the Bigby family house. They were Limber's beer distillers. Decorations for the Festival of Sharee were already up. Flowers draped down from the overhang. Chairs and tables were laid out in the open, and a few people were already around with drinks in their hands. The bar counter was empty, save for Mr. Bigby waiting to serve the next person to come by.

"So, how's the city life treating ya this past year? Give us all the juicy details," Kelvan said as he and Jarren took a seat to either side of her.

"Well, the biggest news is me turning into a chick. The second biggest, you two probably already watched it. I did a collab with the Lady Allison!" Robyn shouted to ohs and ahs.

"Heh. You getting fucked in that cage was pretty hot," Jarren added his two-kleins.

Over many refills of beer, they mostly talked about Robyn and her work in the porno industry. The two especially enjoyed hearing about the behind the scenes stuff with Lilia. Elves liked elves, whodathunk.

However, the more Robyn talked about her work, it became increasingly clear that she was practically stroking Jarren and Kelvan's dicks with words. She grew up with these guys. Hell, they watched pornos in secret together after a long day of work. Jarren was a rugged guy with short, slicked-back blonde hair and had a shade of facial hair around his jaw. Kelvan, on the other hand, was clean-shaven and wore his black hair in a ponytail. The two were objectively handsome dudes. At least, more so than the average appearance Robyn had.

They also made it very obvious about their interest in Robyn… as a woman. With every beer they downed, the more inebriated they became. Before any of them realized it, the trio was wandering through a quiet part of town behind storage sheds.

"You guys are a liiiittle too close, don't you think?" Robyn teased.

"We were always like this! What's the harm about bros being close?" Jarren asked, his hand firmly clenching one cheek of her ass.

"I was thinking about that maiden thing, Robyn. Wouldn't it be so funny if you took on the role? Haha!" Kelvan had an arm around her shoulders and was incredibly close to her face.

"Oh, yeah. Sure, guys. Wouldn't it also be sooo funny if I sucked your dicks, too?" she replied jokingly.

They erupted into laughter together.

"No way. You don't have the balls. Literally!" Kelvan wiped a tear from his eye from laughing so much.

"You wanna bet? I'm a star in the industry! I can make you guys cum in an instant like you're kids discovering porn for the first time again. You know how many dudes I've fucked? Too many to count," Robyn bragged.

They paused in the middle of the road. Their hearts were racing, body heat emanating to one another.

In one swift motion, the three hid behind a windmill. Jarren and Kelvan took turns making out with Robyn. She was in heat. Her pussy was soaking wet. The two childhood friends who were like brothers to Robyn, pulled her overalls and tunic down. Her breasts plopped out. While she was lashing tongues with Jarren, Kelvan sucked and nibbled on her hard nipples.

"God, why did you become such a babe?" Jarren asked.

"Seriously. I'm so jealous of those guys who get to bang you in the pornos! You're just so fucking hot!" Kelvan exclaimed.

Robyn melted under their compliments that used to be directed at the actresses from pornos they watched. She knew, however, that it was all superficial. Spoken in the moment out of extreme horniness as filler. It still turned her on. Worse, it thrilled her because these were people she knew and who knew her.

"Well? Wouldn't it be so funny if I sucked your dicks right now?" Robyn asked coquettishly.

They frantically tried to pull their pants off, but the two fell face first into the ground instead. Jarren rumbled with an uncharming snore, and Kelvan was muttering in his sleep.

Great, she thought.

Now Robyn was thoroughly embarrassed and blue-balled. They were drinking back to back, yet she felt perfectly fine if not a little tipsy. Maybe Cordelius and Lilia were right. She probably drank too often.

Without the strength of a full grown man to carry them home, Robyn sat her friends upright and left them there to sleep it off instead. Maybe she should get some z's in, too. A few hours of napping sounded—

Robyn came around the corner of the windmill and almost walked into a female elf. She was dressed in a floral pattern, country dress, her dirty blonde hair was tied into a big bun, and there was an aura of refinement around her.

"Sally!" Robyn exclaimed with recognition.

"Robyn? My, is it really you?" Sally gasped.

Sally Perrido was the 29 year old daughter of Jebidiah Perrido, owner of the largest wheat plantation in Limber. She was quite possibly the most sought-after bachelorette in town, but her father's overprotective nature typically kept her out of public view.

"I didn't believe the rumors that you were a lady now, but… Wow! Ain't you a cutie!" Sally gushed, her country accent coming out in full force.

"Aha… Thanks…" Robyn replied awkwardly.

Robyn was no exception. As a boy, she and the others thought Sally was an angel. An untouchable farmer's daughter. Sally was also at the right age to be Sharee's Maiden, but it came as no surprise that her old man would be against it.

"What were you doing back there anyway?" Sally tried to glance behind her.

"Nothing!" Robyn blocked the woman's view. "I was just taking a stroll… I should be getting home—"

"Wait! Would you care to come by my home? I'd love to catch up with someone from the city. You're a lady now, so I'm sure papa won't mind. He also isn't home at the moment on account of meeting with people for the festival," she explained.

To be invited to Sally's home sounded like a dream come true— were she still a guy! It would be rude to decline though, so Robyn ultimately accepted.

The Perrido farmstead was undisputedly the most lavish home in Limber. Their family lived in a mansion with servants. Owning acres upon acres of wheat made them very wealthy, and they didn't need to lift their hands to make money. Hired farmhands from other villages and farms came to work on their fields.

Maids stopped what they were doing and bowed as Robyn followed Sally into the mansion.

"Welcome home, Lady Sally. Would you care for some tea?" a servant asked.

"Oh, no. Thank you! We'll be fine. Please don't trouble yourselves. I would like to spend some quality time with an old friend of mine," Sally said.

The daughter of the house's bedroom was on the third floor. It was about as girly as girly could be. Stuffed animals, bright colors like pink and light blue, a bed with drapes around it… Robyn wished she had the money to spend like the Perrido family did. So, this was Sally's room.

When the door closed and the lock clicked shut, Robyn spun around. Sally flashed an innocent smile.

"Robyn, I simply must know. You're the only one from the city who I can talk to. I've collected all of your vidcrystals in secret, but I haven't the courage to watch them yet. As a… p-porn actress, you undoubtedly have experience. Is it true that orc p… penises are big and veiny? How long is a minotaur's? More importantly… I-I would like your help convincing my father to let me be a Sharee's Maiden alongside you!" Sally exclaimed passionately. By the end of the speech, she had backed Robyn into the wall on the opposite side of the room.

"Uhh. I think I want some tea after all," Robyn said, feeling a chill dance up her spine.

It didn't take someone experienced in the porn industry to see it, but Sally had the eyes of a degenerate. This sheltered older sister figure from Robyn's past thirsted for knowledge of sinful vices.

"Look, Sally… You… You know what being Sharee's Maiden entails… right?" Robyn searched for any opportunity to escape.

"Yes! To offer blessings to the young and old, to the expecting and the newly weds. To channel Sharee through devotion. And most of all, to perform in our bare natural state, locked inside in the town's temple of worship along with single, adult men… hehe… in a stuffy room… with no one else but ourselves…" Sally's mind wandered into a feverish daydream.

Robyn seized this chance to tiptoe away, but a strong hand clamped down on her wrist.

"Where are you going, Robyn?" the lady of the house asked.

"N-Nowhere. My throat's feeling parched, so I thought I'd ask for some tea downstairs!" Robyn explained helplessly.

"That can wait. We're going to be the best of friends! I've always liked you, you know? You weren't like the other boys in Limber," she said, pulling Robyn over to the vanity desk.

"You did?"

For the briefest of moments, Robyn was flattered beyond belief. Sally was the prettiest girl in Limber growing up. Everyone fawned over her. There wasn't a single boy who didn't foolishly profess their desire to marry Sally, and by Sharee did she ripen like a well cared for fruit. However, when she opened a secret compartment in the desk that revealed a large collection of pornos, Robyn was rudely reminded that this woman was just a pervert.

Not to mention, a lot of these flicks were of Robyn and Adventurers Gone Wild. Those that weren't, involved some hardcore kinks like pet play, bondage, consensual non-con, BDSM, and monster stuff.

"Yeah, that there's a nice collection. As, uh… As much as I'd like to stay, I'm probably needed back at the farm, so… I'm going to leave. It was nice seeing you again, Sally!" Robyn got to the door and grabbed the knob, but it wouldn't turn. She recalled Sally locking it, yet no such mechanism was readily noticeable for her to interact with.

"You're not leaving, Robyn. I won't let you," Sally said eerily.

A shiver of fear ran up Robyn's spine.

"At least not until you promise to help me in becoming Sharee's Maiden!" she added on a lighter note that drew a sigh of relief from Robyn.

"Your pop will run my family out of Limber if I even tried! Besides, the whole event is just an elaborate excuse to have a town-wide gangbang with you as the only chick. Why do you even want that?" Robyn asked.

Sally's heavy degenerate breathing intensified after hearing that.

"Right… I should have guessed." Robyn rolled her eyes.

Mr. Perrido's extreme sheltered upbringing of his daughter was probably why she was like this. If only he knew the truth— well, he soon would if Robyn agreed to help Sally.

Wait one damn minute. If Robyn helped Sally become Sharee's Maiden, then she wouldn't need to herself. Performing for Limber's single men was downright embarrassing. She would never be able to look anyone in the eyes again. But Sally didn't have that same shame.

"Okay, I'm in." Robyn relented.

"Yay!" Sally jumped for joy at the prospect of possibly getting gangbanged.

"Why do you need my help anyway? You're a grown woman. Your pop can't stop you even if he wanted to," she said.

Sally frowned and beckoned Robyn over to the window. It had a nice view out the front, overlooking the wheat fields currently being harvested by farmhands. House servants came and went, likely to fulfill their obligations to the family in town or elsewhere.

"Everyone here is under the employ of my father. They will keep me here by force if need be. I'm not even allowed outside of the manor without a servant accompanying me! Can you believe that? I'm almost 30! I'm a woman with needs of my own, like to have… how does the saying go? To have men run train on me!" Sally exclaimed.

"I agreed with everything up until the last part, but sure! Er, hold on. Does this mean you're actually a virgin?" Robyn asked seriously.

"Oh, no. Please, Robyn. What do you take me for?" She giggled.

Robyn was taken aback. The Sally Perrido had already been intimate with someone before? Who was the lucky bastard? It must be someone in town.

However, Sally marched up to her closet, threw open the doors, and revealed another hidden compartment. With a big smile, she pulled out a writhing purple dildo.

"I have been using this!" Sally said proudly.

"You're still a virgin." Robyn put a hand to her face.

"Oh… really?" She deflated like a balloon. "But, but you will still help me, won't you? Maybe then, I will finally leave my virginity behind and enter the world of adulthood!"

"Yeah, I'll help. I don't like your pop keeping you up here like some kind of trophy behind a display case. Gives me a nasty ick. If this is really what you want, you got me. Our biggest problem is getting you out of the house if everyone is on his payroll."

More than likely, Mr. Perrido would have his guard down on the day of the festival. He succeeded in keeping Sally under lock and key every year since she turned 18, so he must be feeling very confident about this year, too. That was their only advantage.

"Actually, I'm fortunate enough that my father allows me to enjoy the Festival of Sharee during the day. Of course, I have two servants accompanying me. At night, however, they bring me back home. One year, I was extra insistent on enjoying the festival for a while longer, but they must have had magic because I passed out and subsequently woke up in my bed the next morning," Sally explained.

"That's some fucked up shit right there, having servants cast magic on your own daughter to keep her from staying out late. I'll think of something, so leave it to me. That being said… Can you let me out now?" Robyn asked.

"Wait!" She grabbed her arm. "I-I… Before you go, I've been curious about woman on woman sex. A vidcrystal I have of Thousand-Arms Jenny piqued my interest. You're an experienced porn actress, and… and a dildo isn't a mouth or tongue. I'm wondering if you can… show me how cunnilingus feels?"

Robyn drew a blank.

"You want me to eat your pussy?" Robyn gaped.

"Wow. This is my first time hearing that saying, and it's really making me blush! Yes, please… eat my pussy!" Sally implored while shielding her red face.

Was this Robyn's reward for being a decent person? Had trudging through the rickety ladder of the porn industry led her to this? In Sharee's name, no way in hell was she going to decline this chance.

"I'll do it! Lay down and spread your legs for me!" Robyn blurted out like a pervert herself.

Sally bashfully shuffled over to the bed. She disrobed down to her underwear and bra. The elf was so red, her ears might as well be steaming. Yet despite this, her breathing grew hoarse and ragged. Her eyes swirled with depraved desire. When she tugged her underwear down, it was completely soaked.

The pink slit was tight, but the lips were a little swollen. Probably from going to town on that dildo all the time.

"I'm ready!" Sally shouted, but couldn't sound more tense and nervous if she tried.

Robyn started by lightly blowing at Sally's pussy—

Thwack!

Two knees pummeled Robyn on the sides of her head, and it was lights out for a split second.

"S-Sorry! I didn't expect it to feel so electrifying!" Sally apologized profusely.

"Ow…" Robyn rubbed her aching noggin. "Just try not to knock me out…"

Sally slowly parted her legs again. Robyn thought back to how Sienna and Lilia performed cunnilingus. The key was to build it up, so she began kissing Sally's inner thigh.

"Ahh~" Sally moaned aloud and pinched her bedsheets.

A kiss, a lick, and a finger trace up and down the thighs made Sally shiver uncontrollably. Her pussy was beginning to leak with nectar. It was finally time to give her the pipe-cleaning service she asked for, so Robyn gently brushed her tongue against Sally's clitoris.

"Ahhhh… Robyn, it's amazing!" Sally squealed.

"Keep your voice down, or someone's going to hear!" Robyn warned before going down on her again.

Sally squirmed and thrashed. Her legs kicked the sheets off the bed. Her chest heaved with every breath. Robyn couldn't believe she was able to turn someone into mush like this. The power of cunnilingus was incredible.

Someone suddenly rapped their knuckles on the door.

"Sweetheart, are you in there?" The voice of Mr. Perrido came through clear as day.

"F-Father?" Sally gasped.

The doorknob jiggled but wouldn't give.

"How many times do I have to tell you not to lock the door? This is my roof you're living under, young lady. Are you listening to me?" he asked impatiently.

Robyn locked eyes with Sally but didn't stop. She licked her pussy more fiercely, making circles around the clit and stroking her inner thighs with both hands.

"Oh, yes… I'm listening, Father. I'm just… busy right now— ah! R-Reading, busy reading! I don't want to be interrupted, because I'm nearing the… climax," Sally replied in a state of delirious pleasure.

"Hrm. If you say so. I hear that Robyn boy is back in Limber. Well, boy no longer. A girl now. Don't you dare go near her, you understand? She's involved in vulgar things! Even brought a rough-looking, filthy half-orc into town with her. The last thing I want is you to be stained by their city stench and influence," he cautioned.

Unable to control her moans, Sally slapped a hand over her mouth. Robyn hooked both arms on her knees to lock them in place. Her pussy was gushing so much, the bed had a giant wet spot around it.

For years, Robyn fantasized about Sally. A farmer's beautiful daughter who was every farmhand and farmboy's dream to be with. Now, she was between that woman's thighs, eating her pussy, and bringing her to climax. Thank Sharee she worked in the porn industry long enough to learn proper cunnilingus.

"Yes… Yes! I understand, Father!" Sally answered, her eyes rolling to the back of her head.

They were both getting so into it that Robyn fingered herself. After all, it wasn't fair that Sally had all the fun.

"Good. I'll see you down for dinner after you've finished your book. Whatever you're reading, it must be very engaging! I would like to hear all about it!" His footfalls grew more distant as he descended down the stairs.

"It's coming, Robyn… Your tongue is making me climax! Goodness, it's so intense… I can't think straight anymore— aaaahhhhh!" Sally grabbed a pillow to scream into.

Her legs stretched to their limits, and her feet and back arched. She was shuddering so much, Robyn thought it was a seizure.

"Maybe I can give Yaya's cunnilingus skill a run for her money." Robyn wiped the dripping nectar and saliva from her chin.

"That was… simply incredible… I didn't know a tongue was capable of such… ecstasy." Sally bolted upright in the sitting position and grabbed Robyn by the shoulders. "Do you think they have sex toys like this in the city?!"

"Er… I-I'm sure they do! Not that I've bought any," she said.

The two of them eventually recomposed themselves, but Sally remained in a state of cloud nine after getting her pussy eaten out. It was like she was seeing stars. They reaffirmed their intention to make Sally a maiden for the festival, but that was still a tall order for Robyn to fulfill.

After Sally snuck Robyn out of the manor from the pantry, with help from a few sympathetic maids, she returned home to have dinner with the folks. Although the Clemrose family house was nowhere near as extravagant as the Perrido, the table was just as stuffed with food. Mika and the kids stayed for dinner, and through Ma's insistence, Robyn went to fetch Vred over to eat, too.

"Is ya really an orc? I bet if we wipe yer skin, the green'll come off," Mika said of Vred.

"Oi, that's rude." Robyn lightly clocked the dumb girl on the forehead.

"It's really green," Vred humored her. "Sometimes, if I get angry in a fight, my skin turns red!"

"Ooooh!" The children gaped in awe.

Robyn was pleasantly surprised that Vred could be good with kids.

"So, Robyn. You decided on being Sharee's Maiden?" Ma asked.

"Cough! Not this again…" Robyn chased down the food with some beer. "I'm still thinking about it, alright? Actually… I ain't the only woman in Limber. How come it can't be anyone else? Or Sally?"

Ma and Pa erupted into laughter.

"Well." Ma cleared her throat. "We told the other families who had daughters that you would do it, and they kindly backed off!"

"What?!" Robyn choked.

"As for Sally, there ain't no way her old horse of a father would be okay with that," Pa said.

"Is there a reason why he's so against it?" she asked.

The two of them exchanged glances as though silently deciding who should tell Robyn. Was this supposed to be a secret? For elves in general, especially those living in the boonies, it was almost unheard of to not want this honor for their of-age daughter.

"You were a teensy baby back then," Ma began, "but the Perrido family wasn't here from the start. In fact, they done moved to Limber when Sally was but a tot. Guess Sharee's tradition wasn't as popular where they were from. And, uh… it also didn't help that Missus Perrido ran off with an orc lover. Full-blooded orc, mind ya. Not like Vred. Must've traumatized the bastard. Anywho, it still ain't no justification to hole yer only daughter in the house. Girl's almost 30 for Sharee's sake!"

So, the guy got cucked and never got over it. Robyn felt bad for him, but not as much as she felt for Sally losing most of her childhood and young adulthood to an overbearing father.

After dinner, Robyn and Vred walked Mika and the other kids back home. He carried a couple of them on his shoulders.

"Bye, Mr. Vred! Bye, big sis!" Luka, the last kid they brought home, waved as he returned to his parents.

"I really like it here. I'm actually green with envy," Vred said.

"It's all sunshines and rainbows here, right? I love it, too, but it ain't Morganta. Anyway, Vred. I'm wondering if you can give me a hand with something," Robyn explained.

"Anything for you— I-I mean, what is it?" He swallowed the lump in his throat.

As a member of the mob, Vred might have some tips and tricks up his sleeves. Who better than to make someone disappear than a mafioso?

"There's someone I need to help escape from her escorts and father. See, she wants to be Sharee's Maiden. I promised to get her in, but I'll need to separate them somehow. Think you can make it happen?" Robyn asked.

"Wait, this sounds familiar. We just got done talking about a woman named Sally and her father. You want me to kidnap her?" Vred gasped.

"With consent!" she corrected him.

"Stitz told me not to make trouble… and… and it's Perrido, we're talking about…"

Maybe a little feminine charm was necessary here. What good was having a woman's body if she didn't make use of it every once in a while?

"Come on, big guy." Robyn snuggled up to the embarrassed half-orc and placed a hand on his broad chest. "I'll make it worth your while. This elven porn star's pussy has been aching the entire day. You're probably all pent-up, too. I know a nice, quiet place behind the barn to… convince you."

Vred gulped hard. He also caved.


Chapter 38

The day of the Festival of Sharee was met with intoxicating excitement. Children darted from booth to booth to play games set up by Limber families. Robyn's own folks operated a small, horse racing track for people to challenge each other. A free and bountiful feast had been set up in the square. Dishes of all kinds, contributed by the townsfolk, were available to anyone wanting a bite. Roasted boar, fruits, fresh vegetables, steak skewers, stew, quail eggs, and more lined the length of the table. The more musically inclined villagers played from a traditional, two-pronged flute to fill the town with music.

At the front of Limber, a large archway draped in flowers and vines welcomed visitors. Travelers and villagers from nearby settlements were arriving in force to partake in the festival. They came bearing wagons full of gifts and foods to add.

Robyn was filling herself a stein of beer from a cask when a couple of men from another village sauntered up to her.

"Hey, ain't you that porn actress from that one studio? Adventurers Gone something…" one guy mumbled.

"It's 'wild', ya idiot." Another sneered.

"Why yes, I am. Now what would you boys need from little ole me?" Robyn downed the entire cup and belched out loud into their faces.

A large shadow suddenly loomed over them. They turned around to find Vred staring down at them and went paler than a ghost.

"Excuse me. I need to speak with her," Vred said.

"Oh, shit. She's with the half-orc!" The group quickly dispersed elsewhere.

"Huh? What was that about?" he asked, glancing over his shoulder as they ran away.

"You really don't know how scary you are to tiny bumpkin elves like us? Ah, it doesn't matter. How are we looking tonight?" Robyn started to refill her stein for seconds.

According to Vred, everything was in place. The plan to whisk Sally away from her father and escorts was going to begin in the evening. They were going to facilitate Sally getting lost during the climax of the festival, when everyone was invited to dance in the center of town. Sharee's Maiden event took place much later at night at Limber's temple, a ceremonial worship cabin built to supposedly offer the goddess a place of respite.

By then, the children would have long gone to bed, tuckered out from playing all day. Adults in their prime seeking to produce children would retire to their rooms to do the deed. It was around that time the elves believed they had the highest likelihood of conceiving a girl. All the while, Sharee's Maiden danced for the single men of the town and, goddess willing, proceeded to have sex with them all.

"Marquin will give us a hand, too, since he owes Don Gordia. We can just relax until then," Vred assured Robyn and went to fill his own cup.

"You don't have to tell me twice, big guy. I'm already on my third. Huuu! A nice cold beer during a party always hits the spot," Robyn said, lifting her stein intending to toast.

However, Vred shifted uncomfortably. It was then that she noticed the outline of his erection.

"You're getting hard around me a lot lately. Do I turn you on that much?" Robyn leaned in close and offered him what must have been a nice view of her cleavage.

The green and brown pattern dress was tight around the bust, but loose and flowy as the skirt flared out. It was a gift from Sally, since her father would freak out if she ever wore it. Robyn rather liked how her ass and tits looked in this.

"Sorry, I can't help it…" Vred looked down at his feet. "You can just leave me here. I'm sure it'll go down sooner or later—"

Robyn nudged him. "That's no good. We gotta take care of that. Let's find somewhere nice and quiet."

They left the main festival area and found a storage shed to hide in. There were crates and barrels stacked up to the ceiling. Some of this stuff must be for the festival. The two rearranged some of the wares into a makeshift wall.

"Are you sure about this? What if someone comes in?" Vred asked worriedly.

"That depends. Are you sure about this?" Robyn lifted her skirt to reveal a lace garter belt underneath.

That was enough to convince the half-orc. He tugged down his pants and grabbed Robyn by the hips. Rough hands sent shivers skittering across her skin. She swallowed the urge to moan as Vred slid his dick inside her.

"You're already so wet…" Vred winced.

"I know… I can't stop thinking about your dick… Whenever it's inside me, I start losing the will to turn back into a guy— Oh, fuck!" Robyn tensed up when Vred's dick reached the entrance to her womb.

Their hips clapped quietly, fearful of drawing the attention of anyone outside of the shed. However, the longer they grinded against each other, the more Robyn wanted to be fucked harder. Her pussy craved it.

Why did having sex as a woman have to be so much better than as a man? Already, Robyn was climaxing. Her legs trembled so much. Her nipples were rock hard. She lifted Vred's hands up to her breasts and urged him to squeeze them. He did, and it left her shuddering from a second orgasm.

"Don't choke me, but… I want your hand around my neck. Do it. Make me cum a third time!" Robyn pleaded.

"What if I hurt you?" Vred protested.

"Put your hands on me, you coward!" she goaded.

A large hand gently cupped Robyn's throat. Vred continued to thrust into her. As he picked up speed, his grip on her seemed to tighten.

"God… Yes… I'm going to cum so hard…" Robyn moaned.

The door squeaked open. Vred and Robyn swallowed their voices. Two pairs of heavy footfalls entered the shed. They didn't seem to notice them, but in spite of the intrusion, Vred didn't stop penetrating her.

"What are you doing?" she whispered frantically. "If you keep going, they're going to find—"

The hand that was wrapped around her neck went up to her mouth instead.

"You're getting tighter because of them." Vred's hot breath brushed her pointed ear and made her tremble in ecstasy.

"What'd we need to find again?" one guy asked.

"Ahh… Something about the yams. Should be in one of dem crates," the other said.

Through a crack in the wall of boxes, Robyn was able to make out that they were coming closer.

"Hey, forget about the yams for a sec. You see the Clemrose's daughter?"

"You mean, son? Robyn was a man just like you an' me. But yeah. I saw her, and hoowee, was she a looker. Had a nice pair of titties, too. Can you believe she's still working in porn?"

"Oh, I know. I bought some of her vidcrystals."

"You horny bastard. I did, too. Heh! Heard she's gonna be Sharee's Maiden. Damn, I wanna fuck her so bad. Too bad I'm married."

Of all the places to stop and have a conversation… Robyn tried to tap out on Vred's shoulder, but he wouldn't stop. She was nearing another climax. A big one was coming. If he continued to pound her pussy like this, she wouldn't be able to suppress her voice.

"Mmh…!" Robyn swallowed her moan too late.

"What was that?"

"Sounded like it came from the back."

They drew closer until a rat sprinted past them and out the open door. Both men cursed under their breaths.

"Damn rat."

After picking up the box of yams, they left the shed to Robyn and Vred's privacy.

"I'm at my limit… Just fuck me until you’re… satisfied already!" Robyn panted, her voice still muffled behind the half-orc's hand.

Vred lifted Robyn and pinned her against the wall, pistoning into her until he came. Hot spunk ran down her thighs. All the strength left her body at once. When he took his hand off her mouth, they were both gasping for breath in the now stuffy shed.

"We better leave before someone else— mmph!" Robyn's eyes snapped open when Vred kissed her. She tried to push him off to no avail. His tongue invaded her mouth. "Mmm! Mmmrpph! Mmm… nnh~"

"Sorry! You looked so cute after orgasming that I couldn't help myself." Vred apologized after they parted.

"Hahh… Haahh… You fucking… sucked the air outta my lungs… Don't do that again!" She pinched his ear, causing him to yelp in pain.

After cleaning up and recomposing themselves, they emerged from the shed to find a commotion going on over by the town square. Towering above the elves was a draph woman. Robyn couldn't mistake her for anyone else.

"Sienna?!" Robyn exclaimed.

"Robyn, hey!" Sienna waved from the crowds.

When they got closer, Robyn realized that it wasn't just Sienna. The crew from Adventurers Gone Wild was here. Cordelius, Sylvia, Twinkle, Dane, and Skip were just now descending from their carriage.

"Robyn!" Twinkle darted out to hug her.

"Don't get me wrong, guys. I'm glad to see you, but… what the fuck is going on?" Robyn cried.

"We're here to see you! If you didn't want us to come, you should've told us you were on a honeymoon." Sienna threw an arm around Robyn's shoulder and shot a knowing look at Vred.

"It's… Fuck. It is what you think, alright? But don't you dare open your mouth about it…" she grumbled.

"Robyn, pal!" Cordelius flew up to her with open arms. "Fancy festival you got going on. I heard through the grapevine about something called the Festival of Sharee. We're here to—"

Robyn grabbed the imp by the tail and flung him across town. Giggling children chased him, thinking he was a toy.

"Sylvia, an explanation? PLEASE?" Robyn turned to the devilin for answers.

"Cordelius learned about Sharee's Maiden, and well… he wants to film it," Sylvia explained.

"NO!" she yelled.

"Why not?"

Robyn whipped around only to learn that it was Ma who had said that.

She continued, "I think it's a wonderful idea to share the elven tradition to a wider audience. Especially with you as the maiden, sweetie. Oh, and Sienna, Twinkle! You two come with me. I have a special surprise for ya!"

"Is it honey goat?" both of them asked hungrily.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

"Hey, uh… Sylvia. Can I get a word with you?" Robyn asked.

They went to fetch Cordelius first and found him in the middle of being fought over. Children were pulling on his limbs, wings, and tail.

"What's wrong with you country nuggets? Let go of me, you little demons! The tail doesn't regrow— I'm not some kinda lizard! Ahhhhhhhh!" Cordelius screamed as they yanked him apart.

When Sylvia moved to go help, Robyn grabbed her shoulder.

"Give it another minute. I want him to suffer," Robyn said.

"What's going on over here?" Mika came by and asked, probably to check on the children.

"Letting my boss get his comeuppance." She folded her arms to soak in the sight for a while longer. "Alright, that's good enough. What'll it cost you to get these brats to scram?"

"A stack of 'em shiny, city kleins and ya got yerself a deal."

Robyn clasped Mika's hands and shook on it. After handing over a couple of kleins, the kid boss whistled sharply to get their attention and corralled them away.

"Coming here was a mistake…" Cordelius groaned.

"You're ruining my plan, Cordy!" Robyn picked him up by the collar and shook violently.

"What plan?!" he cried.

"I was going to swap another chick in to be Sharee's Maiden so I didn't have to do it! Now you guys drop in unannounced to tell me you wanna film ME getting gangbanged by the town?" she exclaimed.

Sylvia and Cordelius nodded, so Robyn put a hand to her face and sighed.

"In fact, this was Lilia's idea!" Cordelius explained.

Lilia… Of course it was an elf that brought this up to them.

"Actually, Robyn. Is there any rule that says there can't be two maidens?" Sylvia asked.

"No, but… That's not the problem here. The other girl is Sally. We can't just film a rando and put it on video!" Robyn complained.

"Put what on video?" Sally's voice made Robyn jump.

"This must be the gal of honor!" Cordelius pushed past and extended a hand to her. "Name's Cordelius! You can call me Cordy. I'm the director of Adventurers Gone Wild!"

Sally went from mild curiosity to beaming brighter than the sun.

"Adventurers Gone Wild?! It's nice to meet you! I'm Sally. I love all your works!" Sally flung Cordelius up and down, shaking his hand.

"Well, you're in luck. We're thinking about putting you in the next film to star with Robyn!" Cordelius smirked.

"Me and… Robyn, as Sharee's Maidens for your p-porno? This sounds like a dream come true! We're going to have so much sex! Take that, Father!" She grabbed Robyn's hands and started jumping for joy.

"No, this isn't… God fucking damn it." Robyn groaned.


Chapter 39

As evening approached, celebrations picked up steam. Robyn and Sienna participated in drinking games, putting countless overconfident drinkers under the table. Not that it was something to be proud of. Twinkle gorged herself on a bowl of fermented honey. The alcoholic contents in it left the pixie passed out drunk. Sylvia and Cordelius were schmoozing up the folks of Limber who were curious about their city-slicker lifestyle.

Robyn had spotted an axe-throwing game set up by a few of Limber's lumberjack families. The goal of the game was to hurl an axe into a painted target. Winners received a nice wooden sculpture of Sharee.

"Say, Robyn. The Sharee's Maiden thing involves single adult men, yeah? Were you ever a part of it before turning into a woman?" Sienna asked after tossing an axe that almost struck bullseye.

"Nah." Robyn picked up an axe and went into position. "This is my first time back during the Festival of Sharee while being of-age. Every other time, I kinda missed it on purpose. Didn't want to show up the other guys being the potent porn actor that I was, you know?"

"Psh. Sure. All I'm hearing is that you're here now as the opposite gender. Coincidence?" She suggested something so outrageous that tripped Robyn up, causing her to toss the axe wide.

It hit the wall instead, nowhere near the target.

"It's just your imagination!" Robyn retorted.

"Uh huh. What about Vred also being here? That my imagination, too?" Sienna sneered and took Robyn's place at the throwing range.

"I almost got mobbed at the station. Wandered around back where the mob was doing some questionable shit. You remember Stitz? The guy put me on one of their rides bound for Limber with Vred. That's a coincidence, I swear!" she insisted.

Sienna chucked the next throwing axe, hitting dead center on the target. She pumped a fist and cheered. One of the organizers came around and gave her a hand carved sculpture of Goddess Sharee. It was incredibly well-made. The many fine details like the folds of her robe, medallion, and strands of hair were signs that the carver spent a lot of time on it.

"Hello, Sienna! Hello, Robyn!" Sally greeted them from behind.

When they turned around, the Perrido daughter wasn't the only one to meet them. She was accompanied by two maids, a butler, and an armed escort. Dude was dressed in tough leathers and was rough around the edges, more likely hired muscle than a Civil Guard.

"Damn, Sally. You got a whole adventuring party with you," Robyn joked.

"Aha… Don't mind them! Just pretend they aren't there. I saw you across the way and wanted to come see what you two were doing," Sally said.

Sienna thumbed over her shoulder. "Wanna chuck some axes? It makes for a nice stress reliever. And…" She waved the sculpture. "You can win your own pocket Sharee."

"I'd love to try!" she exclaimed, grinning from ear to ear.

The escort looked a bit worried. One of the maids tried to talk Sally out of it, but that didn't stop her. She paid a klein to play, and one of the lumberers handed her a throwing axe. However, Sally expectedly wasn't sure of the proper technique on how to throw. She positioned herself behind the line.

"Like this!" Sienna went into the proper throwing stance beside her.

Sally followed as best as possible. Feet planted at shoulders' length apart. Both hands gripped at the throat. She brought the axe too forcefully behind her head and it slipped from her grasp.

"Oh, shit!" Robyn reared back as the weapon flew past her face.

They glanced back and found the axe embedded into a maid's forehead. Their jaws dropped. Sally's hit the floor.

"I-I'm so so sorry, Gertrude!" Sally cried.

"Worry not, my lady. This is merely a… scratch…" The elven maid named Gertrude collapsed to a heap on the ground.

One of the lumberers sighed and came out from the back. He yanked the axe from her head, causing a spout of blood to shoot out, then administered a healing potion. The wound closed, and the maid came to consciousness a second later with only a pounding headache.

"Maybe we should find a safer game for you to play?" Robyn suggested.

"Chin up, Sally. Here, why don't you have this? It's not a god I worship anyway." Sienna handed her the sculpture.

"Is it really okay?" Sally asked nervously, clutching the goddess so tightly that her knuckles turned white. "Maybe I shouldn't try to fit in after all… I don't want to ruin the night for either of you."

The two of them exchanged glances.

"Let's go get a drink. My throat's feeling parched!" Sienna ushered Sally towards the town square.

"Yeah!" Robyn threw an arm around her shoulder. "Your pops ain't gonna freak out over you taking a swig, is he? It's just a harmless drink to get you buzzed."

Sally's escorts didn't protest, so it seemed like taking her for a drink was going to be okay. Many of Limber's adult residents were around, partaking in dinner and chatting with each other. The children, however, were beginning to retire home.

"This is beer? It's so foamy!" Sally exclaimed as Sienna handed her a stein.

"You never had beer before? Your pops don't want you drinking or what?" Robyn asked.

"Oh, I often drink wine! This is just my first time with beer," she said.

"No better first time than with good company. Bottoms up!" Sienna toasted and downed the entire cup.

Robyn followed suit, but Sally sipped from hers like wine. She winced from the bitterness of the gods' golden nectar and stuck her tongue out.

"That's not exactly what I expected beer to taste like… blech…" Sally frowned.

"Ah, don't sweat it. You'll start liking it eventually. Here, I'll take the rest if you don't want to," Robyn offered.

"No, I'll drink it! It's going to just take a while—"

"Sally! What did I say about hanging around Robyn?" Mr. Perrido stormed up to them with fury in his eyes.

The man was a tall and lanky elf. He had a monocle over his right eye and wore a business suit, appearing more the role of an accountant than a farmer. Thick bushy brows rivaled an even bushier mustache.

"Father, we're only sharing a beer!" Sally stammered.

"Yeah, what's the big deal? Sally can drink whatever she wants. Aren't you overreacting a little?" Robyn folded her arms.

"It isn't the beer I'm worried about. It's you. I don't care if you aren't a man anymore, Robyn. As a woman, you probably make for a worse influence on my daughter. Come, dear. The Limber-wide dance is about to start. I'll allow you to watch, but you have lost your privilege to participate. Afterwards, we will return home posthaste," Mr. Perrido said, pulling her daughter along by the elbow.

Sally shot a sad look back at Robyn, but there was nothing she could do. Well, not yet anyway.

"So, that's the chick that wants to have a train run on her? What an overbearing parent does to a bitch, am I right?" Sienna chuckled.

"It's what she wants." Robyn shrugged. "Let's get to the dance, too. Vred should be in place."

Nearly everyone in Limber, residents and visitors included, flooded towards the back of the town. Flutists were playing on their two-pronged instruments. Couples had paired up to dance under the glinting stars. By this time, all of the children were passed out in bed. Only the adults were still up.

Unfortunately, since Limber and many other elven communities like it had more males than females, many of the single men became awkward wallflowers. Most women around were already taken and spoken for. Sure, there were some same sex male couples, but not enough to abate the overwhelmingly skewed ratio. When it came to women, Sally, and now Robyn, were among the few exceptions.

"Robyn! Ya getting ready to become Sharee's Maiden for the night?" Ma, who was in the middle of dancing with Pa, exclaimed for all to hear.

"Oh, god…" Robyn put a hand to her embarrassed face.

Behind the dancing festival-goers was a shrine building. Flowers surrounded the entire length of it. This was a temple dedicated to the worship of Sharee. The building was actually empty inside year-round. Its purpose was to serve as Goddess Sharee's place of respite, enticing her here to rest and bless the people with future daughters. Within those walls was where the ceremony took place, too.

"Hey, Robyn!" Jarren looked like he had worked up the courage to talk to her. "Do you… maybe want to dance?"

There was still time before putting the operation in motion…

"Sure," Robyn said.

"Huuu~ Get it, Robyn! I'll go find me someone with a big titty fetish. Shouldn't be hard." Sienna waved on her way into the crowds.

Robyn and Jarren entered the dancing field which was already crowded with hundreds of people. These dances were embarrassing but simple. What they lacked in rhythm, they made up for in energy.

"So, uh… Robyn… Ya excited about being Sharee's Maiden later?" Jarren asked.

"Oh, right. You're going to be there, aren't you?" Robyn rolled her eyes.

"W-Well, I got nothing else to do! I also can't stop thinking about making out with ya from the other day, and…" He averted his gaze.

When Robyn glanced down, she saw the outline of his erection. The sight of it made her chest throb. How many more guys in town were probably looking forward to having sex with her?

"You know…" Jarren began awkwardly, "if we started dating right now, ya wouldn't have to—"

From the corner of Robyn's eyes, she spotted Vred moving into place.

"Sorry, I gotta go!" Robyn broke off and made her way over.

Vred was holding a large tankard of beer. He accidentally bumped into Mr. Perrido and spilled it all over his suit.

"Watch it, you oaf!" Mr. Perrido groaned. "If only orcs had half as much brain as they do muscle…"

"Sorry… I didn't see you." Vred bowed apologetically before slipping away.

Next to come in was Marquin, the general shop owner. "Mr. Perri! You're looking rather soaked. Why don't we get you a change of clothes over at my place? I have an extra suit, a fancy suit from the city that you may be interested in. Free of charge, my friend!"

"I suppose I'll have to take you up on the offer. Be back soon, Sally. You four, keep a close eye on her!" he ordered his daughter's escorts.

Phase one of separating the father from his daughter was completed. Onto phase two. Once Marquin and Mr. Perrido were gone, Robyn was up.

"Sally, too bad about your old man. How about a dance?" Robyn extended a hand, but the hired muscle got in her way.

Just as quickly though, Sienna walked backwards and bumped the intimidating man away. Sally's maids and butler tried to intervene, but Robyn was faster. She yanked her away as the dancing intensified, losing them among the masses of people.

"Your plan worked!" Sally exclaimed gleefully.

"Now's our chance!" Robyn brought her around to the back of the temple. It was deserted back here. No one would have seen them. They entered from a back door into the empty house.

The main worship floor was no larger than a cabin living room. A bust of Sharee hung over the mantle of a fireplace, its flames quietly crackling within the hearth. Wine bottles and cups had been arranged to get the participants in the mood. The only furniture around, however, were the rugs that blanketed the floor.

Music and dancing could still be heard from outside. In fact, the adjacent room had a screen door from where the men would later enter from.

Robyn and Sally gulped.

"So… You're good here?" Robyn asked.

"Please, stay with me!" Sally grabbed her hand. "I… I want to be Sharee's Maiden with you."

Hanging on a hook were two mostly transparent robes. They were long and flowy. The see-through fabric left nothing to the imagination. Robyn agonized over the decision to stay. On one hand, she didn't want to leave Sally alone to a mob of horny men. On the other… sex with… a bunch of horny men… Shit.

"Fine." Robyn relented.

The two of them changed into the robes. Robyn felt her nipples getting stiff. When Sally had gotten dressed, the elf was surprisingly bashful despite her degenerate interests.

"Pssst. Robyn!" Cordelius whispered from somewhere in the room.

"What the…" Robyn looked around and eventually found a tiny hole from which her director peered through. "The fuck are you doing?!"

"Setting up cameras, whaddya think? Told you we were gonna film it. Don't worry about us and just do your thing. We'll make a killing outta this!" he said.

"Is something the matter, Robyn?" Sally asked.

"Nothing. Just the others getting into place," she answered, turning around only to be stunned by how stunning Sally was.

Damn. This was the girl Robyn fantasized about growing up. Not only did she eat her out, but now she was seeing her stark naked.

Neither of them realized that the dancing festivities had ended until a knock came to the sliding door. Their hearts were racing from the many silhouettes cast by the lights outside, all men who were about to participate in the climax of the Festival of Sharee.

The door slid open, and about forty men of varying ages entered the room. Even Vred was in here, and he avoided eye-contact when Robyn spotted him.

"Wait… Robyn and Sally?" Kelvan gasped.

Others reacted in the same way.

"This must be a dream. Someone pinch me…"

"We're going to have sex with both of them?"

Sally was breathing more heavily now. Her eyes moistened with desire, and so did her crotch.

"I can't wait anymore. I call dibs on Robyn!" Jarren embraced her and squeezed her ass.

"Wait! There's an order to this. Sally and I have to serve you wine and dance for you first," Robyn reminded them, recalling Ma's rundown of what was supposed to happen.

The men sat down and didn't hide their boners. Robyn and Sally went around, pouring wine for them to drink. Once everyone's cup was filled, the two entered the circle of men. This was so embarrassing.

Robyn knew many of them by name. Jarren and Kelvan were her childhood friends. Garth was the neighborhood uncle who delivered foraged mushrooms to people's homes. Thoren, an older elven gentleman, would have conversations with her parents every morning. With every sway of her hips, Robyn was falling more into the mood.

Finally… they shedded their gowns. Everyone gulped hard. A pair of men jumped to their feet for Sally.

"Please…" Sally began like a damsel in distress, "be rough with me!"

One man kissed her, and the other rubbed his dick against her slit. Robyn scanned the eager men who wanted to do the same.

"Alright, Jarren. I know you've been wanting to fuck me all week." Robyn pushed him down onto his back and climbed on top of his waist.

"Thank you, Sharee. I can't believe I'm finally going to have sex with Robyn after watching all of her— ahhh!"

Robyn slid down until her pussy swallowed his dick whole. She guided both of his hands to her waist. A few more men came by to wave their throbbing members in her face. She started sucking on one and jerked off the other two.

"Robyn… Robyn… It's so good! It's so much better than using dildos! His dick is so hot… I love this—mmph!" Sally howled until someone stuffed his dick into her mouth, and she was being spitroasted from both ends.

"Ooouuugh! All those years dreaming about Sally, and I finally have my dick in her pussy!" the man screwing her exclaimed.

Robyn jolted when Jarren pinched her nipples. The dick in her mouth ejaculated. She polished it clean, then went to suck off the next one.

"Real quick. Show of hands. Who's seen my pornos?" Robyn asked.

Everyone raised their hands, including Sally.

"What about the ones where I was a guy?" Robyn continued.

The same hands, except Sally's, went down.

Of course…

Kelvan straddled Robyn from behind, pressing his dick against her butt. "Robyn, can I… take you from behind?"

"You want my ass that bad?" Robyn shook her butt.

Along with wine, the table afforded them plenty of amenities to facilitate the gangbang. One man tossed Kelvan a bottle of slime lubricant, which cleaned and slickened for nether-hole use. He lathered it all over his palms, applied it to his dick, and was ready to go. There was no hesitation. Kelvan hugged her tightly from behind and shoved deep into her ass.

"Fuck, you're so tight…" Kelvan muttered.

"I'm going to replace all my memories of sowing the fields with sowing your womb!" Jarren exclaimed, plunging into her with abandon.

"Jarren, stop talking dirty… you suck at it. Shut up and just fuck me! God… I'm going to cum from both ends!" Robyn cried.

The other men around them cheered and hooted.

"Robyn, you should stay as a woman and be Sharee's Maiden again next year!"

"You're so fucking hot!"

"I can't believe we get to have sex with a bombshell porn star!"

"That's right," she said while bouncing on her friends' cocks. "You better enjoy it while it lasts… You might not get this porn star ever again— ahhh!'

Both Jarren and Kelvan took her advice to heart and pistoned into her like there was no tomorrow.

"I'm so glad, Robyn… It's like a dream come true!" A disheveled Sally crawled over with someone still fucking her from behind.

"You look like… you're having… mmh… fun," Robyn squeaked out.

Sally grabbed Robyn by the shoulders and kissed her. They swapped spit and cum. Their tongues wrestled like newlyweds.

"I'm cumming… I'm cumming on a real cock while being used like a whore!" Sally screamed at the top of her lungs.

After the man behind Sally ejaculated into her raw, another familiar face took his place.

"Marquin?" Sally gasped.

"I never thought my middle-aged ass would ever feel young again. I'm gonna fuck you silly, Sally!" Marquin shoved his dick in, knocking the air from her lungs.

"Ahhh! Give it to me, Mr. Sallus! I love the shape of your dick! It feels sooo good inside me!" she shouted in ecstasy.

The door slid open. A horrified Mr. Perrido gaped at what was happening before him.

"No! I thought I heard your voice in here, but I hoped it wasn't true… Why, Sally? Are you doing this just to spite me?!" Mr. Perrido cried.

"This isn't even about you, Father! That's why you won't understand. This is about me, and what I want! I'm tired of you always controlling every aspect of my life, so I… oohh… I'm… I'm cumming— ahhhh!" Sally threw her head back and howled as she climaxed.

When Mr. Perrido furiously tried to enter, several hands yanked him back outside.

"Sir, you're interrupting the ceremony! Goddess Sharee is watching!"

"Your daughter decided to do this of her own volition, so please respect her wishes!"

"Unhand me… Unhand my daughter, you fiends!" Mr. Perrido struggled the whole way out.

"Yes! Oh, Goddess Sharee… yes! I'm climaxing again!!" Sally shouted in the midst of another orgasm.

The door slammed shut on those final words, and it was back to the ceremony. As the night went on, everyone took turns fucking Robyn and Sally in every position imaginable. However, just as the elves of Limber were getting tired, one man who had been patiently waiting his turn was still full of energy.

"I hope you haven't forgotten about me." Vred walked up to Robyn with his glorious, orc cock in her face.

"Well, shit… come at me, big guy." Robyn challenged.

"Wait… Me, too! Me, too! I want to be fucked by orc dick, too!" Sally pleaded.

While the others had passed out, Robyn, Sally, and Vred had their own threesome by the fire. Robyn rode madly on his dick, and Vred ate Sally's pussy out. When they swapped positions, Sally started screaming like a monster as Vred's cock messed her.

"It's so big! I can't stop cumming! Ahhh— nnngh… I never knew I needed orc dick so much in my life— aaaaaahhhh!"

Some of Limber's men came to consciousness. They watched on in envy as the half-orc's superior stamina repeatedly brought Robyn and Sally to climax. Or rather… it reinvigorated them to go for more.

By morning, Robyn and Sally were a broken mess. Both of them were covered in cum. Sally was lying on top of Robyn. They were twitching and quivering uncontrollably. Spunk leaked from every hole. Robyn couldn't believe Sally managed to outlast Vred…

"Sex… is amazing… I want to be… a porn actress, too…" Sally murmured.

"You're insatiable…" Robyn sighed.


Chapter 40

The morning after the Festival of Sharee couldn't be more awkward. When Robyn and Vred escorted Sally home, for fear of Limber's men picking her up for seconds, they found Mr. Perrido sitting in front of the fireplace with a look of resignation. His hands gripped the armrest, and his eyes were bloodshot red. He had a bottle of gin on the end table that was half-empty.

Sally assured them that everything was going to be fine, and she would take this opportunity to lay down the smack on her old man once he's back to his senses.

On the way to Limber's only inn, Beehive, the remaining two walked awkwardly together. Robyn limped her way. Every home they passed by was creaking. Frenzied moans from passionate love-making couples trying for daughters drowned out the otherwise tranquil early morning.

They entered Beehive where few patrons were still awake. Most had passed out. The crew of Adventurers Gone Wild occupied a table at the corner of the floor. Vred bid Robyn goodnight and went to retire to his room.

"Not going up with your boyfriend?" Sienna asked as Robyn joined them.

"He's not my boyfriend! Besides, I'm still a guy at heart. Hot women is where it's at," Robyn said.

"You also still have the sex drive of a guy, because by god, do we have a lot of great content to work with! Might even be able to cut it into two parts for double the profits!" Cordelius rubbed his fingers together in the universal sign of ka-ching.

When Robyn leaned in to see what the director, Dane, and Skip were watching in the recording, it was the moment the gangbang picked up steam.

"You're gonna blur all those faces, right?" Robyn asked.

"Huh? Why would we? All those men, except the mafioso, and Sally signed a form beforehand stating that they're okay having their faces shown," Cordelius explained.

"The fuck? Why?"

"Probably because they want the world to know they were the ones who porked you." Sienna guffawed while stuffing her mouth with honey goat pie.

Robyn put a hand to her face and groaned. A certain someone wasn't here. Their secretary seemed to be missing.

"Say, where's Sylvia?" Robyn searched the floor wondering if she was elsewhere.

"On an important mission." Cordelius shrugged. "But forget about her, Robyn. I need you to help me brainstorm a title for this. Genderbent Bumpkin Goes Back to Hometown to Get Dicked? No, too on the nose… Sharee's Little Whores? Hmm. I feel like your goddess is going to smite me for that…"

For the rest of the morning, Robyn gave the crew a tour of Limber. They ended with lunch at the Clemrose family house, and it was finally time to leave for Morganta. Vred left first since she intended to go back with the studio. The rest of them were outside her house, loading their belongings and gifts onto the carriages.

"Oh, I'm so proud of ya!" Ma pinched Robyn's cheek. "Like mother, like daughter. I couldn't ask for a cuter, more capable girl putting all those men down under!"

"This is not what I want to hear from my own mom." Robyn groaned.

Pa carried over a basket full of fruits and a bottle of milk. "Speaking of which, Robyn… Think ya can bring this over to the temple before leaving? We were s'posed to give it to ya last night before ya went in. It's an offering for Goddess Sharee. Yer Ma and I kinda got swept up in the moment, and one thing led to—"

"OKAY, OKAY! I'm going! You don't need to tell me what happened between you two last night. Sheesh." She snatched the basket and told the others to wait up.

Walking through Limber, Robyn recognized many of the familiar faces who had their dicks inside her. Marquin from the general store waved lecherously. Jarren and Kelvan asked if she wanted to go another round before leaving. Other men tried to flirt with her to little success.

Fortunately, no one was around the temple except for an older couple mopping jizz off the floor. They looked up and regarded her with a smile.

"Uhh… Sorry about the mess," Robyn said.

"No worries, dearie! It just means the messier it is, the greater the fun you had in here! Hoho!" The elderly woman burst into laughter.

They finished up and left Robyn to deliver the offering. A stone pedestal that wasn't there last night during the bangfest rested at the back wall, framed by a curtain of flowers and leis. As soon as she placed the basket upon the pedestal, goosebumps formed on her arms.

"Thank you for that. You're very kind." A sweet voice spoke behind her.

Robyn whipped around to find an elven woman dressed in a brown and green frock entering the room. She had long, blonde hair down to her knees. A tiara of flowers crowned her head. Full cheeks were speckled with faint freckles.

"Can I help you? It's a little late to be a Sharee's Maiden," Robyn said, not recognizing her as a resident of Limber.

Someone from another village maybe?

"Hehe. The goddess has no need to become a maiden herself." The woman smiled.

"You're…" She gasped.

"Yes. I am Sharee, and I'd like to thank you for becoming my maiden. I think I will bless Limber with many girls after all as thanks. It was quite the show you two put on, and believe me, I've seen many orgies. Yours was just simply… a delectable joy to behold! My loins have never been wetter!" Sharee exclaimed with her arms outstretched.

Oh, no. Goddess Sharee was a voyeuristic pervert, too!

"Uh. Yeah. You have fun reminiscing… with the fruits. I got a ride to catch." Robyn tried to slip by until—

"You may not originally be a woman, but you should consider staying this way." Sharee grinned.

"Hey, what do you know about me switching genders? Do you have anything to do with this?" She turned around and interrogated the goddess.

"Heavens, no! We are forbidden from meddling in mortal affairs, but I do know this is the result of ritualistic magic specific to devilins."

It was at that moment, Robyn had an epiphany.

During the date with Lilia, the fortune teller suggested it was someone Robyn knew who did this to her. She also added, 'by design'. There was only one person who could have arranged their foray into the dungeon that fateful day. That person also happened to work for the Sovereign Demon before coming to work at Adventurers Gone Wild. And now, with Goddess Sharee's clue… it couldn't have been anyone else.

"Alright, Sharee. It was nice meeting you. I hope we left you with a nice memory. See you next year maybe!" Robyn booked it out of the temple.

"Buh-bye! Don't stop being a dirty little whore!" Sharee shouted.

By the time Robyn got back, the others had packed their things and were ready to leave.

"Thought you went to drop off a basket of fruits, not a deuce. What took you?" Sienna asked.

"I, uh… was talking to someone. More importantly, where's Sylvia?" Robyn looked around and was ready to throw hands.

"Speak of the devilin." She pointed behind her.

Sylvia was accompanied by Sally Perrido, and to their surprise, the latter pulled a bulging suitcase along.

"Oh! You managed to convince her?" Cordelius beamed.

"I have." Sylvia nodded. "Everyone, please meet Adventurers Gone Wild's newest addition, Sally Perrido."

Their jaws dropped. Robyn almost forgot about confronting Sylvia because of the revelation.

"What happened with your old man?" Robyn gaped.

"My father has nothing to do with my decision. It will be a pleasure to work with you all! From now on, I'll be performing as an in-house actress under the stage name Town Bus!" Sally squealed excitedly.

Robyn and Sienna slapped a hand to their faces.

On the journey back to Morganta, Robyn sat across from Sylvia and stared her dead in the eyes. Their secretary returned a confused look, but she was otherwise unfazed. It was both hard and not hard to believe that Sylvia could have pulled it off… if it was really her doing. But why? What did she have to gain?

When they arrived home at last in the early evening, the carriage stopped by Robyn and Sienna's apartment. Twinkle, who had been asleep in the draph's pocket the entire way, awoke and fluttered groggily back to Firelight Plaza. For some reason, Sally also got off with them.

"Hope you guys don't mind taking Sally in? She doesn't have a place to stay yet, so maybe you two can spare a couch or something," Cordelius said.

"I have no problem with it. You?" Sienna turned to Robyn.

"Nope, but before you guys leave, I need to speak with Sylvia." Robyn climbed back into the carriage and kicked their director out.

"Hey, this isn't my stop!" he cried.

"I told you, I gotta talk to Sylvia alone!" she exclaimed, shutting the door.

As the carriage lurched forward to its next destination, Robyn steeled herself with a deep breath.

"What is it, Robyn? You've been burning a hole into me the entire way back," Sylvia said.

"Out with it, Sylvia. Did you orchestrate swapping my gender?" Robyn asked seriously.

"I have no idea what you're—"

"Cut the crap. If anyone can do it, it's the secretary. You handle all our schedules. You research ahead of time what awaits us in a dungeon. You're a devilin with mysterious origins. You used to work for the Demon Sovereign. Who are you really? I just gotta know why you turned me into a girl, and what's in it for you?"

The devilin woman's two tails flicked side to side from where it hung off the seat. Her eyes studied Robyn like a magnifying glass. There was definitely something more to Sylvia that she wasn't letting on.

"I didn't work for the Demon Sovereign, Robyn. I am the Demon Sovereign," Sylvia said.

"You're— what?!" Robyn screamed.

"I jest. I'm actually the Demon Sovereign's illegitimate daughter," she corrected herself.

"Oh, okay. Because that's supposed to make it any less outrageous?! Are you really?"

Sylvia nodded meticulously.

The Demon Sovereign plunged the world into chaos many years ago. Only by the combined might of multiple countries setting aside their differences ended his reign of terror. Many devilin races who were previously enslaved went free. Heroes from the Republican Chevaliers and Civil Guard would pay top klein to learn the whereabouts of his daughter.

"So… Uhh… Is this the kind of info where I have to die now that I know?" Robyn gulped.

"Please, Robyn. After I went through the trouble of transforming you? No. You don't need to fear or revere me. As I've stated before, I am now simply the secretary of Adventurers Gone Wild. I would also appreciate it if you continued to treat me the same way before. In the event my identity is revealed to the authorities, I will simply disappear," Sylvia explained as a matter of factly.

"Well… You've always been good to us. Better than Cordy. Okay, but why? Why me?" she asked.

"Why, because you were convenient and Adventurers Gone Wild was struggling financially. There's no big conspiratorial reason, Robyn. I merely felt you would make for a fantastic woman who would do well in the industry, and you did."

Robyn blinked in disbelief. She felt defeated that there wasn't some big world-ending plot to be involved in. Damn the cutthroat capitalistic tendencies of the modern world!

"Robyn," Sylvia continued, "can you truly say that the change has been bad for you? I've been paying close attention to you ever since you joined. You were unhappy. Your posts on XXXitter were a spiral of depressive, self-deprecating jokes about your own masculinity. Or rather, lack thereof. Now? You're on top of the world. You love what you do more than ever. You made friends out of rivals."

"Still, that was my choice. You took away my agency," Robyn said.

"You're right, and I sincerely apologize for selfishly forcing that upon you. I offer you a choice then. As daughter of the Demon Sovereign, I know many of my father's ritual strongholds. That dungeon was among the few as a way to break his enemies. I can find another to turn you back if it is what you want," the devilin offered.

Robyn thought for a moment and rested back against the seat. The carriage screeched to a halt. When Sylvia opened the window, they were in front of the new studio building. If it wasn't for the choices they made until this point, the crew would still be in that dingy old place. She would still be living in that shitty apartment with paper-thin walls. She would never have made friends out of Lilia and Lady Allison… and a rival out of Dame Gwenevier.

"You're not lying to me this time, are you?" Robyn held her gaze.

"No. We can go right now, if you so choose," Sylvia said.

"In that case… nah. Maybe you're right. I'll keep it in my back pocket then, but you owe me! Hazard pay, for one. More vacation days, too."

"Since we're at the studio already, would you like that in writing?" The devilin flashed a truly devilish grin.


Chapter 41

Months after moving into their new apartment, Robyn and Sienna were moving again. This time, however, to accommodate a third resident— Sally Perrido, the elven country girl with a hankering for group sex and a fast growing appetite to explore her sexuality. It wasn't quite the regal ward that was Luminosity, but they were living with the upper class now in Bartofa Residential Block.

Bartofa spanned an elevated section of Morganta City that overlooked Prattle Street and Rambeaux Promenade. The streets were pristine enough to eat off of. Residents up here walked with their noses up high. Merchants didn't bark and holler for attention, and instead displayed their expensive goods behind display windows and security.

The three decided to buy a house together rather than rent an apartment. They had the financial means to do so now, and although Sally had only just started, she left home with a large amount of kleins.

It was a pretty two-story house. A small flower and hedge garden encircled the building with vines growing up the walls. They had a toolshed outside and a short moon tower in the back. Their new home was one of many like it, but… this belonged to them.

"My own house," Robyn said, staring up at the beautiful place. "Thought I'd be renting for my entire life, but here we are."

"I'm so tired… You have so many belongings, and the flight of stairs isn't helping…" Sally dropped a suitcase and wiped the sweat from her brows with a handkerchief.

The flight of stairs being the few steps that initially led up into the house. That added height gave them a little cellar with which Sienna wanted to store wine in later. As Robyn moved to help Sally, someone else beat her to it.

"Here, let me give you a hand." Tomas smiled, picking up the suitcase in her place to bring inside.

"Oh, my. Thank you. What a gentleman!" Sally swooned.

"Hey, gentleman right here who's been carrying your stuff all morning!" Robyn pointed to herself.

While Sally had watched plenty of porn, her experience in the industry was novice at best. Less than amateur. She had her first experience at the Festival of Sharee, and it was a gangbang! At least her passion and drive was there. Cordelius was already having Sylvia schedule her into as many group sex pornos as possible.

A couple of floating balls of light flitted right past Robyn, struggling to carry one of Sally's lamps into the house that was clearly too heavy for them.

"Twinkle, Chilla? You guys good?" Robyn called out.

"We're fine— ahh!" Twinkle gasped as the lamp slipped.

The bulb shattered. Glass went flying everywhere.

"Twink, ya grease-handed chipmunk! I told ya your hands were too sweaty!" Chilla groaned.

"I'm sorry, Sally…" Twinkle sulked and dimmed.

"Don't you worry! As long as you're okay, that's all that matters. I hear pixies love sweets. I have some taffy for you!" Sally offered, causing Twinkle to brighten right back up.

A carriage suddenly rolled to a stop by the curb in front of them. It was a fancy one, likely belonging to a senator or nobleman descending from Luminosity. The window drapes pulled to the side, and an old mustached human with a scowl peered down at them.

Sally, being the naive but ever-kind country bumpkin that she was, approached the carriage with a big smile.

"You must be a neighbor! It's a pleasure to meet you—"

"Don't come any closer. Tsk. They let anyone into Bartofa now? What next? The stench and grime of Prattle Street will spread to Luminosity?" The man spoke with deliberate spite and disgust in each word.

"Pardon, sir. You're holding up traffic." Sylvia dropped by with a surprise visit and shot a glare.

The drapes shut, and the fancy carriage lurched to carry on its way.

"Who stuck a dildo up his ass?" Chilla asked.

"That was Vindel Coppermantle, a senator of the Hamisburg Republic and… the spearhead of a congressional coalition to end the porn industry," Sylvia explained.

"Wait, what? We have limp dick assholes like that running the republic?" Robyn gasped.

"Your lack of knowledge and interest in politics likely contributed to him being there, Robyn. Yes, he is enemy number one to the likes of us. Fortunately for us, he hasn't found much success. Anyway, I'm here to inform you personally that the schedules for your next shoots are ready." The devilin handed each of them a script, and another to Sienna when she came out of the house.

When Robyn glanced down at the first shoot since she got back from Limber, it was like nothing had changed. The studio wanted to throw her to the mercy of dryads for some rope play fetish porn.

"Gangbang with goblins? Yay!" Sally exclaimed gleefully.

"Titty sucking, huh? I'll do it, but Cordy is starting to push the line." Sienna folded her arms.

For Robyn, she was less focused on their future shoots and more on their secretary. It was wild to think they were all none the wiser of Sylvia's true identity as the Demon Sovereign's daughter. The devilin herself was eyeing her, as though gauging whether or not she intended to spill.

"Don't let me keep you three from celebrating moving into your new home." Sylvia bowed before going on her way. "Oh, and when you get the chance, you should check on how well your latest shoot did."

Latest shoot? Sylvia must be referring to the Sharee's Maiden one.

"Do actresses normally not have very many lines? My only instructions are to let the goblins do as they please. Not that I mind!" Sally was flipping through the few pages of her script, panting heavily as though reading some hardcore erotica.

"Welcome to working in porn." Robyn and Sienna planted a hand onto her shoulders.

They entered their new house to soak in the majesty of it. The entrance had a small foyer leading into the living room, and behind it was the kitchen with a fully functioning enchanted stove and refrigerator. Each of the three bedrooms upstairs had their own bathroom.

"First things first!" Sienna popped open a bottle of wine for the occasion.

Right away, Sally went to flirt with Tomas.

"So, you must have been working in the industry long. Do you have any tips and tricks for a gal to make a man feel good?" Sally asked.

"W-Well… uh…" Tomas gulped, not used to having someone come onto him so hard.

"Sally!" Robyn went to his rescue. "Your shoot is tomorrow, right? Nervous?"

"Oh, no. Not at all! In fact, I'm extremely… excited… hehe… I hope those goblins make a mess out of me. If they kidnap me after, I'll be okay with that!" she exclaimed.

Robyn and Tomas blinked in disbelief at how depraved this woman was. One year away from 30. Pressed under an overbearing father's thumb her whole life. Now free in the city, she had every intention of making up for all those years.

"Yeaaaahhh… moving on, you wanna check on how our first porno did? Technically, it's your debut shoot." Robyn flipped open her laptop.

Everyone gathered around. When Robyn navigated to the website that tracked and compiled all things porn, their eyes snapped to the top of the Best Sellers List. They gasped. It wasn't Dame Gwenevier's flick at the top. Instead—

"Country Elf Whores?!" The entire room erupted into laughter.

"That's what Cordy named the fucking flick?" Robyn gaped.

"Is this good? Does that mean we made it?" Sally searched them for answers.

"Really good." Sienna nodded. "Dame Gwen is the biggest porn star in the world. All of her stuff tops the charts. Sure, Robyn is plenty popular, but for you to be on there as a debut means you're a big hit. That's sure to put your next shoot in the top 10 at least."

The exuberant Sally downed her glass of wine in an instant and asked for more. Celebrations lasted through the night. By the end of it, Twinkle and Chilla had passed out in a bowl of spiked chocolate. Tomas was lying face down on the couch. Robyn and Sienna carried Sally into her room, then went around cleaning the place.

"You sober?" Robyn asked as they picked up bottles around the living room.

"Man, I never even got tipsy. Maybe we do drink too much," Sienna said.

They decided to take a trip to the moon tower out back. A spiral staircase led them all the way to the top, where a small room with a domed glass ceiling offered them a view of the night sky. Suffice to say, this place was worth every klein. The district's elevated geography brought them much closer to the stars than if they were on Rambeaux Promenade.

"So, you and Vred. Anything going on there?" Sienna teased somewhat cautiously.

"Don't tempt me with a good time. I have him on speed dial! But, uh… I have someone else in mind. During the Sharee's Maiden fuckfest, there were plenty of guys pining for me and got it. Asked me to marry them and shit. I couldn't picture myself with any of 'em," Robyn said.

"Can… you picture yourself with me?" she turned to ask.

Robyn briefly locked eyes with Sienna, then snapped away. They both did. Their faces were redder than any amount of alcohol could possibly make them. Her chest was beating much faster. Weird. She had always been able to look her draph friend in the eyes. Something changed.

"The alcohol's probably getting to us after all. Wanna turn in?" Robyn thumbed over her shoulder.

Pouting, Sienna grabbed Robyn by the face. They stared at each other for a few seconds. When neither could take it any longer, the two started making out. Their tongues vied for control between their lips, but it became increasingly clear that Sienna's was stronger. Clothes went flying in every direction.

Robyn was lying on her back with Sienna between her legs. That thick tongue that was in her mouth was now performing cunnilingus on Robyn's pussy.

"Fuuuck!" Robyn howled, her hands finding purchase on Sienna's horns.

Having someone who knew how to eat pussy was a mind-blowing experience. Her entire body was on fire. She didn't know what to do with her legs other than to kick and writhe as Sienna got more intense.

"You might be getting more popular than me, Robyn. But I've got you beat," Sienna said.

"I didn't know… mmmh… this was a competition… God, I'm cumming… fuck— aahhhhhh!" Robyn's eyes rolled back, and she screamed in ecstasy.

Lips and chin dripping with nectar, Sienna went in for another kiss. Robyn threw both arms around her neck. Their tongues swapped spit and pussy juices. They clasped each other's right hands and pressed their pussies together.

As the two scissored, their engorged clits throbbing with pleasure, Robyn looked her friend straight in the eyes. The feverish tribbing continued to build until both of them neared climax.

"I love this… Shit, it's so good!" Sienna squeezed her eyes shut.

"See! I can drive you crazy, too… Crap… Nope, that makes both of us… nngh!" Robyn came at the same time as Sienna did.

Their legs trembled so much, neither could stand up. The two laid side by side next to each other, eyes gazing back up to the stars again. It was quiet except for the sounds of distant carriages and wagons rolling by and their heavy panting.

"That just happened," Sienna mumbled.

Compared to all the other times they did it on camera, this time was different. There was more passion. More… comfort. They had been friends for a long time and were there for each other during the tough times, too.

"You wanna go out with me?" Robyn asked finally.

"Yes…" Sienna answered sheepishly.

When did it start? Robyn wasn't sure. Maybe Sienna knew. It was a miracle neither had developed feelings for each other until now. However, it felt right.

"Ground rules?" Robyn sat up.

"We're both adult actors, so I don't give a rat's ass about fucking other people on the job. Outside of that? I want you for myself," Sienna said seriously.

"Deal. Well, damn. You wanna take this back to my room?" she offered.

Sienna raised an intrigued brow.


Chapter 42

The next day, Robyn and Sienna told everyone the good news at the new studio. Their reactions were all positive, and only some were mixed.

"Congratulations, you two!" Sylvia smiled.

"This is great. We can use this. We'll have a shoot where you two reveal to the world you're dating. Robyn and Milky. The lesbian power couple! The dykes will eat this shit up!" Cordelius exclaimed with money signs in his eyes.

"Fuck you, Cordy. You ain't profiting off our relationship. Be glad we're still working as actresses here," Robyn said.

"That's so cute! I had no idea you two took a fancy to each other." Sally grabbed their hands in her own.

"Stop it… this is a little embarrassing for us, too." Sienna rubbed the back of her head.

Robyn woke up today feeling like a million kleins. New house. Nabbed the top spot over Dame Gwen. Got a girlfriend. Today couldn't get any better.

The crew was about to leave for Sally's first real porno shoot when two Republican Chevaliers burst into the building. One of them unrolled a parchment to read off.

"Adventurers Gone Wild, in accordance to the recently-passed legislation, The Hamisburg Obscenity Act, you are hereby compelled to cease all operations until it is determined that no illegal activity, defined by the statute as public intoxication, acts of pornographic intent in public, illicit drug use, sex trafficking, and any yet defined is taking place within the place of business."

Everyone was stunned.

"What?" Cordelius flew right up to them. "You can't keep us from making porn. This is a free country!"

"We urge you to comply!" One of the Chevaliers shoved Cordelius against the wall.

"Ow! Stop! My arm doesn't twist that way!" he cried.

Sylvia stepped in to try and ease the tensions. "There must be a mistake. According to what you just stated, we haven't committed any of the aforementioned illegal activities."

However, a familiar man that Robyn recognized from yesterday strutted in. Senator Vindel Coppermantle.

"Then you will have nothing to worry about! Until then, stand back and allow the Chevaliers to conduct their investigations. Or… do you have something to hide?" Coppermantle smirked while pulling on one side of his mustache like a cartoon villain.

Robyn clicked her tongue. It looked like today could get worse, at least.

The two Chevaliers kicked the entire crew to the curb, and a third outside blocked the entrance. When Robyn checked XXXitter, everyone was up in arms about what was going on. Adventurers Gone Wild wasn't the only studio getting hit. Lilia's Damsel. Lady Allison and her agent Zanza, too, even though they were independents. Businesses like Enchanted Touch and Sword & Sheath were also being scrutinized simply for their association to the porno industry.

"How long is this gonna take? We got money to make here!" Cordelius yelled at the Chevalier in front of the door.

"Step back or be forced back!" the knight ordered.

Cordelius hid behind Sylvia. His bruises were still fresh from the earlier beating, and he probably didn't want any more.

A few more minutes of meandering around, and Senator Coppermantle returned with the Chevalier pair. The man was grinning ear to ear, and his mustache was flared up because of it.

"As I expected. Dryad pollen." The senator lifted up a pristine glass vial with fine yellow powder within it. "Found inside Cordelius Pinkerton's office desk."

"What? That's not mine, I swear!" Cordelius exclaimed in panic.

The others glanced around. It didn't belong to them either.

"Wait a minute," Robyn chimed in. "Something doesn't add up. Cordy wouldn't spend a klein on a drug like that!"

"Yeah!" Cordelius nodded.

"He's too much of a cheapskate. He'd sooner prostitute us to fans for an extra klein—"

"Hey, where are you going with this?" he muttered.

"Cordy would rather line his pockets with money than drugs. There's no way it belongs to him," she said.

Everyone else agreed in unison, and the Chevaliers were getting restless. Even they were in agreement, because Cordelius' hoarding greed was well-known. The senator, however, wasn't having it.

"Be that as it may," Coppermantle began with a growl, "you have been found in possession of narcotics, an illegal substance. Your kind are likely partying it up with the likes of the mob to acquire it. Know that we shall get to the bottom of this! In the meantime, Cordelius will be placed under arrest, and Adventurers Gone Wild is not permitted to operate. You may continue to enter and leave your building, but do not let us find you working."

The three Chevaliers apprehended Cordelius amidst shouts and protests, but there was nothing anyone could do about it. They threw him into the back of a carriage.

"I'm innocent, I tell ya! Innocent!" Cordelius howled before they shut the door in his face.

"I'll go with him. We might be able to work out a bail and get him released soon," Sylvia said, then went to hound the Chevaliers into letting her in.

"Hang on, when the hell can we start working again?" Sienna confronted the senator.

"Oh?" Coppermantle flashed a smirk while twirling his mustache. "You may file an appeal to the Department of Obscenity Investigation, a new arm of government established by the Hamisburg Obscenity Act … when we finally have a building up and running."

With that, the senator entered the carriage and left them without their director and jobs.

"That piece of shit must've planted that pollen," Sienna said what everyone was thinking.

"Does… Does this mean I won't be getting gangbanged by goblins?" Sally asked, pressing her index fingers together.

"I think this means we won't be filming you having sex at all." Robyn sighed.

A heavy hand fell atop Robyn's shoulder.

"Dane and I're headed to the pub. If there ain't anything to film, I guess the two of us are outta the job," Skip said.

The two cameramen of the studio dragged their feet on the way out, just as disappointed as the rest of them about this turn of events. Robyn figured they might as well drown their sorrows in beer, too.

However, upon arriving at Club Reguard, the place was surrounded by Republican Chevaliers. Like, surrounded. The block was cordoned off. Don Gordia and Stitz were being led into carriages. It was a disaster. They returned home to sulk in sorrow instead.

"This Obscenity Act is bullshit!" Robyn threw herself onto the couch and groaned.

"We should stick a magic wand up the senator's ass and shoot fire into him!" Twinkle suggested to everyone's horror.

"You've been hanging out with Chilla too much, haven't you?" Sienna asked.

"Yes…" she replied in embarrassment.

"There must be something we can do. I only just started my career!" Sally pouted.

Robyn's phone started ringing. When she picked it up, the secretary was on the other end.

"Bad news. I can't get Cordelius out of jail," Sylvia said.

"Well, shit. What happened?" Robyn asked.

"He refuses to post bail," she explained defeatedly.

"Is he dumb? The bail money is eventually returned to him in full!" Sienna put a hand to her face.

Sylvia would keep them updated on Cordelius' situation. Until then, all of their pornos were going to be delayed until further notice. The royalty checks would continue coming, so everything was fine in the finances for now. Unfortunately, none of them were porn stars. Those checks were going to dwindle in time. Crew members like Dane, Skip, and other studio hands got the short end of the stick. They needed work now. It made sense why those two went to drink after hearing the news.

Something started rumbling. It felt like an earthquake. Twinkle flew up to the window and gasped.

"Guys, look! There's a nudist parade going on!" Twinkle exclaimed.

Robyn, Sally, and Sienna went over to investigate. Thousands of naked women were marching towards Luminosity. They held picket signs, had their bodies painted, and chanted loudly. The magically-inclined among them fired magic into the sky to draw attention, and others amplified their voices without a megaphone.

"What's going on out there?" Robyn opened the window to ask.

"Hey, Robyn!" A naked cocoa-skinned elf, who was holding a sign that read 'Fuck Coppermantle', detached from the main group to meet her. "You're moving up in the world. Haven't seen you at the Pearl lately. Find yourself a new lay?"

Pearl was a brothel down in Prattle Street. This woman must have been one of the prostitutes she had slept with for company.

"Oh, I… uh… Yeah. I'm actually seeing someone now…" Robyn made glances at Sienna.

"Awww, cute! Congrats, you! Anyway, not to rain on your fun, but we're protesting the Hamisburg Obscenity Act. That senator hit the lower parts of the city yesterday and moved his way up. Brothels, casinos, cabaret clubs… you name it. We're outta the job because of him. If he hates obscenity so much, we'll see how he likes it in front of his mansion in Luminosity. You still working in porn, right? Y'all wanna join us?" she asked.

"To walk around bare naked… for everyone in the city to see? Would I ever!" Sally managed to strip off her top before Robyn and Sienna stopped the idiot.

"We're on your side, but we'll take a rain check on protesting!" Sienna exclaimed and shut the window.

They forced the shirt back on a disappointed Sally and checked the news. Television and web, everyone was talking about the Hamisburg Obscenity Act. It was enacted across the entire republic. No one was safe from it. All thanks to Senator Vindel Coppermantle.

To no surprise, every name from Dame Gwenevier to a no name camgirl in the industry expressed their disapproval on XXXitter. Citizens of the republic were split on the issue. On one hand, as long as there was nothing illegal going on, they were able to continue producing porn as usual. On the other, how many bogus investigations screwed over legitimate establishments?

"Fuck it," Robyn said, drawing her friends' attention. "We make our own films."

"What? You heard the senator. We're going to get arrested," Sienna argued.

"Only if we're operating under Adventurers Gone Wild. Who says we can't just go out with a camera and happen to film one of us getting it on?" she suggested coyly.

"But what will we ever do without the rest of the crew?" Sally asked.

Robyn had just the thing. Having worked in the porn industry for as long as she did earned quite the long list of contacts. Networking was the key to success. She just needed to make a few calls to the right people.

The first to arrive in the afternoon was Tammy Rocan.

"Swank place ya got here! I still can't thank ya enough for modeling my armor back then. Here, I got what ya need." Tammy put down a crate and cracked it open with her bare hands.

Inside were several pieces of bikini armor. The half-orc armorer's newest line of equipment.

"Oh, my!" Sally pulled one out and held it against her body. "I recognize this from Robyn's Genderbent Adventurer Gets Fucked by Her Party film!"

"Geh. What haven't you watched?!" Robyn groaned.

"You still haven't told us what the plan is," Sienna said.

"We're going to adapt a famous mythical story and call it, Queen Arthur and the Dildo in the Stone. The three of us are the stars in it, but I want Sally to be the main actress. It's not going to be produced officially. Coppermantle's gonna bust us harder than a virgin busts his first nut when he finds out. We'll upload the whole thing to XXXitter for free and use it as a call to arms. Our fans love us. They shell out hundreds of kleins for our porn. We mobilize them to pressure Hamisburg into repealing the Obscenity Act. See? A long shot, right?"

However, one by one, the others expressed their desire to do this.

After Tammy, the dildo company, Enchanted Touch, sent a representative to deliver Robyn what she asked for. A large boulder prop with an ornately-designed dildo plunged into it. The thick, throbbing veins had gold accents running up and down the shaft. The glans were bulbous and glistening.

"Sheesh. How did they make something like this already? You only called them a few hours ago, right?" Sienna asked.

"The power of a multi-million klein company." Robyn shrugged.

"Wow… Is this going to be my Excalibur? It's so… big…" Sally gulped hard and caressed it.

Dressed in bikini armor and with the prop in hand, they hailed a carriage to the Civil Guard. Robyn couldn't hire Dane and Skip to film them. Those two were members of the Cinematographer's Guild, so any and all work associated with filming demanded pay. Pay meant a money trail that the Obscenity Act could bring down the hammer on.

In order to get around that, Robyn brought them to the Civil Guard to hire a few adventurers to be their cameramen. Rosey and Nelson jumped to their feet as soon as they saw her enter.

"Hi, hi! I was so surprised to get a call from you, but Nelson and I are down to shoot your porn," Rosey said.

They went over to the receptionist to fill out the necessary paperwork.

Lorna jotted everything down and looked up with a smile. "In exchange for Rosey and Nelson's services, you intend to pay them the sum of 100 kleins each. Shall I put Adventurers Gone Wild down as the client?"

"Nah. Just put it down as Robyn Clemrose. We're not shooting for the studio. This is just a personal project," Robyn said.

"Very well. Everything is in order, and… " She lowered her voice to a whisper. "The Civil Guard has a rather… hostile relationship with Senator Coppermantle after he tried to sever Republic backing a few years back. You have our support if you ever need it!"

The more Robyn learned of this guy, the less she liked him. Luckily, a paper trail from the Civil Guard officially stating that this wasn't a job from the studio gave them a lot of leeway. They took another carriage out of Morganta to film in the wilderness, but city guards and Republican Chevaliers stopped them at the gate.

"Halt! Aren't you folks with that porn studio, Adventurers Gone Wild? I'd recognize those tits anywhere!" one guard remarked after taking a gander at Sienna's boobs.

"Tch. These Chevys are gonna stop us," Robyn cursed under her breath.

They were surprised to come face to face with Vanessa Durang of the Republican Chevaliers. This couldn't get any worse…

"What's the hold up here, knights?" Vanessa asked.

"Marshal! It's Adventurers Gone Wild. They have cameras inside. We suspect they intend to film even though they were told to cease operations," a Chevy explained.

"I swear, that's not true!" Robyn interjected. "The law doesn't say we can't shoot home porn for ourselves, right? We're not doing business."

"We have the papers to prove it, ma'am." Rosey handed over her copy of the quest notice for the marshal to look over.

Everyone in the carriage swallowed hard and waited with bated breath.

"The Civil Guard's client clearly states Robyn Clemrose and not the studio itself. I see no crime here. Guards, Chevaliers. Return to your posts," Vanessa ordered them.

"Wawawa… My heart was about to jump out of my chest…" Twinkle deflated.

"Thanks, Vanessa. You saved our skin… Was that okay though?" Robyn asked.

"I'm not sure what you mean," she said, playing the fool. "I was telling the truth when I mentioned you committed no crime. Oh, and hehe… I look forward to seeing your next film…"

Robyn shuddered. Well, it helped having fans in high places.

They reached the wilderness outside of Morganta safely and without being bothered by the authorities anymore. Setting up the scene was a pain. Their test shot was too dark, and that wasn't Twinkle's problem. The canopy just covered too much sunlight, and having the pixie be too bright also made for a bad shot. Uneven terrain also left them scrambling to properly right the cameras on their tripods without tipping over. They were also making up lines on the spot that didn't jive with each other.

It was dawning on Robyn that a lot of work went into shooting porn than simply filming. Sylvia, Cordelius, Skip, Dane, and everyone else weren't present to help. But finally, after an hour of tinkering with the cameras and Twinkle's brightness, they were ready to film something.

Robyn as Lancelot, Sienna as Percival, and Sally as Queen Arthur, all dressed in slutty bikini armor, traipsed up to a lake and were surprised to find it at last.

"The dildo in the stone… it's really real!" Sienna gasped.

"Merlin was right. Let me try," Robyn said, spitting into her hand and trying to pull it out with little success.

Even with Sienna's incredible strength, she was unable to yank it out of the stone.

"Don't you two remember what Merlin said? Only the worthy can pull it from the stone, and you have to use your pussy. Stand back and watch." Sally marched up to the boulder and gradually lowered her pussy down to it.

The dildo slipped inside. Sally gasped sweetly and trembled intensely. Her body shuddered all over. Her eyes rolled back a little.

"Is it working, Arthur?" Robyn asked.

"Mm… I think so…" Sally murmured while moving up and down the shaft.

"We should help. Better than just standing here. Lancelot, take her from the front!" Sienna exclaimed.

"Eh? Eehh?" Their Arthur squealed as Robyn licked her clit, and Sienna rimmed her from behind.

Sally's knees buckled. She dropped down several more inches on the dildo.

"Aahhh! Stop… not so hard… ooh… being assaulted… from two places at once… is unfair! Oh, my goodness… I-I feel Excalibur coming loose… It's coming… coming… I'm cumming!" Sally screamed.

Robyn and Sienna backed away as Sally climaxed. The dildo slid out of the stone. She fell backwards with the sex toy still plugged into her pussy.

"You did it, Arthur!" Robyn cheered.

"Hahh… mmmh… does that mean… I'm worthy?" Sally asked.

"Wielding that dildo means you're the chosen queen to rule the Kingdoms of Cameltoe," Sienna said, pulling Sally to her feet.

The three of them embraced. Their breasts squished against each other, and the cameras drew closer to capture that moment. Nelson popped an erection and tried hard to focus on filming.

Wielding the dildo drenched in her pussy juices, Sally turned to the camera and said, "This is only just the beginning, for we are the Bimbos of the Round Table! Huzzah!"

"Huzzah!" Robyn and Sienna exclaimed.

Riding the high on filming their first scene, Robyn rewatched it from the top and the blood drained from her face. The film was so god damn cringe that she had zero urge to publish it on XXXitter. The lighting was bad. The camera angles were bad. Their lines were terrible.

Once they returned home and thanked the Civil Guards, they collapsed onto the couch in the living room and sulked.

"No fucking way are we putting that on the web," Robyn said.

"I say we go for it. What's the harm?" Sienna insisted.

"The harm is becoming a laughing stock! I also want Sally's debut flick to be good!" She sighed heavily.

"H-Hey, would it be alright if we practiced having lesbian sex?" Sally asked anxiously.

They shot her a look of disbelief until a knock came to their front door. It was late. Who could it possibly be at this time of night? Robyn got her answer after opening the door.

Lilia, and she wasn't the only one. Blowjob Queen Yaya, Lady Allison, and Dame Gwenevier were there.

"I don't recall sending you guys an invitation to a party," Robyn said and was about to close the door until Lilia kicked it open.

"Word on the street is you're shooting a porno despite the Obscenity Act. We want in," Lilia said.

Robyn blinked incredulously at them.

"I can be the terrifying gorgon, Medusa, who petrifies the heroes and sexually torments their stone bodies!" Yaya hissed.

"That's not even Arthurian legend anymore!" Robyn retorted.

"I say we take the offer. Looking at how we did, I think we need their help." Sienna was watching the scene again and having a hard time stifling her laughter.

"Well, truce?" Dame Gwen stuck a hand out to Robyn.

"Truce." She clasped the succubus' hand.

Meanwhile, someone was breathing so heavily that the living room was getting hot. They turned to the culprit, Sally, who was struck dumb by all the porn stars in one place.

"I'm in heaven… the succubus, Dame Gwenevier? Yaya? Lady Allison?! Coming to the city was the best decision of my life!" Sally cried, only to fall over and faint from panting so hard.

"What's up with her?" Allison peered over Gwen's shoulder to ask.

"That… is the star of our porno." Robyn sighed.


Chapter 43

Thanks to the help from the big three, Robyn's amateur home video project was beginning to look like a studio-backed porno. The more they worked on it, the more people caught wind and wanted to help. Tomas, for one. With Adventurers Gone Wild shut down, he gave the crew a hand by being a member of the cast, filling in the illustrious role of Queen Arthur's advisor, Merlin, who was an enchanter and druid.

Dame Gwenevier volunteered to be the titular antagonist, the witch Morgana. Her natural resting bitch face made the succubus a perfect villain. Lilia assumed the role of Lady Guen, the love interest. Allison chose the role of the Lady of the Lake, Nimue. Lastly, and for whatever god damn reason, Yaya refused to be anything other than the gorgon, Medusa, so they had Enchanted Touch fashion her a headdress made of writhing penises rather than snakes.

Everything was coming together. They had already refilmed the first scene so that it appeared a lot more professional. In fact, Robyn was having a lot of fun in the directorial role. She might even have a knack in directing porn. At this rate, there was a good chance of finishing by the end of the week.

The problem was, if someone saw what they were working on, the Republican Chevaliers would be on them like flies to a carcass.

"You still worried?" Sienna asked after taking a swig from her waterskin and passing it over.

Robyn savored the cool and refreshing drink. The group just got done filming another scene. They were taking five before getting back to it, so the two of them took their break behind some foliage for some privacy. She wiped the sweat off her face and sighed.

"If Senator Asshole catches a whiff of this, we're screwed. Of course, I'm worried. It's more than about us going back to work. There's so many people who are depending on us. Also, as Sally's senior in the industry, I want her to have a good impression of working in porn," Robyn explained.

Her new girlfriend giggled. Ever since they started dating, Robyn had been floating. Every little thing Sienna did became important to her, enough to warrant committing to memory.

"I still remember you bitching about not getting paid enough to buy beer. Remember what the silver lining you told me was?" Sienna flashed a teasing smile.

"Wait, I don't remember! What did I say?" Robyn asked.

"You said, 'At least I get to bang a big hot babe like you' to me," she reminded her and cracked up.

Robyn went red in the face. She did not remember that, but it did sound like something that would come out of her mouth.

Sienna continued, "What I'm trying to get at is, you were a lot more crass and selfish back then. But you were also sweet about it. You also stuck up for me whenever people called me Milky. I always get warm and fuzzy because you still called me by my actual name. I liked that."

"Well, it got me a big hot babe like you as my girlfriend." Robyn grinned.

The two of them leaned in for a kiss. Robyn gasped as Sienna's fingers slipped into her pants. She did the same to the draph, and they rubbed each other's clits to get themselves off.

"Fuck, you're getting better…" Sienna muttered breathily.

"I have to, because damn, do I love how you sound getting off," Robyn said, plunging two fingers to her pussy.

Their bodies tensed up. It was still early in the afternoon, but both of them saw stars as they climaxed.

"Whew… If doing porn goes up in smokes, there's this new thing called streaming. I bet some girl on girl action, especially with two actresses like us, can get pretty popular on it." Sienna smirked.

"If that means getting to fuck you more often, then count me in!" Robyn grabbed a horn intending to pull Sienna in for another kiss when someone stumbled through the foliage.

They stared down at Sally, whose inelegant face plant into the ground had interrupted them.

"Oh, uhh… H-Hello. We drew straws on who should tell you two that break is over…" Sally stammered.

Robyn and Sienna traded laughter before helping Sally up and returning to the others. The next scene was being set up, and everyone was getting into place.

"What took you two lovebirds?" Lilia asked, her arms folded and in the middle of being fanned by groupies.

"Just taking our sweet ass time. Alright, everyone. In the next scene, Queen Arthur will be training with Merlin to face the evil fae forces of Morgana! Is our extra here yet?" Robyn searched the field.

Tomas led a giant, bare-chested elven man made of muscle up to them. His hair was worn in dreads. Tattoos of animals had been inscribed onto his skin. The leather pelt of a dead beast wrapped around his waist. Already, Sally was panting heavily at the sight of this man.

"Here he is," Tomas began nervously. "Nelson introduced him to us. He's also a member of the Civil Guard, but are you… sure about this?"

"Yep. Merlin's a druid in the legends. We need a druid for this next part. Nice to meet you, uhm?" Robyn stuck out a hand, but the elven man didn't budge.

"My name is Kural. I'm as old as a mature sequoia tree. In my past, I was enslaved by a conclave of devilins belonging to a sex cult. They had me transform into all manner of creatures for their depraved orgies," he said.

"Nobody asked, but we're glad to have you on board! Can you turn into a worg for us?" she asked.

Kural's hairy chest became even more hairy. A coat of fur spread across his body. Bones cracked to reshape into that of a four-legged, hulking beast with a hump on its back.

"Am I going to have sex with him like that?" Sally asked.

"Yeah, but if you're against it—"

"I'm not! Not at all! To be taken by such a beastly creature… Oh, I can't wait. I wonder if his penis is different from what I'm normally used to? Please, let it be big! Please!" the depraved actress begged.

"Who is she again?" Dame Gwen sauntered up from behind, looking taken aback by Sally's eagerness.

Robyn was petrified for a moment. She had almost forgotten that they recently robbed Dame Gwenevier's latest porno for the best sellers chart.

"Her name is Sally… the same girl who was gangbanged with me in my last work. Don't even think about charming her like you did me," Robyn warned.

"Since when did you grow fangs? So, that's her. You have nothing to worry about from me. Not that our rivalry matters anymore when the Obscenity Act is in the way," Gwen said before returning to her carriage to rest.

It was hard to take Gwen's antagonisms seriously when she had been putting in the most effort after Robyn. From her own pockets, the succubus had provided them food and refreshments during every shoot. The cameras came from her own company. Her association with big brands got them a lot of freebies that would have otherwise cost a lot of money. Like the costumes, props, and set designs.

Another reason why Robyn couldn't let anyone's goodwill go to waste.

"Okay, Tomas! You're going to be dubbing over Kural in post, so just dip out after transformation, relax, and watch Sally get railed by a worg. Everyone, good? Ready? Action!" Robyn channeled her inner Cordelius and signaled to the crew.

Queen Arthur and Merlin faced each other in front of a lake. In her hand was the mythical sword, Excalibur. However, unlike before, it was currently limp.

"I don't get it, Merlin. It was erect when I pulled it out of the stone! Why isn't it hard anymore? Am I not worthy?" Queen Arthur pleaded to her advisor.

"Arthur, it isn't enough to just be worthy of Excalibur. If you do not know how to wield it, then it is merely a limp dildo in your hands. Clearly, my teachings have been insufficient. We need to take a different approach, but are you prepared?" Merlin asked.

"Yes! I'll do anything to be able to wield Excalibur hard and erect!" She nodded passionately.

Merlin placed a hand on Queen Arthur and smiled. However, that same smile vanished as quickly as it came. After Tomas ducked away from the cameras, Kural came in to take his place as a worg.

"M-Merlin… You can't possibly mean… No. I mustn't waver. As Queen Arthur… As a Bimbo of the Round Table… Train my unworthy sheath so that I may wield Excalibur again!" Arthur exclaimed and dropped down to all fours with her ass up to the druid.

"Was that how the script went?" Sienna leaned in to ask.

"Nope. But I like where this is going," Robyn said.

Kural, as Merlin beastshaped into a worg, pressed his snout against Arthur's wet slit. She squealed when he began lapping at her pussy. The new sensation might be too much for her to bear. Her arms were shaking. Her eyes rolled back.

"Oh, Merlin… your tongue is so strong… it's making me feel so good!" Queen Arthur moaned and squeezed her breasts.

The worg peeled away and mounted her. His veiny red cock poked and prodded for the entrance. Arthur threw her head back as it plunged into her pussy. Like an actual beast, Kural pummeled her repeatedly. His hips pumped so fast it became a blur.

"Your dick is ruining my insides! Aahhhhh! But… But it's working… I feel Excalibur getting hard again! Fuck my unworthy pussy… Give me your knot! I want it so bad!" Arthur cried deliriously.

The dildo gradually went from a limp noodle to a fully erect schlong while the two of them were rutting like animals. Merlin pinned her down with a forepaw on her back and clamped his jaws lightly over her neck like a predator going for the kill. He shoved his bulbous knot into Arthur, locking her pussy tight and shooting his payload deep into her.

"Yes, yes… Yes! It's so hot… my womb is so full of your worg cum, Merlin! Look… Excalibur is erect again… your training worked, but I might be knocked up with your puppies…" Arthur panted.

Sally was going off-script now, too caught up in the moment to realize. At least that would pander to some crowds. Robyn was about to call cut and move onto the next scene until a squad of Republican Chevaliers led by Vanessa Durang barged in. Knights on horseback blocked the cameras and corralled the crew. A carriage rolled in, and the despicable senator emerged from it.

"What do we have here? Breaking the law, I presume?" Senator Coppermantle asked, but when his eyes fell upon Sally being knotted by Kural in worg form, his expression soured to disgust. "By god, how foul! Intercourse with non-humanoid races is against the law. I'll see you degenerates charged!"

"Sorry, Senator. No laws are being broken here. Unless you're trying to tell me druids aren't a race with rights?" Robyn asked.

On cue, Kural returned to his elven form. He and Sally were still connected at the hips though.

"Tch. You're still in violation of the Obscenity Act for filming. I know all of you. Each of your studios and companies should not be operating. Yet here you are." The senator smirked like he had them by the balls.

In reality…

"Unfortunately, we aren't operating under our studios. You just happened to waltz into a home porno that we're making. Nothing in the Obscenity Act says we can't film for personal use." Robyn sneered.

"B-But you're still shooting in public! This is indecent exposure," Coppermantle growled, not at all willing to budge.

"Is it?" Lilia chimed in. "We're nowhere near the city. Are you going to charge Chevys, adventurers, and travelers for changing in the wilds? Or bathing in a body of water from now on?"

"I've had enough. Marshal, arrest these harlots!" he demanded.

"On what grounds, Senator? As a Chevalier, I cannot lay a hand on those I've sworn to protect. Especially those who have not broken any laws," Vanessa explained, much to Robyn's relief.

Yaya and Allison surrounded the sweating senator, bearing down on him with their piercing glares. Well, the lamia's silly headdress full of wriggling dildos was really what scared the guy.

"We're waiting, Senator. What laws did we break?" Robyn asked.

"This isn't over!" Coppermantle retreated back to his carriage, slammed the door shut, and opened a window to yell out of. "Legislations can be amended. Just you wait!"

"They can also be repealed!" Sienna shouted as the carriage sped away.

"Chevaliers, homeward!" Vanessa ordered, then glanced back at Robyn and nodded.

Robyn put a hand over her chest. It was beating so hard, she might need to go to a doctor and get checked out. Thank goodness a Chevalier marshal was a fan of her porn and on their side.

"Are they… gone?" Dame Gwen peeked out of her carriage like a frightened puppy.

"What? The Chevys can scare a big bad succubus like yourself?" Robyn joked.

Gwen shot Robyn a death stare. There was magic in that look. She dropped to the ground, knees trembling and on the verge of climaxing.

"Hey, hey. Keep your succubus magic off my girl," Sienna said, coming between them.

The magic waned. Gwen returned to her carriage. With Sienna's help, Robyn got to her feet and brushed the dirt off her clothes. It sounded like she had hit a nerve with that comment. Did Gwen and the Chevaliers have history or something?

"Is it finally time for my scene? Finally?" Yaya interrupted Robyn's train of thought.

Right. For the next scene, Queen Arthur put Merlin's training to the test and goes to fight Medusa with the Bimbos of the Round Table. Sally, however, was still twitching on the ground. She seemed blissfully unaware of what had just transpired.

"Let's give Sally five before we move onto the next scene," Robyn suggested.


Chapter 44

After returning home from a long day of filming, Robyn, Sienna, and Sally slumped down onto the sofas in the living room. They only had a few more scenes, and Senator Coppermantle's threats proved useless against them.

"Sally, you still smell like worg cum. Can you go take a bath before you stink up the place?" Robyn groaned.

"Really?" Sally sniffed herself and frowned. "Oops. In that case, don't mind if I do~"

When the bubbly new actress skipped into her room, Sienna started giving Robyn the bedroom eyes. They were about to turn in for the night when someone knocked on their front door.

"Damn it. Who is it this late at night?" Sienna sighed.

They went to open the door, and instead of a bunch of porn actresses, it was only Gwen this time around.

"Dame Gwen! You're here to charm Sally after all?!" Robyn jumped back and took an aggressive stance.

"Ugh. Get over yourselves. I'm not here to charm anyone. I just wanted to talk about earlier. Can I come in?" Gwen asked.

Robyn and Sienna stepped aside to let the succubus in. Her sharp, demonic eyes scanned the entire place as if judging the accommodations. Or rather, the lack thereof.

"This better be good, Gwen. I was about to have some hot lesbian sex with my girlfriend." Robyn thumbed over to Sienna, who was nodding and just as peeved.

"Honeymoon phase, huh? Alright, listen… It wasn't the Chevys that got me riled up. It was… Senator Vindel Coppermantle. The truth is, he sponsored a personal commission years ago." Gwen said.

The two of them recoiled.

"Wait, that dickwad prude? Sponsored you?" Sienna gasped.

"You better believe it. The flick was the most depraved thing you could ever imagine. I wasn't proud of it, but if this brings him and the Obscenity Act down, I'm willing to tell you guys everything," Gwen explained, clasping her hands together and pinching her thumb.

It started ten years ago. This was before Gwenevier Atrocia became known as Dame Gwenevier. She was a succubus who had just turned 18. Succubus was a subrace of an encompassing race collectively called devilins. As an imp, Cordelius was also a devilin. So was Sylvia, a devil, though hers was the root from which it was derived.

Following the end of the Demon Sovereign's reign, many devilins sought refuge in other countries. The Republic of Hamisburg being one of them. Fortunately, an existing population of devilins within the republic eased the public's perception of these newcomers, even though they were warring against each other not long ago.

Hamisburg's population ballooned overnight. Many needed jobs that just weren't available. Some went homeless. Others found communities in the slums around Prattle Street. The few, like Sylvia whose suspect background had been kept under wraps, gritted through climbing ladders with spiked rungs to find a place for themselves. Most, unfortunately, did not find that same success.

Gwenevier Atrocia was one of them. A succubus, living between trash heaps. But it was only because Gwen was a succubus that she managed to barely survive.

"Alright, hold on." Robyn cut in because the story was getting too long-winded. "This has been a sob story so far. You're just trying to make us feel sorry for you, aren't you?"

"Excuse me! I'm trying to give you context!" Gwen fired back, hand to her chest in offense.

"Sorry. It's just getting late. Can you at least speed this up?" Sienna was about to get up until she, Robyn, and Sally's bodies tensed up.

A charm, one that forced them to obey her against their wills.

"Eh? I-I can't get up!" Sally stammered.

"Oh, you bitch. What if I have to take a piss?!" Robyn groaned past a clenched jaw.

"Don't worry. I'll compel you to hold it in," Gwen said before continuing.

Succubi didn't necessarily need to eat food to live. A starving stomach was uncomfortable but bearable. They did, however, need to feast on sexual energy. In the slums, there was no shortage of folks wanting to take their minds off their circumstances and wanting to get off. She sustained herself off them, and occasionally charmed a few kleins off anyone who looked like they had money. Only enough that someone would consider a few lost coins an inconvenience though. Making enemies and getting arrested would only complicate things.

Once Gwen made plenty, she paid to enter a bathhouse to wash up and bought some nice clothes at a boutique. Looking much more presentable, it was time to make her move in the wealthier parts of Morganta. The residents in Bartofa and Rambeaux Promenade flaunted their wealth. They were practically begging to be stolen from. She saw what looked like an easy mark. An older gentleman in a fine suit, alone, and seemingly aloof. That was Gwen's biggest mistake.

"That was when you met Senator Vindel Coppermantle?" Robyn asked.

"Correct." Gwen nodded. "Though, he wasn't a senator of the republic then. Just a mere administrative clerk for Morganta's governor at the time."

Sienna furrowed her brows. "Ten years ago… Governor Preparren? Didn't that guy get busted for hosting orgies in his office with tons of prostitutes and politicians? I still remember that shitstorm."

When they turned to Gwen for answers, the pieces started falling together.

As it turned out, that young and naive succubus tried charming and robbing the future senator, failed, and was threatened with being arrested. She was given an alternative. Gwen should have taken jail time. Gwen now would have. But the Gwen from the past took Coppermantle's offer.

The beginning wasn't too bad. Gwen was offered warm meals and a bed in exchange for sex, and Vindel was so quick and bad, they were done in less than a minute. Things escalated when he wanted more. She never charmed but used the succubus magic of suggestion to encourage other women, usually street prostitutes and the downtrodden, to sleep with him, then rid them of their memories. They eventually stopped banging, because he wanted a new woman every night.

Realizing that Vindel had a succubus in his pocket, he turned his attention to other politicians of minor influence at first. Not to have them charmed. Worse. Vindel honey trapped them by forming friendships, sending them mentally malleable prostitutes, and threatening to expose their acts in exchange for money.

Six months after Gwen and Coppermantle met, they began throwing orgy parties for his close associates catering to all fetishes like waterworks, pegging, pet play, BDSM, and more. Even the half-orc mafia of Morganta got involved to supply the women.

"No wonder Club Reguard got hit at the same time as the sex work industry," Robyn muttered.

"Probably wanted to shut them up in case they tried to oust him." Sienna nodded.

Meanwhile, Gwen continued to use her succubus influence. By all accounts, she should have ended their partnership. She made enough money to rent an apartment in Rambeaux, but Vindel was a scheming rat of a man.

For a large sum of kleins, Vindel would sponsor a porno from Gwen. It was going to be the biggest orgy ever. That was the orgy which brought down Governor Preparren, who to this day, doesn't remember a single thing and maintained his innocence from prison.

"The bastard leverages that very porno to keep me quiet." Gwen growled.

"Holy shit." Robyn clutched her head. "Holy shit, shit, shit. I didn't need to hear all this. You just made us complicit in a huge political scandal! We're just porn actresses, you know? I fuck on camera— er, well, I get fucked now for a living. But I mean, this is something you take to the Chevys, right?"

"Yeah, you have to tell the authorities! What better way to bring Senator Asshat and the Obscenity Act down than by exposing his past?" Sienna emphasized.

"I know this is more than any of you expected to hear, but I can't. I won't! If Coppermantle goes down… so will I. His crimes are my crimes, too. As the succubus here, my word might as well be law. I can even remove your memories right now." She glared, eyes glowing with charm magic.

"Whoa, whoa! Hold your horses!"

"Yeah, let's not be so hasty!"

"Does succubus magic make sex better?"

Robyn and Sienna shot Sally the stink-eye for thinking with her pussy at a time like this.

"Look, what I did was wrong. My past is full of sins, but you're mistaken if I told you everything just to take the fall. My intentions were to reveal that Coppermantle isn't a prude. He's a downright degenerate. Like your friend there." Gwen pointed to Sally, whose head was currently in the clouds.

"What the hell are we even supposed to do with this information?" Sienna threw her hands up in exasperation. "You and that porno are probably the only connection to him. Without it—"

"Wait. What if there was another porno? One that doesn't need Gwen to take the fall," Robyn said.

"How do you mean?" Gwen and Sienna asked at the same time.

"The dude is a pervert. I saw that erection when he interrupted us during the shoot. What if we bait him into a porno, not to blackmail him. But to expose that this senator who pushed hard for the Obscenity Act is actually a hardcore sex fiend. No one would take the new legislation seriously anymore. He'd be a disgrace!" she explained.

They fell into thought.

"No matter how you frame this, we're out of our depths. It's like you said, Robyn. We're just porn actresses. You want to take down a senator with porn?" Sienna asked, and wording it that way just put a damper on their brief spark of hope.

"I think we should do it," Sally insisted. "What Senator Coppermantle did with the Obscenity Act is wrong and hypocritical. Many people are suffering because of him. He… reminds me of my father. Overbearing, forcing his own warped morals on others… It's not right!"

"This shall be a two-pronged attack then." Sylvia appeared out of thin air behind the couch, and everyone jumped out of their seats.

It had shocked Gwen so much that her compulsion magic ended prematurely. The four of them peered over the backrest of the other couch. Sylvia was just standing there. Menacingly.

"When the fuck did you get here? Weren't you supposed to be with Cordy?" Robyn asked.

"I was. In fact, I was on my way to the studio when I saw Dame Gwenevier coming to your house. Thinking she might have been up to something insidious, I followed her here. Imagine my surprise to learn of her connection to Senator Coppermantle," Sylvia explained as a matter of factly.

"So, you heard everything? I'm afraid you're going to have to forget all that I said." Gwen got up, eyes brimming with magical energy—

Until Sylvia snapped her fingers. A gentle wave of force like a light breeze blew past them. Whatever magic Gwen was channeling had been dispelled before it even went off.

"What? How?" The succubus gasped.

"Please, relax. We're all on the same side. I also happen to think Robyn has a good idea," Sylvia said.

"Hey, you know me. I'm full of great ideas! Er… Was it really though?" Robyn gulped hard.

"Sometimes," she remarked with a smirk. "The Bimbos of the Round Table is an amusing but not an all too thought out plan. Yes, you will likely draw many fans to your side, but what good is that without the political clout to repeal the Obscenity Act? However, exposing Senator Coppermantle's predilections may force his peers to abandon this so-called crusade against the obscene. His peers, I remind you, who are fellow senators with the power to repeal legislation and are pressured by elections."

Gwen, Robyn, Sienna, and Sally exchanged glances and nods. Once they managed to disgrace Senator Coppermantle, others in office would distance themselves from him. The Obscenity Act and its originator becomes a liability to their future election campaigns, especially when they see how many people are up in arms about it.

"I'm down. Let's pick a fight then." Robyn beat a fist into her palm.

"What do we do though? Dude's a senator. No way are we going to get close to him. We can't just sidle up to the guy and ask if he wants to fuck," Sienna said.

"I would recommend uncovering what Coppermantle's fetishes are. I've noticed an aide of his visiting an adult video store and coming out with purchases. I have a feeling the aide is buying it for him," Sylvia suggested.


Chapter 45

The following day, Sienna and Sally went to go shoot their next scenes. Yaya, as the gorgon Medusa, was going to petrify them— with help from a mage again— from the waist up but leave their heads and lower bodies still flesh. That way, she could sexually torment them until Queen Arthur breaks free and defeats her.

In the meantime, it was up to Robyn, Lilia, and Gwen to investigate Senator Coppermantle. Their first stop was an upscale vidcrystal rental store that had an adult section in the very back. If they could find the senator's kinks, it would be the crack they needed to bait him.

However… this was an awkward combination of people to be with.

Robyn was walking smack dab between Lilia and Gwen, both of whom had their arms folded, facing away from each other, and with a bone to pick with.

"If you guys keep the cold shoulder act up any longer, Morganta's actually gonna freeze over." Robyn sighed.

"Robyn, can you tell the succubitch that until she apologizes for charming us, I have nothing to say to her?" Lilia asked kindly.

"Robyn, can you tell the elven cunt to your left that her insecurities are showing? Oh, wait. That's just her resting bitch face." Gwen sneered.

They reached the department store at the end of the street. The video boutique was an outlet facing the intersection. Few people were inside, and the clerk was too busy reading from a magazine to welcome them as the three entered.

"Okay, you two just hang around. I don't need your ambient sass getting the city guards called on us," Robyn said, moseying on up to the register.

Manning the counter was a gnome woman of middle-age. She sat on a tall stool that put her chest-level with most customers. Her eyes were glued to a fashion magazine on the latest trends.

"If you're looking for porn, it's in the back. Family-friendly movies are all in the front," the woman whose name tag read, Bertha, said.

"I'm not after porn— well, I am, but not that way. I wanted to ask if you can tell us what porn a senator's aide was coming in to buy," Robyn explained.

The gnome glanced up at her with a piercing look.

"Miss, have you any idea how many people come in? I can barely remember my own husband's face!" Bertha exclaimed.

"Robyn, step aside." Gwen hip-bumped her away and placed a charm on the gnome. "The aide works for Senator Coppermantle. He's a young elven man. Likely early 20s. Bright-eyed for the future but disillusionment behind his gaze due to the work he does. Ring any bells?"

"Yeah. That boy over there." She pointed.

They followed Bertha's eyes to an elven man dressed in a gray vest and white shirt. He was frozen at the door having overheard them talking about him.

"Uhhh. I must be in the wrong place." The aide tried to leave, but Lilia was quick enough to grab his wrist and yanked him inside.

"Thanks, Bertha. Say, do us a favor and put an off-limits sign in front of the adult video section." Robyn flicked a klein across the counter, but the gnome didn't so much as react.

"They are charmed under me, not you." Gwen rolled her eyes.

The three of them dragged the poor aide into the back where all the pornos were put on display. Robyn grabbed the guy by the collar and slammed him against the shelves, knocking over a few cases.

"Uh. Oops. That looked cooler in my head," Robyn said.

"Move over. I'll charm him to give us some answers," Gwen insisted.

"No, both of you step aside and let me handle this." Lilia pushed them aside and guarded the aide. "You don't always have to strong-arm people, Robyn. And you, Gwen. Just because you're a succubus doesn't mean compelling them is the right method. What if he breaks the spell later and tells the senator?"

Robyn backed away, and Gwen clicked her tongue.

"Fine. Have it your way." Gwen huffed.

"Listen, I know this must be very scary for you. We just have a few questions and hope you can answer them. You won't deny a couple of pretty women some of your time, would you? Why don't you tell me your name to start with?" Lilia snuggled up to the aide and drew circles on his chest with a finger.

"I-I'm… Louis! How can I h-help?" Louis asked, throwing glances between them but more often at Robyn than the rest.

"You work for Senator Coppermantle. Don't lie. We just want to know what kind of porn a man like him watches," she said.

"S-Senator? I, uh… I'm not at liberty to divulge—"

"You don't have to," Robyn interjected. "You keep stealing glances at me. It's me, isn't it? Coppermantle's been buying pornos of me?"

The tips of Louis' ears turned red. He nodded slowly.

"Aren't you popular?" Gwen joked.

"I once overheard him saying that Robyn Clemrose being a man before makes it even hotter… Th-That… he would give anything to have sex with you," Louis explained.

"Well, then. I guess we know who to use as bait." Lilia flashed a grin at Robyn.

"What is it with people and wanting to fuck me just because I used to be a guy?!" Robyn groaned.


Chapter 46

Although Adventurers Gone Wild's new studio was closed, that didn't mean they couldn't make use of it. Robyn waited patiently in her seat as Sylvia used a spell scroll to cast Scrying Eye. The pressure was on. Their plan was to use Louis to get her in with Senator Vindel Coppermantle at his manor in Luminosity. She would use the excuse of appealing to him directly about reopening her porn studio, get him into a compromising position on video, and then wing it from there. Dame Gwen and Lilia were going to be close by for moral support.

"There. The spell should be active for the next few hours. All we need to do now is have Louis take you to Senator Coppermantle," Sylvia said.

"Guys, I have a terrible feeling about this. Isn't what we're about to do like super illegal?" Robyn asked.

They nodded.

"You're the one that decrepit senator is into. What other choice do we have?" Gwen had the gall to say from the couch with one leg crossed over the other.

"Oh, I dunno… maybe own up to your past mistakes and accept the consequences?" Robyn eyed the succubus.

"I'm as much a victim here as anyone else! He took advantage of me when I was a young, naive succubus of tender age!" she exclaimed.

"You're not fooling anyone…" Lilia scoffed.

The two of them glared at each other. If stares could burn, they had the power to roast a whole hog.

As much as Robyn disliked Dame Gwen, the bigger villain here was Senator Coppermantle. That bastard was responsible for putting so many people out of work and causing thousands of dicks to go limp. He needed to go.

"Hey, how the hell are you two going to follow me anyway? You're two very recognizable actresses in porn. Ain't no way someone won't know who you are," Robyn said.

"I can cast a simple invisibility spell on them. It is the same one I cast on myself the other night." Sylvia walked up to the two bickering bitches and waved a hand over them.

The spell took effect immediately, and they vanished from sight. Only the imprint of Gwen's butt on the couch was proof that she was there. Lilia, on the other hand, was on her feet and leaning against the wall when it happened. Robyn wasn't sure if she had moved.

"This is incredible. You certainly have a jack of all trades secretary," Lilia remarked from where she was still standing.

"Yeah, she sure is something…" Robyn remarked jokingly, much to Sylvia's amusement.

"You flatter me. Shall we be off? Louis, will you be so kind as to hail us a carriage?" Sylvia asked the aide who they had forcibly brought along.

On their way out, Robyn heard a light thud at the door behind her.

"Watch where you're going, knife-eared cunt." Gwen growled.

"Excuse me for bumping into your fat ass. This invisibility hides us from each other, too. You, move it. I'll leave first, then you can follow after me," Lilia said.

"No, you back off!"

They started bickering and weren't so much as a step out the door yet. Robyn put a hand to her face and sighed. At this rate, they were going to get caught.

"The both of you will get us found out. If you two can't see and keep bumping into each other, then hold hands!" Robyn exclaimed.

"Never!" they yelled.

"Do you want to take down Senator Coppermantle or not?!" she fired back.

"Nngh…"

Since Robyn couldn't see, she only had her hearing to rely on. However, it sounded like, by their awkward shuffling, they actually drew closer and held hands. Oh, what she would have given to see the look on their faces.

Slap!

Robyn's cheek stung. Someone had just slapped her across the face.

"Hey, who did that?" Robyn snapped at the laughter, then realized she had zero clue who and where the culprit was. "That's not funny! This better not be a regular occurrence!"

The carriage came, and all but Sylvia boarded.

"Senator Coppermantle will have his guard up if I'm there. This is up to you, Robyn. If anything happens, do not hesitate to prioritize your safety first," Sylvia said.

"I'm not backing out until I get what I came there to do. Adventurers Gone Wild is my life. Cordy can fuck off, but it's where I met all my friends. Hell, it's because of the studio that I'm dating Sienna now. I know you'd do anything to protect the place, too, Sylvia. Leave it to me this time," Robyn assured her.

"In that case…" She bowed deeply as the carriage began to roll away. "Please, save the porn studio that we hold so dear."

Robyn knew there was more than just her career on the line. It was for the sake of Twinkle, Sienna, Tomas, Sally and more beyond just their small studio.

"Okay, Louis. You know the plan. Don't try anything funny, otherwise the invisible succubus is going to charm you into shoving a dildo up your ass," Robyn warned.

"Get you inside, tell the senator you want to appeal the cease of operation at the studio… I got it," Louis said.

When they reached Luminosity, it was oddly quiet. There were, however, a lot more patrolling guards around. The protest from the other day probably got stamped out of existence. Senator Coppermantle's manor was just as extravagant as the next. Louis stuck his head out the window, and the guard opened the iron-wrought gate to let them in.

The carriage rolled up to the roundabout in front of the manor. Louis led them in, and while guards and servants shot Robyn looks, they didn't so much as offer a second glance. Was it because Louis was escorting her, or were they used to bimbos coming by?

"Louis!" Coppermantle yelled from the top of the stairs. "What took you so long? Where are my—" He gasped upon laying eyes on Robyn. "Why have you brought that harlot into my manor? Her very presence offends me!"

"S-Senator, I ran into Robyn at… you know. She wouldn't stop pestering me about getting an audience with you to talk about reopening her studio," Louis explained in a fit of stammers.

Amateur. If the aide was a worse actor, the senator might have caught on. Thank goodness Coppermantle was oblivious. Time for Robyn to put her ad-libbing and improvisational talent from working in porn to the test.

"Senator Coppermantle, please hear me out! Adventurers Gone Wild means everything to me. Can we at least talk in private? I'll do anything to have it open again," Robyn pleaded.

"Anything?" Coppermantle raised a bushy brow.

Robyn shuddered. The gaze he cast down at her was dripping with lascivious intent. This guy was making no effort to even hide his lust.

"Very well." He cleared his throat. "We'll speak in my office. Louis, hang onto… my goods until I'm done with Ms. Clemrose. There's a stack of paperwork regarding campaign donations for you to go over. Get to it!"

"Y-Yes, Senator!" Louis straightened his back and hurried away.

Robyn ascended the manor with Coppermantle. She felt Lilia and Gwen following close behind, trying their best to be as quiet as possible. The floorboards creaked with more than just two sets of footfalls.

Fortunately, Coppermantle was none the wiser. He hummed merrily to himself on their way down the corridor. At the very end, he opened the door to a lavish office space. Two couches framed a glass coffee table. A desk made of mahogany sat in front of a large window pane that led to a balcony. Bookcases of legal and personal matters lined the walls. A familiar statue… of an almost naked elf sat at one corner of the room.

"Is that…" Robyn squinted at the sculpture of herself.

"Oh, that?" Coppermantle traced a finger down the statue's curves. "It was confiscated from Club Reguard. I'm only keeping it here for storage, of course! The real surprise is it uses your likeness. If you're in any way associated with the mafia, Ms. Clemrose, we might have a problem here!"

"No, not associated! Just, uh… offered my appearance is all. More importantly, I'm here to talk about Adventurers Gone Wild. What's it going to take? I know you don't have an appeals process set up. That's why I'm coming straight to you," she said.

Senator Coppermantle wandered behind his desk. He pulled out two glasses and a wine bottle. With a quick gesture from his chin, he beckoned Robyn over to the couch and poured.

"You know as well as I that isn't possible, Ms. Clemrose. My aides and I are currently in the process of reviewing many establishments of ill-repute. Yours included. That takes time, and I am a very busy man!" Coppermantle explained and offered her a glass.

When they met before, the senator was rather aggressive and quick-tempered. Behind closed doors, he seemed more reasonable. That was obviously all a facade. The man played politics. He was first and foremost a con-man in it for himself, consequently giving his good-intentioned peers a bad rap.

Well… If Coppermantle wanted to play, Robyn had her own weapon. That being a sexy female elf.

"Please, call me by my first name." Robyn sat down right next to him and grabbed the glass, making sure to brush against his hands seductively. "If you care to spare me some time, I can be very patient and persuasive."

The senator leaned closer and was beginning to fall for it. "You don't say… I'm familiar with your work, Robyn. I didn't craft the Hamisburg Obscenity Act overnight. I spent months of research, conducting investigations, and collecting information on the industry. You used to be a man, and by some magical stroke of luck became the… luscious thing you are now…"

Okay, maybe he was falling for it a little too hard and fast. This guy was making it too easy. Just a little push, and they might have this in the bag.

"Oh, stop it! You're going to make me blush. Besides, we should be focusing less on me and more on how to go about reopening my studio. Tell me… what is it going to…?" Robyn stopped short of finishing her sentence when she noticed a pocket watch levitating off the desk.

Gwen? Lilia? What the fuck were they doing?

"Is something the matter?" Coppermantle glanced over his shoulder.

"No!" Robyn panicked and pushed him down onto the couch.

"Oh-ho-ho! You're a go-getter, aren't you? Well, so am I!" He buried his face between her breasts and started getting frisky.

So much for being prim and proper! Senator Coppermantle wasn't even trying to hide his perversion anymore.

"Psst." Lilia whispered into her ear. "Be handsy with him, too. Take off his coat and toss it to us. Gwen wants to open his locked drawer. The key might be in his pockets."

"Are you crazy? That's not part of the plan!" Robyn retorted.

"Just do it!" she implored.

While Coppermantle was motorboating Robyn's cleavage, he had no idea that Lilia and Gwen were trying to break into his desk. If that was how it's going to be, then fine…

"Don't you think it's getting a little warm in here? Let me help you get this off," Robyn said, getting touchy-feely to undress his overcoat.

"Hehe. I was just thinking the same." Coppermantle slipped two boney hands underneath her skirt and hooked his fingers around her underwear.

Robyn gritted through it. As soon as she got his coat off, she tossed it across the room. It landed on an invisible figure and hung aloft mid-air. Probably Gwen. Now to buy time. By now, Robyn's panty had slipped down to her knees. She grabbed his hand to stop him from pulling it any farther.

"Wait! Before we go any further, I need to know if you're going to free my studio or not?" Robyn asked.

"Was that what we were talking about? As far as I'm concerned, this little tryst is just a fling between two people." Coppermantle feigned innocence.

That wasn't enough to put the final nail on the coffin. Robyn needed more. If she was going to get him canned, they needed a bigger scandal.

Robyn pulled her top off and unhooked the bra. Unburdened, the full weight of her voluminous breasts spilled out for the senator to see. The man's eyes went wide to take in as much of the sight as possible. His hands shot up to cop a feel, kneading her chest and playing with her nipples.

"Are you sure, Senator?" Robyn leaned down until her bare breasts were pressed against his face. "Every actor who's had sex with me says my pussy is the tightest little snatch."

A hardly noticeable erection bumped against her inner thigh.

"I'll do it! I'll let Adventurers Gone Wild reopen! Now let me get a taste of that pussy of yours!" Coppermantle exclaimed desperately.

As if the strings had been snipped, the senator fell unconscious. His hands no longer played with her breasts and dropped to their sides. He snored surprisingly loud for a man of such small stature. Robyn glanced up to find a floating vidcrystal.

"I think we have enough on sleeping ugly here," Gwen's voice rang from her side.

"What's that in your hands?" Robyn asked.

"The recording of the last orgy Coppermantle made me do. I'm sure he will panic to find this missing, but there is nothing he can say or do about it now. Let's go before the invisibility wears off," she insisted.

Robyn got dressed and was about to leave until a thought came to mind. The scene already looked suspicious. She returned to the table and spilled some wine onto Coppermantle's shirt, the couch, and table. This way, it would look like he had just gotten too drunk and passed out.

The aide, Louis, was at the door as planned when they came out. He brought them safely out of the manor, called for another carriage, and no one suspected a thing. Quest completed.

A few minutes into their journey back to Bartofa, Gwen and Lilia's invisibility effect ran its course. They appeared side by side, still facing away from each other.

"Thanks, by the way. I finally feel like I have some agency back in my life," Gwen said.

"If you really want to thank us, you can start by never charming anyone who tops you on the sales charts ever again." Lilia huffed.

"I'll consider it, but don't think for one moment this means we're friends!" she growled in return.

"Good god, can you two just fuck and get over yourselves already?" Robyn groaned.


Chapter 47

"ROBYN!"

Sally and Sienna startled Robyn awake, barging into her room in the morning. She lifted the eyemask to find them standing over her bed. Each of them had their phones in hand and were shouting into her face. The first thing Robyn did was check her phone for the time, and seeing that it was far too early, curled up under the covers again.

"It's two hours too early to be up. Come back at noon," Robyn said groggily.

"You don't understand! Check XXXitter right now!" Sienna lifted her right out of bed with one hand.

"Look! The porno we did with everyone went viral!" Sally exclaimed, shoving a phone of their post in her face.

Robyn rubbed the crust from her eyes and looked. It took a few seconds before her vision adjusted, and the blurry image became clear as day. The Bimbos of the Round Table, which they had filmed with the help of Gwen, Allison, Yaya, Lilia, and more, was trending on the biggest adult social media site in the world. It had accrued millions of impressions since they uploaded it last night.

To top it off, the ending contained two special clips— one from them asking their fans to speak up against the Hamisburg Obscenity Act, and the Scrying Eye footage from Robyn's point of view with Senator Coppermantle in a compromising position. Countless comments blasted the senator for his hypocrisy.

"Holy shit. It's over for him. We've won!" Robyn cheered.

Their glee was short-lived. A heavy knock rapped at the front door of their house. When they answered it, two city guards burst in.

Sienna tried to intervene, but one of them waved their staff and immobilized her and Sally with magic. The second guard twisted Robyn's arm and pinned her against the wall.

"Robyn Clemrose, you are under arrest for trespassing on an elected official's property!"

"Stop resisting! You're only making this worse for yourself!"

"Ow… Watch the face! I ain't resisting! I'm still in my underwear. Can I at least put on some clothes?!" Robyn protested. They placed a shackle over both of her wrists, then shoved her outside where a carriage was waiting.

"Hey, you can't arrest her! Damn it. Hang in there, Robyn. We'll call Sylvia and have her sort this out!" Sienna yelled.

There was no due process. They weren't Republican Chevaliers, but regular city guards of Morganta. Upon arriving at the local jail ward, the two threw her into an empty cell and locked it shut. It all happened so fast that she was still trying to process what had transpired. Guards couldn't place anyone under arrest without reasonable suspicion, so those bastards practically kidnapped her.

Robyn grabbed the cold metal bars and shook them. They barely rattled. She was locked in here tight. The cell only offered a bedroll on the ground and a toilet. Talk about accommodating.

Hours must have gone by when the heavy door at the end of the corridor groaned open. A lone pair of light footfalls approached.

"Well, well, well. What do we have here? A lawless tramp." Senator Coppermantle stopped in front of Robyn's cell with his hands behind his back, flashing a wry smile.

"Lawless? I didn't break any laws. You invited me into your home and propositioned me for sex." Robyn smirked and wiped the smile off the senator's face.

"You're the one who—" He caught his breath and recomposed himself. "I have spent years rising to the top, and I'm not quite done yet. I certainly won't be brought down by a loose woman. My associates are already working to take down that video. You think you have won? Think again! However, there is still a deal to be made… You took something precious from me. A vidcrystal containing very important information. Hand it back to me and voluntarily take down that video on XXXitter, and I'll release you."

Just like they expected, Coppermantle was going to find out about the missing vidcrystal eventually. Unfortunately for him, the cards were off the table on that deal.

"Not happening. You see, a certain friend wants that gone for good. I also rather like having her owe me one," Robyn said, relishing in the senator's despairing realization and his face going pale.

"What is it going to take? You want Adventurers Gone Wild back up and running? Fine! We'll never touch you again. I'll even release Cordelius!" Coppermantle bargained.

"I told you," she began with an even bigger grin, "it's not happening. You have nothing on me. The footage clearly shows you letting me in and soliciting me for sex. The worst part about that clip for you though? You can't even brag about having sex with a porn star, because we didn't. Pretty soon, our positions will be swapped. The only sex you'll be getting from now on is in the showers whenever you drop the soap, buddy."

Senator Coppermantle went red and fumed from his ears. He stormed up to the bars, trembling in anger, but the jail warden hurried down to them before he could say anything. The senator backed away and cleared his throat.

"What is it?" Coppermantle asked.

"They… they're protesting… outside the jail… thousands!" the warden answered breathlessly.

Robyn and Coppermantle traded glances, but for very different reasons.

"Looks like your term is up, Senator." Robyn laid out the bedroll and sat down on it, making herself as comfortable as she could be on the hard ground.

Heavy footsteps marched down the corridor this time. Vanessa Durang led a squad of Republican Chevaliers. The senator turned to meet them with open arms.

"Marshal, thank goodness you're here! There are riots going on. I need you to quell the unrest before they do anything rash," Coppermantle demanded.

Robyn took one look at the marshal and knew right away that wasn't going to happen.

"I think not, Senator. Warden, open the cell and release the prisoner this instant. Robyn Clemrose has been wrongly incarcerated," Marshal Vanessa ordered the officer.

"What?!" the senator cried.

"Y-Yes, ma'am!" The warden went to do just that.

As soon as the cell door swung open, Robyn walked out like a model on a fashion runway. Senator Coppermantle backed up with every step she took, seething from his very pores, fists clenched, and brows furrowed.

"Cell's vacant if you want to go in. I kept the bedroll nice and toasty for you." Robyn thumbed over her shoulder.

"This isn't the end, you hear me? It's not the end!" Coppermantle yelled as he tantrummed his way down the corridor.

"By the way," Vanessa leaned in close and whispered. "I watched the new porno in its entirety. My favorite scene is when the witch Morgana, played by Dame Gwen, charms you into having sex with her goblin thralls! Will we see more? Please, tell me there will be a sequel to the series!"

"Keep it in your pants. Sheesh! I just got out of jail!" She rolled her eyes.

Marshal Vanessa and her company of Chevys escorted Robyn out of the jail, and she was stunned to find such a large crowd cheering when she emerged. Fans and citizens alike applauded as if she was a hero. Dame Gwen, Lady Allison, Yaya, everyone from the Adventurers Gone Wild studio, and more were at the front. It was Sienna who raced up the steps and swooped Robyn off her feet.

"You're okay!" Sienna exclaimed.

"Yep. Just a little stiff from standing around in the jail, but I'm good. You really did call everyone." Robyn glanced around to find the block filled with people.

"Think I'd let my cute elf girlfriend rot in jail? Fuck that." She pulled Robyn in for a kiss, causing the crowds to erupt even louder.

The week that followed was a dungeon excursion of an emotional rollercoaster. Bimbos of the Round Table was so popular, since it was free and starred the biggest names in the industry, it spiked sales of their previous porno works.

Senator Vindel Coppermantle tried to save face on the first few days. He eventually stopped showing himself in public. Journalists and news organizations camped outside his manor in Luminosity to get a statement. They were only met with his guards instead. Just as Sylvia expected would happen, his political allies began to distance themselves from him.

Purity groups and hyper religious churches against porn turned on him, too. After all, the guy was caught offering to put Adventurers Gone Wild back in business for sex with one of its actresses in exchange.

On a cozy afternoon, Robyn, Twinkle, Sienna, and Sylvia went to pick up Cordelius from prison. Since the evidence of crime was put into question due to the latest events, his release was expedited.

"Whew! You won't believe the slop they feed you in prison. Lookie here, my studio's come to welcome me back to freedom!" Cordelius exclaimed, flying out of the building and looking much thinner like most imps.

"Seriously, Cordy. You could have just posted bail. You get the money back!" Robyn put a hand to her face and sighed.

"Hey, no one touches my kleins. Even if it's on loan. What happened anyway? Thought I was going to be in that joint for a whole year! Not that I deserve to be. I swear on my tail that dryad pollen wasn't mine," he said.

They proceeded to explain all that happened since he was imprisoned. When they got around to the Bimbos of the Round Table being free, he lost his shit.

"YOU DID WHAT? FREEBIES? IT'S NOT EVEN IN MY DICTIONARY!" Cordelius violently shook Robyn by her shoulders.

"It set in motion Senator Coppermantle's fall from grace, your freedom, and people are buying our shit more than ever! Calm your ass down, Cordy!" Robyn shouted back.

"Yeah, yeah! Calm your ass down!" Twinkle added.

Their director eyed the pixie suspiciously.

"I haven't even been gone that long, and Twinkle's developed a foul-mouth? Well, it's a good thing I'm back. We can get right to filming those flicks that got delayed. The first Bimbo of the Round Table might have been free, but the sequel won't! Heh… I can practically feel the kleins in my hands." Cordelius giggled to himself all the way home.

To celebrate their victory, Robyn and the girls went to Club Reguard's grand reopening. Although operated by a known mafia, the authorities were unable to pin anything on them. Once again, thanks to Senator Coppermantle's crusade that amounted to nothing. Don Gordia was there to personally thank Robyn and offered them the largest private booth. It was also good to see Vred again.

Yaya's overfriendly personality dragged Allison, Lilia, Sally, and Sienna into a shot for shot drinking contest. Twinkle and Chilla were partaking in some candy laced with dryad pollen at the edge of the table. Meanwhile, Robyn and Gwen were at the other end nursing on their drinks.

"Alright, Gwen. Maybe this time, you won't charm me at the end of the night," Robyn jokingly reminded her.

"You won't let that go, will you? I've already apologized a hundred times, there won't be a hundred and one. Still… Thanks," Gwen said.

"What for?"

"Coppermantle must think you were the one who stole the vidcrystal. Knowing him, he tried to give you an out in return for it. You didn't. My estate would have been swarmed with guards otherwise. That means you kept quiet," she summed it up pretty succinctly.

"Yeah, well… Maybe that sob story of yours worked. If we're cool now, there better not be any more succubus hoodoo on the competition from now on—" As Robyn lifted the whiskey glass up to her lips, she tensed up and couldn't move a muscle. "D-Damn it… Gwen…"

Dame Gwen unburdened the glass from Robyn's hand and drank leisurely from it herself. She leaned back on the couch, crossing one leg over the other.

"Sure, sure. That still doesn't mean I have to be friendly with the competition." Gwen smiled and released Robyn from the magical hold.

Everyone except Robyn and Sienna became totally wasted by the end of the night. That was their surest sign yet that they did in fact drink too much. The group stumbled out of Club Reguard like idiots. Sienna had a passed out Sally slung onto her shoulder. Both Twinkle and Chilla were half-hanging on the lip of a paper cup, vomiting into it.

"You sure you'll be fine?" Sienna asked after shoving Allison and Yaya into a carriage bound for the devilin's home in Luminosity.

"Yeah. Lilia's place is just down the street. Gwen's not too sloshed either. She's coming with," Robyn said, adjusting the unconscious elf in her arms.

As they parted ways, Lilia stirred from her drunken slumber.

"Get your hands… off me… you shtupid… succubush…" Lilia's head rolled from side to side as she spoke.

"Why did I agree to help? This is so gross." Gwen sighed.

"You should be honest with yourself for once and say you like having friends," Robyn teased.

They were about to reach Lilia's apartment when a shadowy figure down the road confronted them. Gwen stuck an arm out to stop Robyn from walking any further.

"Vindel!" Gwen growled.

"I knew it. Robyn couldn't have known about that vidcrystal without you telling her, Gwen. I knew you two were in cahoots to ruin me!" The senator pulled the hood off. His usually flared-up moustache hung limper than flaccid dicks.

"Shouldn't you be hiding in your mansion?" Robyn laughed.

Coppermantle pulled a parchment out of his coat. Gwen's eyes snapped wide open, and she lunged for him. He muttered an incantation, and a cage of magic rose from the ground to trap her.

"You stay there. That cage should keep your magic at bay. I'll be with you in a second after I teach Robyn a lesson." He drew out a wand brimming with magical energy next.

"Whoa, whoa. Let's not try anything crazy. You're a disgraced senator. No need to become a disgraced, criminal senator." Robyn stepped back with Lilia, but a bolt of fire struck and charred the ground next to their feet.

Crap. She wasn't going to get away like this holding a whole person. Gwen was trapped, too…

Senator Coppermantle was about to cast another spell when Lilia whistled sharply.

"Popo, Coco, Dodo!" Lilia shouted.

Three mana wyrms flew out from the upper apartment floor. Coppermantle fired another bolt of magic, but one of the flying serpents intercepted the spell and drained its energy. The other two sunk their fangs into the magical cage that trapped Gwen, feasting until she was freed.

"It's been a while since I've used my succubus magic on you, hasn't it, Vindel." Gwen bared her fangs, eyes glowing with a soft light.

"W-Wait… this isn't fair! You can't do this to me!" Coppermantle took off running. He only managed to take a few steps before stopping. Placed under Gwen's charm, she ordered him to obediently grovel before them.

"Don't worry. I like the life I have now, so I won't waste it by getting myself locked up for hurting you. Instead, I'll enjoy witnessing you be arrested for assault." She made a call to the authorities, much to Robyn's relief.

In the meantime, Lilia was stroking the little mana noodles that have curled up the length of her arm.

"Thank fuck you were conscious," Robyn muttered.

"All those times you and Sienna roped me in for drinks paid off. I sobered up around the time Coppermantle showed up," Lilia explained, then shot Gwen a smug and condescending grin. "Ready to show some gratitude to me now?"

"Tch. Never!" Gwen snapped.


Chapter 48

Morganta was rife with celebration. Robyn emerged from her house to a city jumping with glee. A few nights ago, Senator Coppermantle had tried to attack her and Gwen in the middle of the streets. Fortunately, Lillia and her wyrms foiled his attempt. They promptly called Marshal Vanessa Durang before the city guards, and he was apprehended after detailing what had happened.

This morning…

A paper girl was cruising through the block on her flying broom. "Extra, extra! You won't wanna miss this! Senator Vindel Coppermantle charged with assault using a deadly magical weapon, use of destructive spell within city premises, and endangering the public. The Hamisburg Obscenity Act's legitimacy has been placed into question and suspended per unanimous senate vote. Chances of a repeal is high!"

Robyn caught the newspaper when the paper girl tossed it to her. Printed onto the front page was a monochrome image of Vindel Coppermantle, covering his face out of shame, being led to the city courthouse.

"Ahhh, shit. Now if this isn't good news to wake up to, I dunno what is." Robyn grinned to herself.

Pedestrians scooted out of the way as another march of naked and scantily-dressed women paraded down the streets. They were throwing their bras and panties away, shooting harmless spells into the sky like fireworks, and dancing together.

"Where are you going? We already won!" Robyn shouted.

"We're gonna piss on Coppermantle's courtyard now that he can't kick us out!" one sex worker hollered back.

Robyn thought maybe she should do the same but thought better of it. Her popularity had skyrocketed even more since Bimbos of the Round Table debuted. Making a porno alongside the Lady Allison, Dame Gwenevier, and Yaya was bound to lead to a spike. If she were to show herself naked outside, that might cause a scene.

"Robyn, close the door. It's getting cold," Sienna murmured from within.

"My bad." Robyn returned inside and shut the door. "I'm heading out with Sylvia later to scout a new shoot location for our next porno. You?"

"Gonna be modeling for Tammy again. Sally's coming. Want us to buy you some new bikini armor?" she teased.

Robyn rolled her eyes and elected to leave the question unanswered. After the two had gone, she went to get changed into an enchanted bikini armor, then threw a cloak over herself. Someone knocked on the front door. Sylvia and Twinkle were outside waiting for her when she opened it.

"Ready?" Sylvia asked curtly.

As Robyn climbed onto the carriage, she found the elf Rosey Alpine and the minotaur Clyde waving from the back. Together, they rode out of Morganta and into the vast forests to the north. Their escorts cut through thick vegetation and vines, intimidated large monsters into thinking twice about attacking, and had to stop a few times for a break before finally reaching a moss-covered stone entrance embedded into the side of a ravine.

They descended into the unexplored dungeon. Rosey and Clyde led the way with torches in each hand. Twinkle sat atop Robyn's shoulders, kicking her legs and chewing on some taffy. The deeper they traveled, the more convinced Robyn was of what she wanted.

"Huh. Looks like we hit a dead end. Did we take a wrong turn anywhere?" Rosey wondered aloud.

At the very end of the corridor was a bowl resting atop a pedestal against the wall.

"This is far enough," Sylvia said, signaling the Civil Guards to back away and Robyn to come forward. "We'll be back in a moment."

Rosey and Clyde exchanged uneasy looks.

"Are you sure?" Clyde asked.

"Yeah, what they said. I mean, there's nowhere left to go!" Robyn eyed the devilin secretary.

Sylvia snapped her finger over the bowl. Cinders dropped onto the kindling contained within and ignited instantly. The ground groaned and rumbled. Robyn gaped as a section of the corridor rotated, leaving the Civil Guard pair behind and herself, Sylvia, and Twinkle in a new chamber.

Inside this new room was an altar with a brazier on top that smoldered when they entered. Some kind of chalk or paint marked a magic circle around it.

"Here it is, Robyn. Another one of the Demon Sovereign's traps. This one will change your gender back to male. You should know, this is a one-way ritual spell. Its magic will deplete after use, just like the other one. Are you sure you want to go through with it?" Sylvia asked, handing over a magic crystal that would activate the circle upon walking into it.

"Back to being a guy…" Robyn muttered to herself and stopped at the edge of the runes.

Almost a year had passed since then. So much had happened.

"Robyn?" Twinkle gazed up from her shoulder with a sad look, as if she didn't want her to go through with it.

"Turning into a woman was a huge headache at first. I thought I had it bad as a guy. Being in these shoes made me realize, damn. Just having a pair of tits and a pussy is tough. You get hit on constantly. I had to deal with a stalker. The competition almost turned me into a town bus one night. I got lucky though. Better than most. My coworkers were there for me. I got closer to Twinkle and Sienna, and hell Sienna and I are dating now. Yeah, I think I know what I want to do." Robyn flicked the magic crystal into the circle but didn't walk into it.

Every single drawn rune activated and glowed brightly. The magic circle fired up a column of light, then… it went inert.

"This dungeon took a lot of resources to find, you know? I'm not sure we'll be able to uncover another anytime soon," Sylvia explained.

"Yeah, that's fine. I'll stick to being this way. It's not so bad." Robyn spun around and smirked.

"Yay!" Twinkle tackled her with a bear hug to the neck. "I like you this way, too! I also feel a lot more at ease that you don't have a penis to make a cocksleeve out of me."

"I told you that comment was just to scare Chilla away at the time! I wasn't being serious!" she groaned into her hand.

Having made the momentous decision of staying a woman now, there was no going back. The three of them rejoined the puzzled Civil Guards and returned home to Morganta. After dropping their escorts off at the guild, they went straight to the new studio.

Sienna and Sally were dressed in Tammy Rocan's new bikini armor equipment, posing on a dungeon set created with illusion magic. No longer did they need to endanger themselves in the wild.

"Robyn, perfect timing!" Cordelius flew in with a clipboard in hand. "I came up with a list of scenarios. Tell me what ya think about these— Entangled with a Dryad, The Dragon's Whore, Enslaved by Demons… I got so much more!"

"I don't like any of them! Can't we do something vanilla for once?" Robyn asked.

"Since when did we start filming softcore porn? No, we're not going for vanilla!" he exclaimed.

Robyn backed away in revulsion. Maybe she should have turned back into a guy after all. Well, too late for that. The magic circle went kaput.

"You're never going to overtake me with that attitude," a taunting voice startled her.

Dame Gwenevier strolled in like she owned the place. Her demeanor was back to the usual prideful, up-turned nose look. One of the studio's security guards had fallen under her charm.

"This isn't your studio, Gwen. You can't just walk in here." Robyn rolled her eyes.

"Oh, yes she can!" Cordelius didn't hesitate to bring her a chair and lavish praise. "Dame Gwenevier Atrocia, it's so nice to have you here! Can I get ya anything? Snacks? Refreshments?" What he really pulled out was a quill and paper. "A contract to sign for a collab with our studio?"

"I just might. I owe you one, Robyn. I don't like owing anyone anything. However, it would reflect poorly on my character to not return the favor. No need to sign a contract, you will have it in my words. Robyn Clemrose, I'm willing to film one collab with you. One! Don't mistake this for kindness," Gwen exclaimed, emphasizing the last part in particular.

"Oh, don't worry. I don't think highly about your character to begin— urk!" Her body tensed up, unable to move an inch yet on the brink of climaxing.

Gwen had a sour look on her face, eyes bright with succubus magic.

"Now, now." Sylvia flicked a wrist and dispelled the charm right away. "Let's not waste Dame Gwenevier's generosity by looking a gift horse in the mouth. I think it's a wonderful idea."

Able to breathe again, Robyn shot Gwen the stink-eye. This collab wasn't going to be free like Bimbos of the Round Table. They would work together on a single, commercial film and likely fuck. Maybe this was just her way of letting their rivalry go.

On one hand, woohoo sex with Gwen! On the other, sex with Gwen…

"You're not plotting anything funny, are you?" Robyn squinted.

"Robyn!" Gwen feigned exaggerated offense, resting the back of her hand on her forehead. "After all that we've been through? Sneaking into Coppermantle's estate together, nearly dying to him when he confronted us that night… I thought we became friends!"

"That's exactly the kind of sarcasm I don't need from you right now!" she retorted.

Cordelius and Sylvia inevitably agreed to the collab on Robyn's behalf. Details to come later, but it was definitely going to be between the two of them with a few extras. Since Sienna and Sally were still busy, Robyn paid a visit to Lilia.

One quick call later, and they met up at a cafe in Rambeaux Promenade. Robyn dropped all the details about Gwen's visit to the Adventurers Gone Wild studio earlier in the day.

"Huh. Maybe that bitchy succubus is finally coming around. Well, how'd it go? You accept?" Lilia asked as she lifted a cup of hot chocolate to her lips.

"I didn't accept anything. My bosses did! Like they do with everything. Whatever. If Gwen is serious about the collab, then I'm all for it. Hottest porn star in the world wants to collab with me? Hell yeah!" Robyn pumped a fist.

"If nothing else, just enjoy the sex. She's good. Being with a succubus is also a plus," she replied absentmindedly.

Robyn did a double take.

"Wait, did you two…?" Robyn stared hard at her.

Lilia realized the implications of what she had said. She coughed and choked on her drink, making a mess on the table.

"It's not what you think! I… Ugh… After Coppermantle was taken away and you left, I offered Gwen to stay at my place. One thing led to another, and… It was a one-time thing, okay? Don't give me that look!" Lilia blurted out.

"So… how was it? With a succubus?" Robyn gulped.

"I'm telling you, you have the wrong idea! We were hate-fucking. She… She was… erm… really good," the elven porn actress answered.

Both of them sat there in silence, Lilia reminiscing and Robyn fantasizing.

"Well? Any tips?" Robyn asked to break the awkward silence.

"Tips? Oh, right. It's going to be your first time with a succubus," Lilia recalled.

"Yeah. Sally was the only one that got it on with Gwen in the Bimbos of the Round Table. I remember her passing the fuck out," she added.

Succubi and incubi were dangerous in that the two devilin races could potentially drain their sexual partners to death. It was such a concern, that the Republic of Hamisburg enacted a law that required them to complete a course in self-restraint by adult age. Otherwise, they would be denied citizenship and employment in the republic.

"A succubus will drain your stamina. Honestly, you won't suffer any serious injuries from someone like Gwen. Bring a couple of stamina draught. If you're afraid of her charming you in the middle of the shoot, maybe buy an enchanted trinket that helps you resist charm. The Civil Guard could point you to a place for that. There's an apothecary down the street we can get a couple of stam pots from," Lilia explained.

They downed their drinks and headed to the apothecary. The place was often visited by Civil Guards, Republican Chevaliers, and citizens with ailments alike. It had a wide open floor for people to browse potions on their racks. The human alchemist himself was on the floor, too, readily available to customers while he worked over the cauldron. He had on tight blue tunic and pants, nothing that would drape down and potentially dip into the pot or catch onto glass vials.

"Excuse me, we're looking for stamina draughts!" Robyn exclaimed on the way in.

"Just one moment!" The man, whose name tag read, Bartholomew, filled a few glass potions from the contents of the cauldron before coming to help them. "This way please! Are you athletes? Or maybe adventurers looking to slay a dragon!"

"No, I'm buying them for when I have sex with a succubus," she answered honestly.

Bartholomew almost tripped over himself. The customers who were close enough to hear turned heads.

"A s-s-succubus, was it? Of course! I have plenty of stamina draughts, but… would you care for something else? Something I've been experimenting on that may make your encounter with a succubus more enlightening?" the alchemist asked in a whisper.

"Robyn, this sounds like a bad idea…" Lilia warned.

"You had your fun with Gwen, now it's my turn. I'm all ears, man!" Robyn leaned in.

"I have here a vial of incubus pheromones." He pulled a thumb-sized glass container. "Succubi and incubi are the only species that can utterly infatuate the other without magic. If you were to apply this to yourself, it's possible to cause the succubus to feel more… how do you say… agreeable with you. All I ask is that you report back to me about its effect later. I'll even throw in half a dozen stamina draught at half cost!"

"You have yourself a deal, my new alchemist friend!" She clasped his hand and shook on it.


Chapter 49

Free to film porn again without the Obscenity Act in the way, Adventurers Gone Wild went back to cranking out fetishes for their ravenous demographic. Lately, Tomas had been doing more vanilla stuff. Women loved sensual porn where they were the focus of pleasure.

On the opposite end of the spectrum, Sally appealed to men who just wanted to see an attractive woman getting absolutely railed or run train on. Obviously, she also wanted that. Robyn wondered if Sally was in the porn industry to make porn or to have as much degenerate sex as possible. Either way, the studio was raking it in thanks to her enthusiasm.

Cordelius pushed Sienna deeper into the niche of size difference porn and was bringing it in more than anyone else in the studio. Halflings, goblins, gnomes, imps, and others, as long as it looked like she could crush them under her hoof. A dedicated fan base was eating it all up. She was much happier as of late since Milky and breast milk porn was a thing of the past.

And somehow… Robyn still hadn't been able to shake the genre of elf-getting-fucked-by-monsters trope. Which was why her collaboration with Dame Gwenevier Atrocia would follow the same theme. Today, the crew rented a castle for the purpose of filming in it. Made things look more authentic, Cordelius had said.

Per the script, Robyn donned the Republican Chevalier suit of armor and braved the castle of an evil succubus. And following the elf-getting-fucked-by-monsters trope, her role in the porno involved losing to and getting fucked by the succubus.

The crew arrived at Castle Crusis, a manor on a cliff overlooking the ocean. It belonged to an old wine magnate who owned several other castles across the country. He lent the place to the studio after Sylvia schmoozed him up with her usual devilin charisma. Their vehicles pulled to a stop in the front courtyard. When Robyn emerged from her carriage, back sore and ass numb from the ride, a motorcade pulled up beside them.

Dame Gwen stepped out of a large carriage trailer to breathe deep of the ocean breeze. Her vehicle was flanked by smaller carriages, all containing her personal staff, make-up artists, drain fodder, and a team of agents. Talk about excessive.

"Jealous?" Gwen smirked at Robyn and her more modest carriage before returning inside the trailer.

"You know what they say about a bigger vehicle? You're probably compensating for something small in your life!" Robyn fired back and thumbed the outline of the potion in her pocket.

It wasn't going to be in the script, but she had something in store for the succubus. This was worth possibly ruining a few scenes. A chance to mess with Gwen was too good to pass up.

Skip and Dane, including a large crew of stagehands, entered the castle to set up cameras and set the scenes. Twinkle joined them to help provide stage lighting. In the meantime, Gwen's agents hounded Cordelius like a pack of wolves on a fat sheep.

"Robyn." Sylvia strolled up to her while taking a gander at Dame Gwen's parade. "Are you alright? You've had a mischievous look about you ever since we departed."

"Huh? Me? Nah, you know me. I always have a mischievous look," Robyn said.

"No, you don't. Are you plotting something?" The secretary squinted hard, trying to discern her next words.

"I, uh… I should run over my lines with Gwen!" She escaped Sylvia before being discovered.

However, it was out of the dragon's den and into a basilisk's cave. At least Gwen didn't have the same perceptiveness as Sylvia. She was committed now. Might as well.

Robyn rapped her knuckles on Gwen's trailer door. There was some giggling inside before the succubus threw the door open, looking a little peeved.

"What is it? I believe we still have an hour before filming while they set up." Gwen folded her arms.

"Geez. Did you stick a butt plug up your ass or something? I just wanted to go over the script," Robyn said.

"Oh, if you insist. It's a little crowded inside, but come on in and don't make yourself at home. You're only a guest after all." She beckoned her to enter.

Even when offering hospitality, Gwen wasn't at all hospitable. As it turned out, the trailer was not a little crowded. It wasn't even crowded at all and looked nothing like the size of the trailer implied from outside.

The place was an enormous bedchamber. A granite bath steamed and bubbled at the center of the room. Two female devilins and three androgynous elven men in sparse clothing rested leisurely on the giant bed. They were sharing wine and trading laughter. At one side of the room, the balcony offered a view into the elemental plane and Vortex city in the distance.

"What is this?!" Robyn's jaw dropped.

"Can't you guess without me telling you? It's a pocket dimension in the elemental plane," Gwen answered as a matter of factly.

"But how? And… how aren't we being cooked alive out here?" she asked.

"Sellowyn Addicius. I hired the best stonemasons Vortex had to offer. Sellowyn encased this space in a pocket dimension and connected it to my trailer. Anywhere I go, I have access to the elemental plane. Nifty, isn't it? The place can even move between the four planes if I fancy a warmer or cooler climate."

What money couldn't buy…

Robyn looked around and wasn't sure where to sit. The only seat she could possibly take was the bed, but it was already occupied with five people on it.

"Don't mind the entourage. They are only here for the ride," Gwen said, walking past to give one of the women a stroke on the cheek.

"You always travel like this?" Robyn asked.

"But of course. Someone such as myself needs every bit of luxury available. Why not? I have the money. Anyway, enough about my spending habits. The script?" She lifted the small stack of papers, shooed her groupies off the bed, and waved Robyn over.

The five rolled off the bed and made themselves comfortable in the bath instead. There was plenty of room. Robyn got as far as the foot of the bed before noticing wet spots.

"I'll stand. Thanks." Robyn grimaced.

"Suit yourself. Wine? I have a Hamisburg Rum." Gwen tilted an unopened bottle her way.

She declined. "I'm trying to wean off alcohol. Gets expensive when your tolerance is so high that you can't get tipsy anymore."

As Gwen helped herself to a glass, Robyn debated whether to use the incubus pheromones now or not. Bartholomew's instructions were to very lightly dip a finger into the liquid and apply directly to the skin. Preferably around the neck area. He suggested that any nearby succubi would find Robyn irresistible and have a hard time thinking straight. Getting Gwen to screw up her lines on camera should be great.

Hmm…

"Hey, Gwen. It just occurred to me that you've never starred next to an incubus before. Not interested?" Robyn asked.

"Incubi and succubi have an unspoken pact to have as little to do with each other as possible. Unless it's to partake in the pleasures of each other's flesh. Most of our kind prefer to work in brothels. For me, my incubus peers in the industry and I have agreed not to collaborate. We couldn't follow a script even if we wanted to. Our instincts would simply take over." Gwen shrugged and sipped on her rum. "Why do you ask?"

"Just… curious." She gulped.

Gwen flashed a coquettish smile. She put the script and glass down, then sidled over a little too close for comfort beside Robyn.

"Like a succubus," Gwen began teasingly, "the mere touch from an incubus can bring you to climax. Their scent pulls you in with a hypnotic draw. The vibrations from their voices are a soft lullaby that sends shivers up your spine. When you fall into their clutches, you will never want them to let go. As soon as an incubus slides his sweet cock into your aching entrance of desire, the only words you know to utter will be 'yes' and 'more' and 'don't stop'."

"Have… Have you ever considered retiring from porn and writing erotica instead?" Robyn muttered, covered in hot sweat from both Gwen's moist breath and the oppressive atmosphere.

"Ahaha! You're much more amusing than I initially gave you credit for. I expect this shoot to be just as fun," she said.

In the end, neither of them got any rehearsing done. There wasn't much in the script to begin with. All Robyn had to do was ascend the castle to the main chamber and get fucked by a succubus. Charm and sex magic all included.

Robyn eventually left Gwen's trailer to recompose herself and noticed another carriage that wasn't here earlier.

"Yo." Lilia waved.

"Lilia? The hell are you doing here?" Robyn asked.

"For fun. I wanna see what that alchemist's potion does to Gwen. If it bites you in the ass, even better." She shrugged and laughed.

Great. An audience.

When the time to film came at last, Robyn had help putting on the Republican Chevalier regalia. The full suit of armor was hard to move in, but once they got to the juicy sex scenes, it was all coming off anyway. She only needed it on for a few. Until then, the stamina draughts and incubus potion were tucked neatly in an inner pocket inside the cuirass.

Castle Crusis had a very aesthetically pleasing interior. The owner was no king, so the place was modest in size and made it easier to set the scene. Dark banners hung from the ceiling. Standing candelabras flickered with purple flames. Twinkle set the ambience with dim lighting, and she cheered at Robyn with flower pompoms from above. The crew and Lilia stood behind cameras, ready to film them.

One camera followed Robyn as she made her way through the foyer. A couple of adventurers hired as extras flanked her. Most of this was going to be cut just to get to the action, so now was her chance. She grabbed the incubus potion and dipped her finger inside.

"Shit—" Robyn's foot got caught on an uneven stone tile.

The contents of the potion spilled down her chest, and the glass vial rolled to the ground. She clicked her tongue.

"What's hold up, Robyn?" Dane asked from behind the camera.

"Uhh… Nothing." Robyn continued her way into the main chamber.

Half-naked extras sat on their knees beside the throne which Gwen sat upon. The cameras pointed to Robyn when she entered. Cue their lines.

"Well, well. Who do we have here? An intrepid adventurer in over her… head?" Gwen furrowed her brows and caught a whiff of something that drew an odd look.

The cameramen off to the side who noticed traded awkward glances with each other, but Cordelius urged them to continue filming.

"Your reign of terror ends today, succubus! We'll be freeing your captives and taking you down!" Robyn exclaimed, trying her best to hide a taunting grin.

Unfortunately, Gwen was a professional. She brushed off whatever was bothering her and pressed on with the next lines.

"We? I'm afraid you're alone!" Gwen snapped her finger.

The extras dressed as typical adventurers tensed up, falling victim to her charm. They apprehended Robyn immediately.

"I'm sorry, captain… I can't resist…"

"We will obey our new mistress now…"

"No, don't give up! Fight!" Robyn cried hopelessly.

"Bring the knight to me and strip her down," Gwen ordered.

The adventurers that were once on Robyn's side reached into the gaps between her armor. They unbuckled the straps, taking them off piece by piece until she was down to her underwear. One gave her a hard shove, and she landed on the ground in front of Gwen's feet.

"Look at you. What a delectable morsel you are, getting me so hot and bothered…"

That line wasn't in the script. The potion must be working if it tripped her up.

Gwen continued, "I-I mean, you have such an erotic body despite being such a stoic knight. It's as if you were made to be a sex slave." She kneeled down and pinched Robyn's chin. "What did you do?" she whispered angrily. "It's like… nngh… I'm burning up…"

"I don't know what you're talking about." Robyn played dumb.

Gwen's breathing grew hot and hoarse. Swallowing took a lot of effort. Her cheeks had taken on a rosy shade, indicative of a sex flush. Even her hands were trembling, and she was hard pressed to keep from shuddering.

"Wait…" Gwen yanked Robyn closer and sniffed. "You… bitch. Have you any idea… what you've… done?"

"Is everything okay?" Sylvia asked from afar.

Before Robyn could give an answer, Gwen plunged a thick tongue down her throat. The two of them made out like animals. This wasn't in the script either!

Gwen was relentless. As a succubus, her saliva was a natural albeit powerful aphrodisiac that alchemists used to make love potions out of. Robyn was on the verge of orgasming just being kissed. She squeezed her thighs shut, eyes rolled to the back of her head…

What was happening? Wasn't Gwen supposed to just be extremely flustered? No. The potion. It had spilled, so all of it was on her body now.

"Alright, there's too much kissing. Get on with it!" Cordelius yelled.

When their lips parted, Gwen's eyes were glazed over. She looked to be in a stuporous state of half-consciousness. Her lips peeled to a wide smile. The extras backed away in shock as Gwen tossed Robyn into the throne seat.

"Hold on, Gwen! We should— aaahhh!" Robyn moaned aloud when Gwen licked her inner thigh.

"No stopping. I want you so bad… I want to make you feel good…" Gwen panted heavily.

The succubus ripped away Robyn's underwear with sharp fangs. She convulsed as the same tongue went to work on her pussy. With every lick, Robyn felt the stamina draining from her.

Not good. Gwen's switch had been flipped. This delirious succubus was going to keep draining.

"Help! Help me!" Robyn cried.

"We should call cut," Sylvia suggested worriedly.

"Why? They're clearly improvising, and it's hot as hell!" Cordelius gave them a thumbs up.

"My life is in DANGER. This is a genuine cry for HELP!" she emphasized more sharply.

"Ugh. If Robyn keeps complaining, we'll have a helluva time editing in post. Fine. Cut! From the top, everyone!" he instructed.

A few people moved in, but Gwen pulled her tongue out of Robyn's pussy to snarl at them.

"Stay where you are!" Gwen demanded of them before returning to perform cunnilingus.

They did as ordered. But not of their own volition. Placed under a succubus charm, everyone froze in place. Even Sylvia, a superior devilin skilled in magic, found herself immobilized. Her two fingers were less than a centimeter away from snapping to dispel the charm, but they never made contact.

"Haha! Ahh, this is great. You reap what you sow, Robyn." Lilia, who was also stuck, erupted into laughter.

"Now ain't the time to be spouting consequences! I feel my life being sucked right out of my pussy— oh, fuuuuck!" Robyn grabbed a hold of Gwen's horns and tried to push her away, but she wasn't budging.

A whipping spade-tipped tail flicked excitedly back and forth. It wormed underneath Robyn and prodded her ass. Gwen's tongue was like a fire spell. All of the heat but without any of the pain. It set her clit and pussy aflame. To make things worse, the succubus' squirming tail was stirring her insides up like crazy.

"This is… going way off… script, but I like it… keep the cameras… rolling…" Cordelius said stiffly.

"Fuck you, Cordyyyyyyyyyyy!" Robyn doubled over and climaxed so hard, she squirted.

"More… more… I want more from you… " Gwen flew circles around the throne like a cat with too much energy.

Seizing this chance to escape, Robyn attempted to run. Her legs gave out. She landed on the cold hard floor next to the pile of her discarded armor. The potions! Robyn managed to grab a stamina draught. This should give her the boost needed to escape. However, before she was able to tip the draught into her mouth, magic compelled her to stop. She couldn't move a muscle.

"Are you trying to escape? Please, don't leave me… I promise to make you feel really good!" Gwen unburdened the potion from Robyn's hand and tossed it away.

"Gwen, you're in there somewhere. Remember how much you despised me? Remember that! You hate me! Fucking someone you don't like sucks!" Robyn reasoned.

Gwen embraced Robyn from behind and shoved the tip of the tail into her ass.

"Guuh… I'm cumming again… Gwen… mercy…" she pleaded.

Every fiber of muscle convulsed. Stars flickered before Robyn's eyes.

"Tell me I'm a good girl! I want to hear you say it! Tell me! I want to hear it so baaaad~" Gwen whispered breathily into her right ear.

"You're a good girl! You're a good girl!" Robyn screamed obediently.

"Good~ Hehe…We're just getting started. Everyone here will be our audience. I'm going to make such sweet love to you, you won't be able to stand right for months," she promised.

At some point, Robyn had passed out from exhaustion. She awoke in Hope's Church hospital. A white robed cleric was slowly administering healing magic on her. Dr. Seether was just now entering the room with Nurse Clarissa, the living slime woman.

"What… happened… Why am I in so much… pain?" Robyn squeaked out.

"What happened? You were nearly drained to death by a succubus is what happened! You're lucky you enrolled in Best Hope insurance package a while back. The other two don't cover injuries associated with willful negligence in having sex with a member of the succubi race. I know you're a popular porn actress, but please practice safe sex. Next time, don't rub incubus pheromones on yourself to attract a succubus." Dr. Seether wagged a finger in her face.

"You'll be fine as long as you rest up. In the meantime, you have some visitors!" Clarissa sprouted a slime tentacle to gesture at the door.

Sienna, Twinkle, and Lilia entered. The three of them stifled their laughter as best they could on the way in.

"Oh, great. I don't need this right now…" Robyn groaned.

"Lilia filled me in…" Sienna began in a fit of giggles. "Honestly, you deserved it. Cordy and Sylvia said they got a lot of great footage though."

"And Dame Gwen is holed up in her mansion. She's way too embarrassed to show her face. You certainly got one over her. Yourself included," Lilia added snidely.


Chapter 50

The porno collaboration with Dame Gwenevier flew off the shelves. People ran, not walked, to block stores to pick up a vidcrystal of their favorite succubus take on a completely different persona. Well, they didn't know what happened. Robyn did. Gwen was already a sex fiend, being what she was, but the incubus pheromones took away her domineering high and mighty act. It turned her into a cuddly bear.

Robyn might have been nearly drained to death, but it was a small price to pay. Because now she was suffering from success. The success of having starred next to the most popular porn star alive, Dame Gwenevier.

Adventurers Dominated by a Succubus rose to the top of the sales chart the day it was released. As a result, Robyn's studio found itself thrown onto greater heights in popularity. Although… someone wasn't very happy about how that came to be.

"ROBYN!" Dame Gwenevier stormed into the Adventurers Gone Wild's studio in a fury.

"Oh, shit." Robyn quickly drank a potion that temporarily granted her invisibility. She had bought it earlier just in case. Her body shimmered for a second before vanishing from sight as Gwen entered the conference room.

"Where is she? Where is that bitch who masked her scent with that of an incubus?" the succubus asked.

Sienna and Twinkle, who were sitting to either side of Robyn, pointed directly at her. They gave her up without hesitation.

"You traitors! Aren't you on my side?!" Robyn panicked.

"You made your bed when you bought that potion. Now lay in it," Sienna said.

Robyn tried to sneak away, but the second she scooted her seat out to leave, Gwen swooped in and grabbed her by the shoulders.

"Ms. Sylvia, would you kindly dispel Robyn's invisibility?" Gwen asked in a polite manner.

"Gladly." Sylvia snapped her fingers and sent a ripple in the air that ended the magical effect.

"Wha— hey! That cost me 100 kleins! Is no one on my side? I'm going to quit this agency and go solo instead!" Robyn cried as the invisibility wore off.

Now, the two of them were face to face. Dame Gwen's demeanor exuded the incarnation of wrath. Her eyes glistened with a soft magical glow.

"Grovel," Gwen commanded.

"Is no one going to help me? This succubus is going for the kill!" Robyn cried and prostrated on the floor.

"Apologize in the most sincerest way you can muster."

"I… I'm so terribly sorry for playing a trick on you by rubbing incubus pheromones on myself… Someone as wonderful as yourself didn't deserve that…" she said in a deeply regretful tone, though not at all sincere deep down in her soul.

Seemingly satisfied, Gwen released the charm on Robyn and freed her. She breathed a sigh of relief but hesitated to get up and look the succubus in the eyes yet.

"I've changed my mind, Robyn. Perhaps this rivalry needs to continue. Consider our collaborative relationship ended. We will be vying for the top again, and while I'll not charm you in retaliation, I will crush you underneath the heels of my stilettos. Remember this! You do not cross a succubus!" Dame Gwen exclaimed before marching out of the studio.

As soon as the front door slammed shut in the distance, Robyn lifted her head at last to peek up. Gwen was gone. Whew. Though, her coworkers were still around and stifling their laughter over what had happened.

"Great job, Robyn! Now we won't ever get to collab with Dame Gwenevier again because of you!" Cordelius complained.

"Okay, maybe I deserve the hate." Robyn sighed.

If only that potion hadn't spilled… Oh, well. The porno's already released and there was no going back. At least Robyn had Gwen acting beneath her Dame persona to look back on for fun. Sure, Gwen came in here looking for vengeance, but she didn't sound all too pissed about it. Maybe this rivalry was a good thing. Competition could help the studio.

Now that the storm had passed, they went right back to discussing their future film shoots. A porn actress' job was never done while people were still horny.

"Alright, cross another potential collab with Dame Gwenevier off the list." Cordelius angrily dragged his pencil across a piece of paper.

"Here are your next projects…" Sylvia began after clearing her throat, "Sienna will be filming for Big Draph and the Seven Gnomes. Tomas, Lone Adventurer Dominated by a Devilin. Sally, Farm Girl Visits a Minotaur Ranch. Robyn, Slave to the Goblins."

The four of them erupted with mixed reactions.

"More goblins? Is that all people want elves to get screwed by nowadays?" Robyn groaned.

"Minotaurs, yesss!" Sally pumped her fists.

There were more projects to come, but for a still modest studio like Adventurers Gone Wild, they had to take it one at a time. As the work day came to an end and everyone headed home, the four in-house actors decided on an impromptu dinner together. Of course, with Twinkle invited. She was always on-set anyway and might as well be an honorary actress.

They dined in at an upscale restaurant where the chefs were mages that cooked food in front of the table. Their chef conjured multiple translucent hands to help him. He casted fiery magic to cook their steaks to perfection and chilled their wine with ice magic.

"To Adventurers Gone Wild!" The four toasted and clinked their glasses together.

Meanwhile, Twinkle toasted with a much smaller glass filled with fermented honey water. The magic-chilled beverages flowed down their parched throats. It tasted much better after a work day.

"Whew. We need to do this more often. It's okay to indulge, right?" Robyn reached for the bottle to refill, but one of the magic hands on standby came to life and did it for her.

"Talk about good service." Sienna lifted her glass and the same hand refilled it, too. "Guess we're gonna have to leave a fat tip."

As Robyn glanced around the table, she expelled a deeply satisfied sigh. Her friends were talking up a storm about work, current events, and their hobbies. Everyone was smiling. Sienna was much happier with Milky falling into obscurity. Tomas was gradually growing in fame to join the likes of the man of many professions, Donnie Sins. Sally, the degenerate that she was, finally had her freedom in the city away from her overbearing old man.

All it took was for Robyn to walk into a magic circle that transformed her into a woman. She made a lot of weird and cool fans along the way. She was probably going to make more like them, and that was perfectly fine. After all, some of them turned out to be great friends.

"You're gonna get lost with your head in the clouds like that," Sienna chided.

"My bad. I was thinking how good I had it." Robyn leaned back in her seat. "I haven't told anyone else this, but Sylvia offered me a chance to turn back into a guy. As you can see, I declined. Spent the past few weeks wondering if I made the right decision, and I think I'm finally at peace with my decision."

"Oh, yeah? Because you get to be a slut all you like when the cameras are rolling?" She teased, rubbing their knees together under the table.

The next morning, everyone split up to film their own thing. Since Adventurers Gone Wild had grown bigger, so did the staff. That meant multiple camera crews could film several projects at the same time. Robyn still had her usual coworkers, Skip and Dane, tailing her to the shoot location. Cordelius tagged along, too, just to make sure she didn't chicken out.

"Wait a minute. Wild goblins? Can't we just go with goblin extras and those muscle-headed idiots again?" Robyn asked after getting briefed on the script.

"That means I have to pay for their labor. The wild goblins were willing to do it after Sylvia hunted a boar for them. Can you believe it? That's practically a steal!" Cordelius exclaimed.

"Fuck you, Cordy!" she groaned aloud.

Wild goblins might as well be mangy wolves. They ate, they fucked, and they slept. It was all their lives revolved around. Few porn actresses and actors were willing to film with them. Their cooperation was decided on a coin toss, and they could just as easily ruin the entire shoot.

Their destination was Bristlewood, named for the trees in the forest having bristly bark. It was a little farther than where they usually filmed in the wilds. They had to go far, because wild goblins avoided civilization. Normally, sightings of wild goblins close to any civilization demanded removal by culling or scaring away. Those creatures were to civilized goblins as monkeys were to humans. Low intelligence, prone to violence and territorial behavior, and lacking in adequate speech.

Lately, the Civil Guard apparently faced some trouble with their lady members. An increasing number were volunteering to take on wild goblin quests as a guise. Their true motives were to allow themselves to be ravished by them.

Cordelius got the bright idea of targeting that demographic with a wild goblin on adventurer film of their own, and that civilized goblins just wouldn't cut it. Robyn had been in porn long enough to know that this was only going to be a tragic cycle. People find a kink, porn industry exploits the kink, and more people got into the kink.

As the carriage crushed the dried leaves blown onto the beaten path, Robyn couldn't shake being watched. She was dressed in an enchanted bikini armor that granted her high defense. However, that wouldn't matter if a monster attacked. It wasn't as if she knew how to fight.

They eventually rolled to a stop in a part of the forest that looked exactly like the past few hours of travel. Robyn descended from a carriage and walked up to a tree. It had fur like an animal, bristly to the touch just like the name.

The sound of creaking tickled the tips of Robyn's elven ears. When she peered behind the tree, an empty wooden cage swung listlessly back and forth just a foot off the ground.

"What the fuck?" Robyn squinted.

"Huh? Oh, that's for you to get into. You're supposed to be captured, remember?" Cordelius reminded her.

"Ugh… Okay, let's get this over with." She groaned.

Cordelius produced a Scrying Eye spell scroll and casted it on Robyn, turning her very eyes into cameras.

"We'll be here if ya need us, lass." Skip flashed a thumbs up.

"You guys aren't following me in?" Robyn asked in shock.

Dane shook his head. "To a tribe of wild goblins? No thanks. We're going to control the eyeballs from here."

"The gobs should release you after they have their fill. Remember, Robyn. Act as slutty and degenerate as possible!" Cordelius implored as they drove the carriage a safe distance away.

Robyn drank a potion to render herself infertile, then stared at the cage in disbelief. It didn't even have a lock. She entered the shoddy thing, causing it to drop half a foot from her own weight. Now to wait.

The embarrassment was palpable. She waited for what must have been half an hour before the brushes rustled. A dozen wild goblins emerged from the vegetation, licking their yellow teeth. They carried primitive spears and thick branches as clubs. None of them wore clothes. Instead, loose animal pelts wrapped around their waists.

One goblin picked up a stick and poked her through the gaps in the cage.

"Oh, god… here we go…" Robyn shuddered.

"Caught elf!" he exclaimed gleefully.

The rest of the goblins danced and howled. When their sparse clothing fluttered around, Robyn caught a glimpse of the many erect green pricks. She couldn't help it, but her nipples got stiff and poked against the boob plates. She squeezed her thighs together, hoping they wouldn't see her getting wet.

Lines… the lines!

"Y-You won't get away with this! Let me go right now, or there will be hell to pay!" Robyn exclaimed.

"No let go. Belong to us now!"

"Us!"

A goblin climbed to the top of the cage and cut the rope holding it to the tree. Robyn hit the ground sideways. The others tied a new rope on the opening to seal her in, then dragged her, cage and all, through the dirt.

"Hey, seriously? This is how we're going to travel? Hey!" Robyn cried to deaf ears.

It wasn't long before they reached a small tribe, mostly consisting of male goblins. The bases of tree trunks had been hollowed out for shelter. There were a few tents made of wood, larger pelts, and leaves. To Robyn's surprise, a couple of pregnant human and elven women were lying about.

They were… extras, right?

"Did Cordy hire you girls? I didn't hear anything about extras!" Robyn shouted.

"Extras?" A red-headed elf woman raised a brow. "I dunno about you, but we're— mmph!"

A goblin walked up and shoved his dick into the elf's mouth before she could answer. Her eyes glazed over, and she had a look of ecstasy as she blew him.

Robyn and the goblins dragging her came to a stop in front of a mudhouse. Heavy footfalls approached, and a much larger goblin man emerged from it. A hobgoblin. Cordelius didn't say anything about a hobgoblin!

Unlike their smaller counterparts, hobgoblins were rare born and almost always became the leader of goblins. He was taller than her and almost as tall as an orc. Rippling muscles stretched across his broad chest. His powerful underbite ripped into a chunk of mutton. Behind him, a group of women laid inside with cum dripping from their pussies. It was then that Robyn laid eyes on his fat cock, glistening with precum and nectar from the women he recently fucked.

"Brought new female to you, Kahka!" The goblins backed away and bowed.

The hobgoblin named Kahka ripped open the cage and lifted Robyn up by her arm with a single hand.

"Uhh… H-Hello… do you think, uh… we can talk this out?" Robyn stammered.

"No talk," Kahka said with a grin. "You gobs, take your pick of women inside. This one mine."

The dozen yipping goblins rushed inside. Groups of threes grabbed a woman at random, pulling them out of the mudhouse and into their own shoddy tents.

"I think we have a misunderstanding! I might be at the wrong goblin camp. The one I was supposed to be brought to doesn't have a hob, so if you can direct me to the right pla— aaaace!" Robyn was flung inside. She hit her head against the wall, and the bikini armor had fortunately softened the blow.

Before even getting a chance to stand up, Kahka spread open her legs and pressed his dick to the entrance of her pussy. Robyn reared her head. She felt the tip and knew right away it was too big.

"First, I fuck you. Then I give you to the gobs," Kahka said.

"How about you— aaaahhhh!" Robyn had the wind knocked out of her lungs as Kahka shoved his dick in.

The sheer size threatened to tear her apart.

"Grrr… You're too loose," Kahka growled in displeasure.

"I ain't loose. Fuck you! You're too big!" Robyn fired back.

Kahka pistoned into her with incredible force. His heavy body pinned her to the ground, and she was unable to move. A strange sensation welled up in her chest. The pain gradually began to leave. It was instead replaced by an intense pleasure, a desire to be bred, and the need for more sex.

"I'm… kuh… I'm cumming… I love your hobgoblin cock— why the fuck am I saying this— so much! Keep fucking me!" Robyn pleaded.

"You like this? You people always come for this! I give it to you then!" Kahka roared with bestial fury.

The hobgoblin's pounding made Robyn see stars. She clenched her teeth, climaxing repeatedly from his hip-breaking thrusts.

Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap!

"I'm cumming agaaaaaaaaaaiiiiiin!" Robyn orgasmed so hard that her vision went white.

Thick hobgoblin cum flooded her womb in a single spurt. The next few waves gushed from her pussy when he pulled out. As she panted, her instincts were telling her something was off. Was it magic?

"More… I want more of your dick…" She crawled up to his member to suck on it.

"No want you anymore." Kahka grabbed a handful of her hair and flung her outside. "Gobs, she yours now!"

Robyn propped herself up on her elbows. The corners of her lips curled up into a depraved smile as horny wild goblins descended upon her.

They were relentless. One goblin hammered into Robyn's twitching pussy like it was the best thing in the world. He panted in sharp, quick gasps. She grabbed a fistful of grass, gritting through the pain of the goblin's nails sinking into her ass.

"Going to cum inside elf! Inside elf!" he shrieked.

"Fuck me! Fuck me! I'm going to cum from your goblin cock— aaaahhhhhh!" Robyn threw her head back and screamed.

Thick goblin spunk spurted out in waves. Robyn ripped the grass out from the ground. Her eyes rolled back. Her womb was so full of mixed goblin jizz that her belly had bloated up a little. If it wasn't for the potion that made her infertile, they would have definitely knocked her up with their potent seed.

"Heh… hehe… I'll be your personal elven cock sleeve, so please keep using me!" Robyn pleaded, and another goblin responded by shoving his dick into her mouth.

An orc stomped up behind her. The fearsome hunk of meat grabbed the goblin who was still connected to her pussy by his neck, flung him away, and opened her legs dripping of cum.

"Me next," the orc said.

"Where the fuck did the orc even come fro— mmmmrpphh!" Robyn couldn't so much as protest when another goblin pushed his dick into her mouth.

There was no resisting. The orc plunged his thick cock all the way inside her in a single thrust. He wanted to impregnate her, too. His bulbous glans scraped the semen of other goblins out of her pussy, ready to shoot his own into her instead. He was more into it than the hobgoblin was.

Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap!

Every time their hips clapped, it was like a hard slap to the ass. Robyn winced and shuddered. The orc picked up speed pummeling into her, and the goblin held her ears as he facefucked her. Being spitroasted so roughly afforded her little opportunity to catch her breath, and the pressure was building to a climax.

"Mmrrpphh!" Robyn squeezed her eyes shut as a powerful orgasm rocked her body from head to toes.

The sheer intensity of it knocked her out. She awakened to a bucket of cold water splashing her. It was barely enough to wash off all the cum and gunk.

Laughter and applause suddenly assailed Robyn's ears. She followed the sound to a branch above her head. With a glass of wine in hand and bottle in the other, Dame Gwenevier was doubling over from laughing uncontrollably.

"Gwen, you fucking bitch! Did you do this?" Robyn shook a fist.

"Do what now?" Gwen cupped a hand over her ear in a taunting fashion. "You wanted to be number one, didn't you? I'm only here to give you a helping hand!"

The hobgoblin came out and shooed the goblins and lone orc away. He offered a hand to help Robyn up. She accepted, but her shaky legs had no strength to stay standing.

"What about this bozo? You in on it, too?" Robyn thumbed the hobgoblin.

"No. I didn't even know that succubus was around until now. Your director hired me. By the way, I'm actually fluent in your language because of all the female adventurers that let themselves get captured. Can you people PLEASE keep your fetishes to yourselves? I'm not even into humans and elves, but they're into me and goblins!" Kahka complained aloud and pointed to the 'captive' women enthusiastically having sex with wild goblins.

"Wait…" She squinted at him. "Why not just decline them?"

"Decline adventurers clad in enchanted armor, armed with magical weapons and magic?" he argued.

Point taken. Robyn took another look at all the wild goblins, and she realized they were fucking the female adventurers out ot fear and not unabated lust. So, the goblins, the hob, and the one orc's passionate fucking of her was due to Dame Gwen's influence.

"Buddy, you guys are about to have a terrible time in the coming weeks after this porno debuts," Robyn explained, much to his terror.

Dame Gwenevier made herself scarce and flew away before Robyn could toss mud at her out of vengeance. She returned to Cordelius, Skip, and Dane, who were waiting at the carriage and in the middle of reviewing the footage.

"Great work out there, Robyn! Nice cameo by Gwen, too. I'd send her a gift if I wasn't so greedy." Cordelius playfully fired off finger guns.

"Shut up and take me home." Robyn groaned.

No one else was back yet. Robyn took a long, hot bath to wash off the smell of wild goblins. Afterwards, she grabbed herself a can of beer and slumped onto the couch. Another day of filming porn done, and tomorrow was going to be the same. Her pussy was sore from being fucked so hard and ass pulsing from getting slapped so much, but she wouldn't have it any other way.

"We're home!" The front door swung open, and Sienna entered first.

Twinkle and Sally shuffled in after. They carried a whole roasted boar, but Sienna was doing the lion's share of the work.

"Uu… I'm pooped…" Twinkle landed atop Robyn's head and fell right to sleep, the light around her body dimming as she drifted off.

"Robyn, hi! You were back already? How was your shoot?" Sally asked on the way in.

"Terrible. Dame Gwen crashed the party. Made the wild goblins, the hobgoblin, and an orc into animals. I'd get up, but I can barely walk." Robyn gestured to her weak legs.

"Awww, you're so lucky!" she replied while lost in fantasy land. "The minotaurs did a number on me, but I want to be fucked by goblins, orcs, and hobgoblins next!"

Sally had a whole minotaur ranch on her, and she still wanted more? Guess they knew who the next porn star was going to be.

"Knowing Cordy, it's gonna happen." Sienna plopped the roasted boar on the table and fetched two cans of beer from the fridge, one for herself and another for Robyn's second.

"Thanks. You know me the best." Robyn grinned.

"So," she began as she cracked open a cold one, "since you and Gwen are still quarreling, what's the plan to fuck with her next?"

A few ideas came to mind. All of them good and would undoubtedly draw the ire of a succubus again. If she didn't get pissed off, it wouldn't be fun otherwise.

"Ah, I'll keep the ideas on the backburner. Until then, I just want to relax at home with my girlfriend and housemates, drink some beer, and eat that boar—" Robyn's ringing phone interrupted her.

Cordelius was on the other line.

"Let's be real. We're off the clock. You don't have to pick it up," Sienna said.

Robyn let it go to voicemail, and played it on speaker for everyone to hear.

"Beep! Robyn, I know you're home!" Cordelius yelled. "We literally dropped your bimbo ass off an hour ago. Anyway, I got some good news. If the others are with you, gather them around to listen. Guess what I just got from a junkyard sale at the Civil Guard headquarters? Mimics! They're alive, too! That settles it. When you guys come in tomorrow, we're filming you as loot-seeking adventurers getting caught and swallowed by mimics. It'll be a hit with the vore fetishists!"

"Oh! Mimics have very big tongues, right? I want to try!" Sally bounced eagerly, but she was the only one excited.

The voicemail ended, and the automated speaker asked if Robyn wanted to leave a response. She did.

Robyn pressed the button after the dial tone, held it up to her lips, and shouted, "Fuck you, Cordy!"
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